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^Extract Jh>m a letter to " Thh Times," 
" Sir, — ^I shall be obliged by yonr making public the fol 
appeal to those who may desire to assist the army in the East 

"Durii^ a long Crimean winter, the eoldier, who nobJj e 
all the trials of the trenches, and the thousand other severj 
these snow-clad heights, deserves every comfort that can be af 
him, and not the least is that of an amusing library, to relie 
long heavy hours of the hat, or the sharp sufferings of the ho 
I therefore earnestly and confidently petition the large towns oj 
land to help us, by making up boxes of amusing and iustn 
works, and that witn all possible speed, so that tne; may arr 
good time. A committee of ladies, aided by a kinahearted 
seller, would, I feci sure, have a well filled box on the way ti 
Crimea after a fortnight's laboar. When I sav well filled, I dc 
mean crowded, but nicely packed with Tales, Noveb, Biography 
all of which are read witn intense pleasure. But I need not giv< 
further explanation. What we want will be fully understood t 
those who will enter heartily ujion this good wort in behalf ol 
British soldier, who is risking Ids life for the honour of !Eng!aud 
the welfare of all Europe on the heights above Sebastopoi. 

"All boxes addressed 'Eev. H. P. Wright, Principal Chap 
Balaklava. — Books for Army Library, Crimea,' and sent to Me; 
Hayter and Howell, Mark Lane, will be duly forwarded by 
most attentive finn. 

" iour obedient servant, 

" H. P. WUIGHT, Principal Chaplai 
"Head-qaaiters, Crimea, Aug, 7th." 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Ik that broad and magaifioent valley which separates the 
ehain of the Grampians irom the Ochil Mountains, close 
by the mai^in of the Allan, and sequestered among vener- 
able trees, lies the pleasant and peaceful little village 
of Dunblane, in Scotland's elder days an old cathedral 
eity. Northward of the limpid Allan lie purple heaths, 
black swamps, and desert mubs. An old bridge which 
spans the river, and was built in the time of King 
Robert III., by **the Most Reverend Father in God,** 
Findlay Permach, bishop of the see, with a few ancient 
bouses, having quaint chimneys and crow-stepped gables, 
that peep on the steep brae-side &om among the shady 
beeches, are all that survive of Dunblane ; but over those 
remains rise the grey ruins of King David's vast cathedral, 
of which nothing now is standing but ther roofless uave, 
with its shattered aisles, and the crumbling but lofty 
gothic tower. 

The gleds and corbies that flap their wings between the 
deserted walls ; the swallows that twitter on the carved 
pillars, or build their nests among the rich oakwork of the 
prebends' stalls, with the grass-grown floor and empty 
windows of this magniflcent ruin, impress the mind of the 
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visitor with that melanclioly which is congenial to sucli a 
place. But it is neither the recumbent figure of a knight 
in armour, with his sword and triangular shield, marking 
where the once powerful Lord of Strathallan sleeps, nor 
the burial-place of the Bukes of Athol, blazoned with the 
silver star of the Murrajs, that are the most interesting 
features in this old ruin. 

It is not the fine west window which overlooks the 
wooded path that winds by the river-side, and is known as 
" the Good Bishop's walk," nor the ruined shrine where 
sleeps St. Blane of Bute — he whose boat sailed upon the 
Clyde without sail or oar; he who (as the veracious 
Breviary of Aberdeen tells us) struck fire with his fingers 
when the vesper lights went out ; and who raised from the 
dead the English heir of Appleby and Trodyngham, that 
attract most particularly the attention of visitors, but 
three plain slabs of blue marble, that lie side by side on 
the grassy floor, and nestling, as it were, together, as if to 
show that those they cover had loved each other in life too 
well to be separated even in death. 

The fall of the ponderous and once magnificent roof; 
the action of the weather, and the footsteps of visitors, 
have defaced the legends that were originally carved there; 
but the memory of those who sleep below these marble 
slabs yet lingers in Dunblane and Strathearn. 

Under the first lies the affianced bride of one who was 
a good and valiant soldier, and faithful to his king. 

Under the second lies the betrothed of a stout Scottish 
mariner, as brave a fellow as ever faced salt water or can- 
non-shot. 



INTBODUCTION. V 

Under the tkird sleeps the youngest — she who perhaps 
was the fairest — the wife (but not the queen) of one who 
in his time was the most gallant and magnificent monarch, 
that ever wore the Scottish diadem. 

These three ladies were sisters; and their story is a 
strange and a dark one. 

History^ tradition, and an old manuscript, that was 
found (no matter when) among the Records of the Scot- 
tish Court of Admiralty, have enabled me to lay their lives 
and narrative before the reader in the following pages. 

Edinburgh^ October ^ 1855. 
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THE YELLOW FRIGATE: 

THE THEEE SISTERS. 



CHAPTER I. 

. ON BOABD. 

* There was a ship at morniug prime 
The Scottish shore forsook, 
And southward with a favoiuiBg gaX% 

Her rapid coarse she took : 
Her mast St. Andrew's banner l>ears« 

And heaven be now her speed I 
For with her goes the bravest knight 
That Scotland hath in need." 

Balaam ahd Lays. 

By the fragment of a log-book, which was found among the 
MSS. just referred to, we are informed that on Beltane day, in 
the year of Grace 14>88, two Scottish ships of war, the Yellow 
Frigate and the Qv^en Margaret, were lying becalmed off the 
mouth of the Tay, about seven miles from the Gaa Sands, and 
three from the -Inchcape Bock, the large bell of which was heard 
at times, as its sonorous notes floated over the still bosom of the 
water. An abbot of St. Thomas at Arbroath had hung it there, 
on a wooden frame, to indicate by night that ghastly rid^), so 
long the terror of mariners; and thus as the waves rose and fell^ 
they swung it to and fro. Water will convey sound to a vast 
distance ; thus, in the noon of a calm May day, the notes of the 
Inchcape bell were distinctly heard on board of the two ships of 
his Majesty James \1L., although they were three miles distant 
from the reef. 

A groundswell came off the dangerous sands of Abertay ; the 
sails of the caravels flapped lazily against the masts, as the hulls 
xolled from side to side slowly and heavily, for there was so Utile 
wind that neither would obey her helm, but lay like a log on tho 
water. 
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The fertile shores of Fife and Angus were sliroiided in hazy 
summer mist, above which peeped the bare scalp of the Law of 
Dundee. Noon passed, and still the swell came rolling in long, 
glassy, and monotonous ridges fr^m the land, while the bui*- 
nished sea seemed smooth, as if coated over with oih The ships 
lay about half a mile apart; and the Yellow FHgatetVnihyfhich. 
we have more particularly to do, was nearest to the shore. 

A young officer who was pacing to and fro on her poop, gazed 
frequently and impatiently at the mouth of the river, and after 
wearying himself by whistling for the lagging wind, tossing 
splinters of lighted wood into the water, and watchuig anxiously 
the direction taken by the puflPs of smoke or steam, he suddenly 
clapped his hands. 

** Ahoy there, mizen-top! Barton," he exclaimed to an officer 
who had ascended into the mizen-rigging, "there is a breeze 
setting in from the east." 

" Eight, Falconer," replied the other ; " I can see it curling 
the water over the Inchcape ; and it comes in time, for I was 
beginning to bethink me of some other trade, for this of sailor 
requires overmuch patience for me. So-ho ! here it comes 1" he 
continued, while descending the ratlins with the activity of a 
squirrel. " See how the sea wrinkles before it !" 

" Now the canvas fills," said Falconer, looking aloft. 

" The Queen Margaret has caught it already, and now old 
Mathieson squares his yards. Aha! he is an active carle; always 
on the look-out, and his messmates jump like crickets when his 
whistle blows." 

The person thus eulogized, we find to have been Sir Alexander 
Mathieson, a rich merchant-skipper of Leith, who had become 
captain of a king's ship, and won the name of " King of the 
Sea." 

" Keep her away, timoneer," said Barton ; " keep her away 
yet — a point or two to the south." 

" Wliy so," asked Falconer, "when she lies so well?*' 

" Because, in entering the harbour of Dundee, we must keep 
the north gable of St. Clement's kirk upon the bar, and on the 
north-west, right over against Broughty, else we shall run upon 
the Dnimnailaw Sands ; and then not St. Clement himself, nor 
his blessed anchor to boot, would save us. Master gunner- 
Willie Wad — ^please to inform Sir Andrew that a breeze is 
springing up ; out that I see nothing of my father's ship, the 
Unicom^ at anchor in the Firth." 

" Art thou sure P" said Falconer, anxiously. 

" Sure ! I would know her by her red poop-lanterns and 
square rigging among a thousand ships," 
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Bobert Barton, who was captain of the ship, hastmed to get 
Bail made on her ; and as the breeze freshens, the yards were 
ahnost squared; the notes of the Inchcape beU died away, and 
both vessels stood slowly into that beautiful estuary formed by 
the confluence of the Taj with the German Sea. 

The sailors, who, durmg the cahn, had been lounging lazily on 
deck, or bas^g in the sunshine between the brass guns, ex- 
changed their listlessness for activity ; a smile of satisfaction 
spread over their weather-beaten visages, and a hum of gladness 
arose from the ship. ' 

" Now, timoneer, the breeze is more aft>" cried Barton; " steer 
dead for the harbour mouth." 

" Soho !" said Falconer, " the Margaret is coming up with us, ^ 
hand over hand." 

" Fear not," replied Barton, joyously, " we shall soon leave her 
&r astern. Thou knowest. Falconer, that this good caravel was 
built under Sir Andrew's own eyes at the New Haven, near 
Leith," continued the captain, surveying with a seaman's pro- 
verbial delight the lofiy nge^g of the frigate. 

" Tet, she is but a cocMe-snell to the great ship of Hiero, 
anent which. Father Zuill, the chaplain, told us so many won* 
derful thines after mass yesterday." 

"If you had seen how beautifully she took the water, diving 
deep with her stem, and tilting up her bow like a swan. She is 
sharp as a lance at the bows' below the water line — ^bold above it ; 
straight between poop and forecastle-~clean in the counter, and 
holted with copper. By the faith of Barton, there sails not such 
another ship in all Scottish waters; and I marvel mickle, if 
either French Francis, or English Harry, will ever build one like 
her." 

The ship which Captain Barton eul^zed so highly would 
create no small speculation in Bonny Dundee, if £e and her 
consort were seen standing before the wind, right up the Firth 
of Tay, in this year 1855 ; and we may imagine the criticisms of 
the rough old tars, who usually congregate about the piers and 
rocks of Broughty Ferry. Her whole huU was painted orUliant 
yellow; hence the name, that has won her a place so conspicuous 
in the histories of the period. 

^ Both vessels seemed comparatively low in the waist, for their 
gigantic poops and forecastles rose like wooden towers above the 
sea ; and to render this simile more complete, were frimished with 
little wooden tourelles at the inner angles. Elaborate carvinz 
and gor^us gilding covered the hulls above the water-line ; ana 
amid this, grinned the great carthouns or forty-eight pounders ; 
the brass culverins and ioloonets, tier above tier. The x*oi't-lidB 
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were painted a flaming red ; three gigantic lantama, wit& taps 
of polished brass, surmounted each of the poops, which had round 
their stems and quarters a gaudy row of painted shields, baarinj^ 
the armorial blazons of the gentlemen who served on board. 
Bound the butt of each mast stood a rack of long Scottish speara 
and hand-guns, into the tubes of which were inserted the hafls 
of Jedwood axes. 

The Yellow Cartwel or irigate carried fifty gr^ns ; the JHor- 
garet, twenty. Both were sMp rigged, with three masts, eaoh 
of these being composed of two long tapered spars, fidded at the 
tops, which were clumsy and baak^-hke enclosures, surrounded 
by little embrasures, from whence the cross-bowmen, pages, and 
arquebussiers, could gaU the enemy in security. From the 
carved bows, the bowsprits started up at an angle of forfy-five 
degrees ; and each had ringed thereon a lesser or fourth mast, 
having a great square spntsail before. At the yard-arm« were 
iron hooks to grasp an enemy's rigging. AU the sails were large 
and square. At her mainmast head, each vessel carried the flag 
of the admiral, a golden tree in a blue fifild t while at the stem 
waved ^e blue national ensign, with the great white cross of 
St Andrew, extending from comer to comer. 

The summer sun of this fair Beltane dav shone joyously on the 
glassy water, on the gUttering hulls ana snow-white canvas of 
these stately caravels, as they neared those green headlands which 
£)rm the entrance to one of the noblest of the Scottish firths: 

On the south the shore is bold and rooky ; there, round its old 
peel, now in ruins, dustered the little villa^ of Port-on-Craig, 
whose population lived bjr fishing and managing the boats of the 
Carry (the oldest in the longdonO* which plied between Fife and 
the opposite point, where, on a bare and unwooded promontory, 
stands the Boyal Castle of Broughty, a strong, square tower, 
then surrounded by a barbican and other defences, which frowned 
towards the ocean on the east, defending the narrow strait from 
hostile fleets, and on the west, towards a dreary salt-marsh, that 
stretched almost from the outer walls to die gates of busy 
Dundee. 

The dresses of the ofilcers and crews of the ships of James III. 
were as remarkable as the aspect of their craft; for Bobert 
Barton, who was sailing master or captain, and Sir David Fal- 
coner, who was captain of the arquebussiers, wore doublets or 
pourpoints of grey velvet, cut very short, with slit sleeves, to 
show the loose white shirts below ; their shoulders were padded 
out with mahoitres, or large puffs ; they wore tight hose of 
Flanders cloth, with long Doots that came up to their knees. 
Xhey had swords and daggers of great length and flat blue bon« 
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nets; at the end of his gold neckchain, the sailor carried a 
whistle ; hut the soldier had a cross and medal ; and, as a protec- 
tion from salt water, each wore an overall, or rough surcoat of 
Galloway frieze, trimmed with hrown ftir. 

The sailors wore gaherdines of the same coarse material, with 
fustian hreeches, hlue honnets, and shoes of undressed deerskin, 
which in those days won us the strange appellation of nmgh* 
footed Scots, Wulie Wad, the gunner, and Archy of Anster, 
the hoatswain, only, wore douhlets of Flemish cloth, edged with 
silver laoe, and with the royal crest, the crown and lion sefant, 
emhroidered on the sleeves thereof. The arquehussiers, of whom 
there were a hundred and fifty on hoard, wore steel casquetels, 
with large oval ear-plates, huff coats, and hroad military helts, 
which sustained their dirks, priming-horns, huUet-hags, and the 
spanners of their long-harrelled arquehusses. 

Such was the general aspect of the ships and crews of hiB 
M^esty James III. 

Sarton and Falconer were both stout and athletic young men^ 
but were somewhat different in aspect and bearing ; for the for- 
mer, who was a son of the admiral, Sir And^w Barton, or 
Bamton, of that Ilk in Lothian, the wealthy Leith merchant, 
who had acquired a splendid fortune, and purchased a fine estate, 
wai a florid and jovial-looking young seaman, wiili something of 
the Cavalier in tus aspect ; but Falconer, who had no fortune but 
his sword, had been introduced to the royal favour by the late 
Earl of Mar — the murdered favourite of James HI., who 
knighted the youth for his valour at the siege of Dunbar in 
1478, when but a stripling. Thus, though a Imight, and captain 
of one of the king's btmds, he was but the son of a poor merchant- 
skipper of Borrowstoness ; yet he was a handsome and a stately 
youtn ; his eyes, hair, and complexion were dark, and his 
sharply pointed mustachios stuck fiercely off on each side of his 
mouth. 

'' A boat has shot off firam Broughty," said he, shading his 

See with his right hand ; " and two stout fellows are pulling for 
e ship as if their Uves depended upon their speed." 
" Keep to larboard of the Margaret" cried Barton to the 
timoneer ; " for she draws less water of course, and we require 
all the iaurw^ to ourselves. Keep her away — see how the surf 
carls on the 6aa Sands !" 

At that moment, a door, which was studded witl^ iron 
nails like that of an old tower, opened in the after part of 
the poop, and the sentinels salutea with their arquehusses as 
the admunl stepped on deck, and first cast his eyes aloft and thea 
ftbfw4> 

b2 
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"Keep her full, Barton," said he, " keep her full. So, the old 
Tay now opens her arms to us ! and now the spires of St, Cle- 
ment and St. Mary are in sight again. Gadzooks, I can see the 
Rock of St. Nicholas, and if I had thine eyes, Falconer, I might 
distinguish the great house of Stohhall." 

Falconer only twisted his mustachios, and smiled, hut with a 
somhre aspect. 

" How, Sir Andrew," said Barton, " you think the eyes of a 
mariner " 

** Are but green glass when compared to those of a lover — yea 
I do," laughed the good old admir^, as he walked to the quarter, 
looked over the side, and whistled to the freshening breeze ; thus 
he failed to observe the ill-concealed ^sture of impatience that 
escaped Sir David Falconer, and the bitter smile he exchanged 
with Barton. 

Sir Andrew Wood of Larffo, admiral of the fleet of James III. 
-—the Scottish Nelson of his time — ^was originally a wealthy 
merchant of Leith, where in early life he was as well known in the 
Timber Holfe as at Sluice and the Dam. He had first been 
merely a merchant-skipper, who fought his own way at sea, but 
he had done so with such signal success, and had so frequently 
defeated the fleets of Edward IV. of England, and of Alfonso, Kine 
of Portugal, and the pirates of many nations, that he was knighted 
on his own deck bv James III., who never omitted an oppor- 
tunity of distinguishing that rising middle class which the feudal 
barons viewed with aversion and contempt. James further be- 
stowed on him the noble barony of Largo, in Fife, and he held it 
by the tenure that he should at all times be ready to pilot and 
convey the king and queen to the famous shrine of St. Adrian, 
on the Isle- of May. His Castle of Largo, a pile of great size 
and strength, he built by the hands of several English, French, 
and Portuguese pirates whom he had captured at sea, and whose 
hard work he made the price of their liberty. 

Thus he, who had commenced life as a poor sailor boy of Leith, 
found himself, before his fiftieth year, a Scottish knight and 
baron of Parliament; the foundier of a noble family; the pos- 
sessor of a stately fortress. Laird of Largo, Easter-dron, and 
Newbyme ; with a coat of arms, bearing two ships in full sail 
under an oak tree, in memory of his defending the Castle of 
Dumbarton against an English fleet in 1481, and defeating 
another near the Bass a few years after — But we anticipate. 

Now, his caravels had just returned &om Sluice, where he had 
been on an embassy, concerning the quarrel then existing between 
Scotland and the Flemings. 

He was rather under than over the middle height, and some- 
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what stotit in body, with a round good-hmnonred fiioe ; his oom- 
plexioo was fair, but bnmed to a dusky red by exposure for 
nearly forty years to the sea air in many climates ; his beard and 
inustachios were rather full, and the former finnged his iaoe all 
round, mingling with his short-cut hair, which, though it had 
been dark in youth, was now becoming grey and grizzled. 

On his head was a cap of maintenance, adorned by a short red 
feather ; he wore a rich military belt, and a jazarine jacket of the 
fashion of the late King James 11.; a gorget of polished steel, 
having escalloped edges, and a magnificent poniard, which he 
had received fix)m Sartolemeo Diaz, the famous Portuguese 
navigator, who discovered the Cape of Good Hope. Buff-coloured 
hoseu encased his sturdy legs, and he wore plain knee-boots of 
black leather, with hi^h red heels. The only mdications of naval 
Hfe about him were, his silver whistle (in those days the inva- 
mble badge of rai^ on the ocean), with a consecrated medal, 
bearing the image of Clement, the patron of mariners ; and more 
than these, that unmistakeable roll in his gait, which is peculiar 
to all those brave and honest souls who live by salt water. 

''And so. Barton," said he, returning from the starboard 
quarter ; " there is no sign of thy father's ships in the Tay . We 
expected to have met them here." 

" It is indeed most strange !" rroHed Captain Barton, giving a 
last and anxious glance up the broad and shining river that 
opened now before them ; " but assuredly I can see no more ships 
in the FirtL" 

"Not even from the mast-head P" 

" Kay, though I could see the river as far up as the Pows of 
ErroL" 

" Some service must have turned up in our absence, and while 
we lingered at thd Sluice," said Falconer. 

"And if service was to be found," said the admiral, with 
honest emphasis, "my brave auld messmate. Sir Andrew Barton, 
would be tne last man on the Scottish waters to keep his anchor 
down. But, ho ! gadzooks, here is the captain of Broughty be- 
ginning to waste the king's powder. Axckj of Anster, oiuer a 
yeoman of the braces to lower my pennon." 

At that moment a puff of white smoke broke over the black 
ivmparts of Broughty, as the cannoneers saluted the admiral's 
well*known flag, whicn was ihrice lowered in reply to the com- 
pliment as the vessels swept slowly past, and entered the broad 
bosom of that magnificent river. 

The tide was now beaming to ebb, and those dangerous 
shoab, known as the Drummilaw Sands, were gradually 
appearing. 
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Under these heaps lie the wrecks of those Norwegian galleys 
which were destroyed in a storm in the days of Duncan I., after 
his general had defeated the soldiers of King Sueno in the Carse 
of Gowrie. There they sank, and there the shifting sand rose 
like a bar at the river mouth above their shattered hulls. 



CHAPTER n. 

THB SWA8HBU0KLSB. 

**Kind oooBin Giflbrd, if thou lack'st good eomiael 
At race, at cockpit, or at gaming i^le, 
Or any freak by which men qheat themselTea 
As well of life as ot the ineiaks to live, 
Call for assiBtanoe upon Philip Hnre 3 
But in all serious parley spare invokiag him." 

AUCHINDIIAHE. 

By this time, the boat which had shot off from the promontory 
{Ml which the fortress is situated, was alongside the Yellow 
Frigate, which was moving slowly, almost imperceptibly, up the 
river, and was now some hundred yards ahead of the Margaret, 
which was but a dull sailer. As the boat neared, the song 
chaunted by the two rowers was heard on board. It was a dufi 
and monotonous chant, the constant burden of which wasi 

** Hey, the canty carles o* Dysart ! 
Ho, the merry lads o' Buoldutven t 
Hey, the saucy limmera o* Largo \ 
Ho, the bonnie lassies o* Leven !** 

'^'Tis the boat of Jamie Gair," said Barton; ''the bravest 
fellow that ever dipped a line in salt water; let a r(^ be hove 
to him from one of the larboard ports." 

This was immediately done; the boat (which was one of those 
stroi^ clinker-built fisher craft, which are peculiar to the Scot- 
tish mihs) sheered alongside ; and the two fishermen whorowed 
it, together with a gentleman, envelot)ed in a scarlet mantle, who 
had been lounging in the stem, ascended to the malndeck, and 
from thence the latter climbed by Jacob's ladder to the lofty 
poop, where the admiral, his second in command, And the captain 
of the arquebussiers, were surmising who the visitor might be* 

" Pshaw !" said Sir Andrew, as they all retired afib; '* 'tis Sir 
Hew Borthwick !" 

" But we must not for^t ourselves altogether," urged Bobert 
Barton ; " the man is a visitor." 

"True," said the admiral; "I forget" 



^'Wdeome,'* ttii. Fdooner, as this TisHory not fn the least 
daunted bf the ooohiess of his reception, approached them jauntily, 
wiUi a tall feather noddmg in his bonnet, and an enormous 
«#ord trailing at bis heels; "wdeome on board the Yellow 
Frigau:* 

"X dog's welcome to him," mnttered Bobert Barton, nnder 
his thick mnstachioe; "for he is the ftlsest loon in all broad 
8eot1and« Dost thoa know, admiral^ that 'tis said, this fellow, 
with two brother ylllains in the "ErigliRh paj^ betrayed Berwick 
to the King of Endand ?" 

The Admiral nodded a brief assent. 

Borthwick's appearance was somewhat forbidding. He was past 
forty years of age, and had black, glossy, and fierce-looking eyes ; 
a month like an imhealed gash; ears set high on his head, black 
teeth, and a stumpy beard. He wore a faded doublet of figured 
satin with mahoures, iJ^at had once been doth of gold ; his feet 
were encased in English boots of tiiat absurd fiishion then called 
duck-bill, as the toes were like beaks, and five inches long. A 
purse hun^ at his girdle, and a chain encircled his neck ; but 
rumour wickedly ayerred that the former was frequently dis- 
tended by pebbles, and fJiat the second was only brass. 

When he removed his bonnet, the remains of a tonsure were 
yisible; for Sir Hew (the origin of whose knighthood was some* 
what obscure) had formerly been a prebend in the Cathedral of 
Dunblane, but forsaking the cloister at a time when the ecde- 
aiastical rule was oonsi&rably relaxed, he had espoused the more 
tongenial occupation of sharper, bully, jockey, and swashbuckler. 
Always obsequious to the ricn and noble, but supercilious to the 

rr and humble, or brutal whenever he dared venture to be so^ 
hovered like a vidture wherever the ambulatoxy Court of 
James III. chanced to be residing. 

" And now, that all ceremonious inquiries are over, may I ask, 
Master Bortiiwick, on what devil's errand thou hast boarded 
nsP" bluntly inquh«d Bobert Barton, who, being less good- 
natured than the blufi' old admiral, was at no pains to conceal 
his scorn for the swashbuckler. 

The dislike was quite mutual ; thus a malicious gleam lighted 
the eyes of Borthwick, as he replied'-* 

" I came on board to learn that which is of much importance 
to the jovial gallants about Court; (nay, nay. Sir David falconen 
do not laugh quite so loud if ^ou please!) whether our ^ood friend 
the admind has been successful in his embassy to the^lemings; 
for since the interdict of '66, when our vessels could no lon^r 
trade with the ports of the Swyn, the Sluioei and .the Dam, wine 
hath been so bad, and so dear ** 
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" That yon miut e'en content yonr noble self with plamiiflqtxd~ 
baugh," interrapted the admiral, laughing outright at the idea 
of communicating the result of his important nussion to a pitiful 
fellow like Borthwick. ** But canst mou tell me, sir, where are 
the ships of mine old messmate, Sir Andrew Barton, and where 
isheP'*^ 

" The ships of Sir Andrew/' replied the swashbuckler, slowlj, 
and with another malevolent glance at Bobert Barton, "are 
anchored safely by the walls of London Tower." 

" And Barton " 

" Is at the bottom of the sea, I suppose." 

'* Borthwick!" exclaimed the admiral, in^eat wrath; "if thou 
hast come on board to laugh at us, by Heaven's mercy, thou 
shalt find none here, for I will rig thee by the earings to the 
spritsail yard." 

" He dare not trifle with us," said Bobert Barton, in a thick 
hoarse voice, as his swarthy cheek grew gale; "be patient. Sir 
Andrew, and let us hear what he has to say. Hew Borthwick, 
thou art poor, and lovest gold, like thy own life-blood. I will 
give thee a hundred crowns if thou s^kest the truth ; but I 
will poniard thee on this deck, sirrah* if thou liest; so Spin thy 
yam, then, hand over hand ; be a man for once. 'Tis a son who 
asks for tidings and the safety of his father." 

'* Quick !" added the testy admiral, stamping his foot ; " for 
my arm is somewhat longer than my patience, sir." 

*' Hearken," said Borthwick, with deliberation. " On the veiy 
day you sailed for Sluice, three months ago, the Provosts of 
Aberdeen and Dundee appeared before the Parliament at Stirling 
(where the king was bidmg) makine doleful complaints anent the 
great loss their burghs had sufferea from the pirates of Portugal, 
who had seized many of their ships and barbarously murdered the 
crews. In five hours thereafter. Sir Andrew Barton put to sea 
with the Cheat Lion the Unicom and Little Jenny. He sailed 
towards the Tagus, and by a herald's mouth demanded immediate 
justice from the Portuguese. Alfonso Y. delayed; then stout 
old Barton lost his temper, and after firing a &w shot at the 
castle of Lisbon, put to sea. Falling in with the identical ships 
which had committed the outnw^es complained of l^ the two 
Provosts, he captured and sunk them, sending the heads of their 
crews, daintilv salted in beef barrels, to the King, at Stirling. 
Being somewhat soft-hearted, James, as you may believe, was no 
way delighted by the present ; but. Sir Andrew, after cannonad- 
ing every town on the coast of Portugal, as he passed ic, and 
after destroving every ship of that nation which he mot on the 
high seas, bore away for Scotland. Alfonso complained to his 
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Mpd a% M Sing of England; i2ie latter made inquiries as to 
tiie most likely route to be choaea by Sir Andrew Barton on hia 
bomewaid Toyase, and deGnatched his bigh-admiral, tiie Lord 
Thomaa Howard, and bis brotker Edmund, with a atroog fleet 
of the best ahipa London oould produce, to iiie Downs, as these 
Southerns eall that part of the nraih sea " 

"1 know, I know; off the south-east coast of England, on 
the Kentish shore," said the admiral, stamping a foot im- 
patiently; "go on, man — goon!" 

" After sweeping all the uiores of Portugal, and after escaping 
a fr^htful temped ob Saint Swithin's day, he was descried by 
the English fleet, breasting eallan^ up the channel, with all 
•ail possible on the Ztcm, and the Jemiy, too, whidi bowled on 
alongside, like a little gadfly, all legs and anns, with sweeps out, 
and every stitch of canyas set" 

''Ay, said Bobert Barton, "she was a noble little sloop, 
built under m^ £ither's own eye, poor man I— -WelL" 

" The English fleet came on in the form of a half-moon, eadi 
yessel with a laree white rod at her bowsprit, in sign of amity; 
but Sir Andrew knew the Lord Howard of old; and undaunted 
by his anray, came on with his guns double-shotted, and all his 

S>rtB open; but failing to break through, he engaged the 
nglish admiraL A desperate conflict ensued, for uie GretU 
Xdon was hemmed in on eyery side, and boarded at both stem 
and stem. Through the iointB of his armour. Sir Andrew was 
ahot by an arrow, when aoout to retreat by the rising into the 
main-top on his decks being taken ; and just then, as he was 
falling, a cannon shot swept both his legs away. His brave crew 
fought round him in a ciide, and he continued to cheer and 
encourage them, by blowing his whistle to the last, until thev 
were all shun, or taken and disarmed. Edmund Howard, wim 
three ships, pursued the Jem^; dismasted her, and shot her 
sweeps away; then she struck, and the survivors of both 
crews— only one hundred and fifty poor seamen in all — ^were 
marched in chains through the streets of London, as a spectacle to 
the exulting citizens. They were then flung, like felons, in the 
iattren which they name the Tower ; but after being instnicted to 
im^ore their lives fiom the English kine, they were dismissed ; 
and now, Jf osier Bobert Barton, your £ther's noble ships, the 
Great Lion ind, the Unicom, have the honour of being esteemed 
the best in the navy of England, and display St. Geoi^'s red 
cross, where St. Andrew's blue ensien waved before." 

" And what says our king to all this P" asked Barton, in a 
▼cice that was rendered hoarse and tremulous by gri^ and 
passion. 



^ TfiX TXLLOW ITBiaATS. 

" Ay" added the admiral, with a terrible fiowii ; ** what bojb 
Kinff James P" 

"He despatched the Bothesay Herald to Windsor Oastlet de- 
manding redress, and threatening war." 

" And the Englishman answered — P" 

" That the late of pirates shotdd not occasion disputes between 
princes." 

" Pirates r exclaimed Robert Barton, whose rase at Imoh an 
epithet surmounted even his grief for his father's death. Borth« 
wick's sinister eyes were brightened by a grim smil6; but 
mutterings of anger were heard amonff the officers and seamen, 
many of whom had crowded round to near the news from shore) 
and many a swarthy brow was knit, and many a hard hand 
clenched : for old Andrew Barton, like his oompa&iot and mess- 
mate, Andrew Wood,^ had long been the idol of the Scottish 
mariners. " Pira^e« .'" reiterated Robert; "dared the Bnglish 
king stigmatize by such a name a gallant merchant mariner, who, 
by noble valour and honest industry, has won himself a fair 
estate and spotless reputation — a knight, who received his spurs 
from the hands of a queen — ^an admiral, second only to the Laird 
of Largo!" 

"Second to none, my brave boy," said Sir Andrei Wood, 
clapping Barton on the shoulder. " Thy father was second to 
no man that sails upon the sea ; but he hath found a sailor's 

frave, so rest him God! As for pirates — ^Heaven will know 
est whether kings or those who live by salt water are the most 
honest men. Every do^ hath his day ; and just now Lord 
Howard hath his ; be patient, my boy, until our new ship, the 
Chreat Michael, is off the stocks, and then we shall see whether 
the Scottish or the English cross shall float highest above the 
water. But tell me. Hew Borthwick, what hath been the result 
of all this ; for among these lubberly Flemings we learned no 
Scottish news." 

" You all know, sir, of course," resumed the swashbuckler, 
assuming a lofty and impertinent air of consequence, as he stuck 
his left hand into the hilt of his sword, " that the king's eldest 
son, James Duke of Bothesay, was at his birth betrothed to 
the Princess Cecilia of Endand, daughter of the late King 
Edward IV. ; that his brother, the Duke of Albany, Was to 
marry King Edward's ftor young sister, the Dowager Duchess of 
Burgundy ; that our adorable Princess Margaret was to many 
the Enghsh Duke of Clarence ; that every one was to be matried 
to some one else, except myself, who, m all these illustrious 
alliances, had been strangenr overlooked ; when lo ! the brave 
Archibald, Earl of Angus, who is now Warden of the East And 
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Middle Marcliefl, grew weary of all this traffic witH England, and 
the long truce to war. To square accounts with Henry VII. for 
Barton's loss, he marched ten thousand of his vassals across 
the Border, and ravaged all Northumberland. So thus, for the 
present, have all these royal marriages ended — ^in fire and smoke 
*— bloodshed and cold steel." 

" So may they ever end when our kings look for aUiances else- 
where than on the Continent," said Sir David Falconer. 

The admiral paced up and down the deck, in a bitter and 
thought^ mood, grieving for the loss of his oldest and earliest 
friend ; one hand he thrust into the breast of his jazarine jacket ; 
the other rested on the j[)0mmdl of his pcAiiard. 

Eelinqnishing the ship to the care of others, Barton stood 
apart, gazing dreamily upon the shining river, with his heart full 
of sad and bitter thoughts, while involuntarily he clutched the 
mizen rattlins. His eyes were swimming ; but he bit his bearded 
nether lip till the blood came. Suddenly he raised his eyes to a 
large mansion, which was lootuin^ high above others, through 
the summer haze in which Dundee was sleeping ; and then a 
smile spread over his broad and thoughtful brow. 

At that moment a hand was laid upon his shoulder, he turned, 
and encountered the ship's chaplain, Father Zuill, a Dominican. 

" Relinquish these bitter thoughts. Barton," said he ; " and 
oome below with me to my cabin. There 1 will show thee an 
invention that will avenge thy father more surely than all the 
cannon in Scotland — ^yea, a burning-glass, that will consume a 
ship at the distance of a hundred leagues." 

"Bight, Father Zuill," said the admiral, who did not hear, or 
mistook, what the friar had said. " God mi^ listen to the prayers 
of an honest sailor, when He tarns a deaf ear to tnose of 
II kin^." 

A fesr minutes after they had gone beloW, the friar reappeared 
and ascended to the ship's waist, where Sir Hew Borthwick, not- 
withstanding his knighthood, was comfortably regaling himself 
with Archy of Anster and Wad the gunner, on salt beef and 
spiced ale at the capstan-head. Zuill ^aced a purse in his hands, 
and said, 

" Here are the hundred crowns which Captain Barton promised 
thee." 

'*A hundred crowns!" stammer^ Borthwick; '''tis an 
teormons sum, good father." (And so it was in the time of 
James III.) 

*' But Barton hath a noble heart and a princely fbrtune," said 
tlM chaplain, retiring hurriedly, for he had neither rospoct nor 
Ifedminittbii fi» $A apostate priest like Borthwick. 
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" Ah me !"mati»red the latter ; *' where shall I conceal tins, 
and what shall I do with it P I never had such a sum before ! 
What A thing it is, for a poor devil, who has not had even b 
black penny for ten days, to find himself suddenly the king of 
a hundred crowns! I faith!" he added, while concealing his 
prize, ' " 'tis well that fiery birkie Barton knoweth not by whose 
mformation the Lord Howard knew that the Scottish ships would 
pass the English Downs about Saint Swithin's day." 



CHAPTER m. 

BONKT DT7KDEB. 

<* Ton is the Tay rolled down from Highland hills. 
That rests his waves, after so rude a race, 
In the fUr plains of Gowrie — ^Airther westward 
Proud Stirling rises — ^yonder to the east, 
Dundee, the gift of God." 

Macduff's Cross. 

In that age of cold iron (for indeed we cannot call it a golden 
aee), when the potent and valiant knight. Sir James Scrimegeour, 
of Dudhope and Glastre, Hereditary Bearer of the Boyal Standard, 
was Constable and Provost of the Scottish Geneva, the unex- 
pected appearance of Sir Andrew Wood's two stately caravels 
created no small commotion within the burgh. No sooner was 
notice given from the Castle of Broughty that the Laird of Largo's 
ships had been seen off the Inchcape, and were now standing 
up the Tav, than it spread from mouth to mouth, and passed 
through tne town like wildfire. 

Though now the shapeless facade of many a huge linen 
factory, and the tall outlme of many a smoky chimney, over- 
shadow the ground that was covered by green fields and 
waving coppice in the days I write of, " fionny Dundee" still 
merits the name given it of old by the northern clansmen— 
Ail'lec — the pleasant and the beautiful. 

Spread along the sandy margin of one of our noblest rivers, 
and nestling under the brow of a green and conical mountain, it 
was without waUs in the year 1488; but at each end had a 
strongly embattled gate, which defended it on the east and west, 
while its castle, of the eleventh century, which stood on an 
immense mass of steep rock that overlooked the Tay, gave it 
additional strenj^h, and added a military character to the naval 
importance which the burgh was acquirm^ by the shipping that 
usually crowded its harbour. This castle is now removed, and a 
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broad street has l>een hewn through the heart of the rock which 
it crowned. 

It.s qiiaint thoroughfares contained then roanv beautiful 
chapels, convents, ana monasteries; and the stately hotel of 
many a noble &mily, with tiurets and turnpike-stair, embat- 
tled porch, and armorial bearings. These towered above the 
timber-fronted and arcaded houses of the Fluckergaitt, the 
Overgaitt, and other venerable streets, whose appearance was 
more picturesque than their names would import. There our 
kings liad a mansion named the Whitehall, the vaults of which 
are yet remaining; as also had the Lords Brummond, the 
Scrimegeours of Budhope, the Barons of Strathmartine, the 
powerful Earls of Angus, and the great Earl of Crawford, who, 
for his valour at Blackness, in the recent struggle between the 
king and nobility, had been created Duke of Montrose, and Lord 
High Chamberlain of Scotland. Many great barons of the 
Carse of Qowrie also resided in Dundee, where Parliaments and 
Conventions have been held ; and which could then boast of the 
Mint of Kin^ Bobert I., and the palace of St. Margaret, the 
Queen of Malcolm III. ; but its proudest objects were that 
broad river, which from the hills of Strathmlan and Glen- 
dochart rolls its mighty current to the German Sea; and its 
ample harbour, crowded by the high-pooped and gaudily-painted 
ships of Fiance and Norway, SwMen and Flanders. 

On the afternoon of this bright Beltane day, the return of the 
great naval hero from the shores of Flanders caused an unusual 
commotion and satisfaction in Dundee. The whole inhabitants 
were " on tiptoe," and a joyous murmur spread along the Mole 
when the well-known cai'avels of Wood were seen to enter the 
river ; for now, though the admiral was a knight and baron of 
Parliament, who fought under the king's pennon, he still dabbled 
a little in merchandise, which gave him additional value in the 
estimation of the thrifty burgesses and merchant traders of the 
town. Thus, eveiy ship in the harbour, from the great areosie 
that traded with the Levant, down to those little crayers orlow* 
built smacks which are still peculiar to the Scottish firths^ 
hoisted her colours. The bells in the vast tower of St. Mary 
rang a merry peal ; groups of old weather-beaten tars, wearing 
broad blue bonnets, gaberdines of Galloway white, and enormous 
boots of rough skin, assembled on the rock of St. Nicholas, and 
on the Mole, which then lay to the westward thereof, to observe^ 
and exercise their nautical criticism on the aspect of the tall 
ships which, before a gentle eastern breeze, were slowly coming 
abreast of the town. There are bluff old fellows of this kind- 
half man and half fish—- who, in all ages, have luranted the pkxB 
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of seaport towns* and are great, pugpaeionsi and, ]noreover» 
obstinate authorities, in all matters appertaining unto salt water. 

Amid all the densd population so interested m the arrival of 
the admiral, there were none who bent their eyes more eagerly 
on the coming ships than five Mr young girls who were seated 
on the bartizan of a large mansion, which (after surviving nearly 
all its baronial cotemporaries) still stands at ihe comer of Fish* 
street, and. the Flesher-row, which were then, as they are yet, the 
busiest pak of all Dundee, and contuned some of the finest esp* 
amples of old Scottish street architecture. 

This mansion is large and square, like a great bastel*hoaset 
and at three of its comers has broad round towers, which are 
strong enough to tnru cannon balls. The whole suj^tructurd 
rests on an arcade composed of finejy-moulded elliptical arches* 
that- spring from fluted pilasters.* Ms arcade is partly sunk into 
the earth, and it is further diminished of lis opgmal neigbtby ^ 
slate roof sloping down upon the walls, which of (dd were aqr* 
mounted by a bartizan, &om whence a view could be obtained of 
the river to the south, and that quaint dd thorougjifare to the 
west, where, two hundred years before, the schoolboy William 
Wallace, slew the son of Selby, the ISnglish ^vemor; but to 
the north the lofty mansions of the Kethergaitt shut put the 
view. 

In the time oi our hist(»rT, this stately mansion^ the ston^ 
panels of which were covered by coats-of-arms bearing a Sleuth- 
hound and shield, with three bars wavjf, was the town residence 
of one of Scotland's most powerful peers, John, Lord Drummond, 
of Stobhall and that ilk, who waa Baron of Concrais^, Steward 
of Stratheam, Privy Councillor, and had been Ambassador of 
James III. to England, three years before, concerning^ Uie 
marriage of James, the young Puke of Bothesay, to a princess 
of that kingdom ; an embassy on which he mysteriously failed. 

The five fEur girls who were watching the ships' approach 09 
this bright summer evening, were his daughters, now letfc entirely 
to their own control ; for Lord Drummond was with the king 
et Scone, and their mother, Elizabeth Lindesay, of the princely 
Souse of Crawford, had been dead three years, and lay en- 
tombed in Dunblane. 

Euphemia was twenty years of 1^ ; her sisters, Svbilla and 
Margaret, were respectively nineteen and eighteen j but Eliza- 
beth and Beatrix were little girls, and of them cotemporary 
hbtory has recorded little more than the names. 

* In 180S, two hundred silver coins of James YI. were found imbedded 
In the wall of this fabric, which is now named King James's CostCD 
House, from the use to whioh it was last applied. 
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Lady Euphemia was a very handsome girl, with fine hazel 
eyes, and glossy dark brown hair, which was entirely confined 
in one of those cauls of gold net by which the Scottish ladies had 
gladly superseded the fontanges of the preceding reign. Over 
this Boated a white kerchief of the finest texture, edged with 
gold fringe. Her nose was straight ; her well-defined eyebrows 
expressed decision ; her complexion was clear, but pale ; her bust 
and figure were unexceptionable, and the very elegant costume of 
the court of James III. — ^an ermined jacquette of black velvet, 
with spangled skirtle and yellow mantle, displayed them to the 
\9ffb advant8|;e. She wore scarlet gloves from JPerth, and shoes 
9f crimson tissoe. Her whole appearance was gaudy and bril« 
liant J while her air was lofly and reserved, for it was an age 
when pride of birth and station were carried to an absurd extent i 
^ut in her beauty there was something noble and majestic; 
and her dark hair imparted to her skm a pure and trans* 
parent whiteness that was very striking, even in a land of 
lair women. 

Sybilla was just a second edition of Euphemia, but with a 
iHgot rose tix^ in her oheek, and a stature somewhat less. 
Perhaps the most charmine of the three was Margaret, who was 
then Mrely eighteen, and had soft blue eyes, a pure and delicate 
conplexion, a profusion of that beautiful and brightly-coloured 
hair i^ wh|cb our Scottish Mary was so famous ; ana her fisice 
(thoujgh leps regular than her elder sisters) had the sweetest ex- 
pression that ever Bafiaelle conjured up in the happiest moments 
0f his artistic inspiration. There was a dash of thought or sad- 
liess (whioh jou will) in Margaret's winning smile that fascinated 
all, and she was the favourito of the proud and ambitious old 
Ifft^, her father, 

J4xw and IBeatie wQre both fiur-haired and happy little girls, 
who inherited from their mother the blue eyes and dazzling 
complexions of the Ifindesays of Crawford. 

The three elder ladies occupied tabourettes ; their two younger 
sisters alternately romped round the bartizan with awiry otter 
terrier^ or n^tle4 among the embroidered skirts of Euphemia 
and Sybilla. 

The rich attire of these five ^Is, the abundance of satin, 
yelvet, jeiveln, and embroidery wmch they had about them, be- 
tokened wealth ; while by their air, the carriage of their heads, 
the chastened expression of their eyes, and above all by the beau* 
tiful form aad whiteness of their hands, any one might easily 

geroeive their birth was noble ; yet their fath^ (although the 
eir of a long line of chieftains) was the first of his race who had 
worn 8 coronet 
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" Oh, look at the caravels !" exclaimed little Lizzie to her sisters, 
who had been doing little else for the last hoar; "look, sister 
Margaret," she continued, clapping her pretty hands, " see how 
one gay flag runs up after another ! Dost thou see Captain 
Barton yet, sister Euphemia P— or thou, Sir David Falooner, 
SybillaP" 

" How should we, if thou dost not P" asked Euphemia* with 
some asperity. 

" Because you are older and bigger than m€^ and should of 
course see farther." 

" Hush, child," replied Lady Euphemiay who had frequently 
found little Lizzie's powars of observation somewhat provoking; 
" but I do think," she added, turning to Sybilla, " that I can 
distinguish Falconer and Barton on the poop." 

" At this distance !" sud she, shading ner fine hazel eyes by a 
small white hand. 

" Dost see a white feather waving there P" 

"Euphemia, Falconer always wears a red feather in his 
casquetel," replied Lady Sybilla. 

" We shall have good Father Zuill, the chaplain, visitine us ere 
long," said little Sybilla, " to read us some of ms wonderfm stories 
out of that great book, in which he writes down the miracles of 
St. Clement, the mariner's patron." 

Be it known, that though these charming girls could write, 
not one of them ever read a book in her life ; for the simple 
reason, that there was not then a printed book in all the realm of 
Scotland, where the noble art of printing was unknown till 
twenty-two years later — ^being fourteian years after it was known 
in England. 

Here little Lizzie, afler terrifying her sisters by a large wasp, 
which she thrust before them on her £bui of feathers, threw it 
over the bartizan. 

" 'Tis the first wasp I have aeefa this year," said Euphemia; 
" thou shouldst have killed it, child, for that would have freed us 
from foes till the end of December." 

" Father Zuill told us not to believe in that superstition," said 
Margaret, gently. 

" Yet he believes in beads that cure blindness," said Sybilla. 

"And burning-glasses that will consume a fleet at the 
horizon and further," added Euphemia; '''but lo you, now, the 
ships are about to anchor !" 

The sun was now in the westward, and a brigiit flood of 
light was poured along the broad and beautiful river, the ^een 
banks of which lay steeped in purple haze. The Yelloio Fngate 
and her consort, towering above all other craA in the harbour, 
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were now abreast of the mansion from whence the five daughters 

01 the Steward of Stratheam were observing them ; and being 

distant only a bow-shot, the words of oonmiand issued through 

the trumpet on board of both conld be distindl j heard. 
There was a light wind, thus the vessels were under a press of 

csavsa, and formed, indeed, a noble sight, with their snow-white 

ttils shining above the mirror-like water, and their many- 
coloured pennons streaming in the snnny air. They elicited 
Sequent bmrsts of nautical rapture firom the old Tritons who were 
clustered on the craig of St. Nicholas, a sea-beaten rock, that 
^k its name from a small chapel dedicated to that saint, which 
crowned its summit. 

** To your quarters, yeomen of the sheets and braces !" cried a 
dear and distinct voice frx>m the poop of the frigate. 

"Thi& is his voice — that is the voice of Barton !" exclaimed 
Euphemia, a glow of joy replacing the paleness of her fine face, 
to near again the familiar accents of her lover — even in the 
hoarse words of command. 

A moment after the courses were hauled up, and the light 
breeze swept through the rigsiug ; boats were now putting off 
from ilie shore, and the high gunnels (or own-walls) of the 
caravels were crowded with ^lad faces, and hurried but hearty 
recognitions of friends were mterchanged. The seamen, dad in 
their grey gaberdines (each with St. Andrew's cross sewn on the 
breast thereof), and their flat blue bonnets, were seen swarming up 
the shrouds like bees, and displaying themselves upon the sharply 
braced yards ; and then, as if by the wave of a wizard's wand, 
the great canvas sails disappeared, landsmen scarcely knew how, 
as they were neatly and compactly handed and laid in, revealing 
the taut black rigging and ponderous top-castles of the frigate — 
nor was Sir Alexander Mathieson, in the Queen Margaret, an 
instant behind the admiral in his manoeuvres. 

" Stand by the anchor, lads !" shouted Barton, with a voice 
like a trumpet. 

"All dear — yare, yare, my hearts!" replied the boatswain^ 
Archy CAnster from the forecastle, while as the frigate rounded 
her to, great blue ensign flapped in the wind. 

"Then let go!" 

A rushing sound, as the thick rope cable swept through the 
hawseholes, and a heavy plunge, as the ponderous iron anchor 
disappeared into the calm flow of the river, announced that 
the admiral's ship swung at her moorings in the harbour of 
Dundee, from whence, four months before, she had sailed for the 
coast of Planders, as we have already mentioned, anent King 
James's dispute with the merchants of the Sluice and Danu 
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At that time no man wsun ao popular in Scotland as Sir Andrew 
Wood, unless we except Sir Ancurew Barton ; but now he was 
gone to his long home, and the people looked to his old messmate 
to avenge him. Three loud cheers were given from the shore aa 
the frigates came to anchor ; and from alofb and alow their crews 
responded, with the deep and hearty shout that can only come 
from the throats of those who are incessantly eomhatlng witih 
the waves and winds, 

" See, dear Lizzie/' said Margaret, who, though wraaUy silent 
and languid, had partaken of the excitement and bustle oanaed 
by the admiral's arrival, ** a barge is leaying the side of the 
Yellow Frigate" 

''Oh, the bonny little barge!" exclaimed Beatrix, dancing 
about her, and comparing the sixteen*oared boat to the towering 
caravel. 

" Two gentlemen, clad in gre^ doublets, are in it." 

"Margaret, 'tis Barton and Falooner^-thou seest his red 
feather now, Sybilla," said Euphemia, as she flushed again with 
pleasure. 

" They wiU bring us pretty, pretty presents, will they notP*' 
said the younger g^irla, clapping their hands. 

" Father ZuUl promised you each a box of sweetmeats," said 
Margaret, with one of her sad kind smiles. 

" Captain Barton promised me a silver collar from Bruges," 
said little Elizabeth. 

" And David Falconer promised me a carcanet of pearls, with 
a hood and veil," added Beatrix, who was a year younger. 

"Thou — child?" said Euphemia} <'and what would you do 
with a carcanet, a hood and veil P" 

" Wear them at mass, and in the Highffaitt, to be sure," 
retorted the little dame, testily $ " no one feU in love with you, 
sister Euphemia, tUl you exchanged the coif for a hood and veil." 

" Nor with Sybilla, either," added Beatrix, making common 
cause against the elders ; " and as for poor sister Margaret, no 
one has loved her yet." 

Lady Margaret grew ghastly pale, and turned away. Sybilla, 
who did not perceive this emotion, laughed ; but Euphemia, who 
had now the place of mother over them all, said gravely, 

" You are overforward, imps. Eight years hence it will be 
time enough for Lizzie, and lor you, Beatie, to think of lovers, 
and talk of hoods and veils. Marry come up ! child, thou canst 
not spin yet ! But see— -Barton's boat hath reached the Bock of 
St. Nicholas." 

" Alas !" said Margaret, sadly, '* what enl tidings we have to 
give him of his father's fate." 
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As the two friends sprang ashore, the old seamen who were 
clnstered by the chapel wall, all doffed their bonnets, and mur- 
mured a heariy welcome. 

The rock was the ancient landing-place, and lay to the west- 
ward of the old harbour. It was there that David, Crown Prince 
of Scotland, landed on his return from the Crusades ; and there, 
that two hundred years after, the good Sir James Douglas em- 
barked for Jerusalem, with the heart of Robert Bruce; for 
"bonnie Dundee" is a place of many old and many stirring 
memories. 

** They are coming this way," said Sybilla, in a flutter ; " we 
must hasten to receive them." 

*' But, lo ! — ^what scurvy companion do they bring with themP" 
added the haughty Euphemia. 

" Sir Hew Borthwick," said Lizzie, ** who cheated our butler 
at dice, and stole the gateward*s bugle." 

*' Sir ! — ^how can you thus pollute the title of Iqpghthood P" 
iaked the eldest sister. 

" But do not the people call him so P" said Margaret. 
"He IS a manswom priest," continued Euphemia, "and I 
inarvel that the Lord Bishop of Dunblane permits him to be at 
liberty. Was not Father Arbuckle built up in the gable of 
Oilston kirk for the same crime — ^abandoning his cloister p" 

"Oh, friehtfrd!" said the gentle Margaret, with a shudder; 
^ 'tis so tumke you, dear Effie, to urge such an expiation ; more^ 
over, I do not Mlieve it." 

"Not believe!" repeated Euphemia, as they all descended 
from the bartizan by a turret stair ; " has not our father told us 
that he saw it done — yea, and guai^ed the kirk with the lances 
of the stewardry for ten days ; and there, in the wall, the bones 
of the friar, poor man 1 are yet remaining. Bat, hark ! there are 
our visitors." 

At that moment Sir David Falconer blew the copper horn 
which hung^ at the tirling-pin of the house door. 



?« 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE 8ISTEBS. 

<* A 8aiIor*8 life is a life of woe. 

He works now late, now early; 
Now up, now down, now to and fro^ 

But then he takes it cheerlj. 
And jet think not our fate is hard. 

Though storms at sea so treat us. 
For coming home, a sweet reward. 

With smiles our sweethearts greet ns." 

T. DlBDIK. 

In an apartment which had three lar^ windows overlooking the 
river, the ladies seated themselves m a group to await their 
visitors ; and two, at least, were flashed and palpitating, for they 
expected acknowledged lovers. The younger girls were all ex- 
pectation too, anticipating certain gifts or presents; Margaret^ 
alone, was, as usual, pale, calm, and quiet — even sad. 

The lofty walls of the chamher were hung with pale hrown 
leather, stamped with rich golden figures; the ceiling was 
covered with grotesque gilding, and upon every available place 
appeared the sleuth-hound of the Drummonds, with their motto. 
Gang warily. A magnificent Dutch buffet, having bulbous 
shapen legs, and deep recesses, stood at one end, and was sur^ 
mounted by a large hound in delft ware ; a gift bv which Barton, 
whose father brought it from Flanders, first made an impression 
on the old lord's heart. The chairs were of oak, with crimson 
cushions ; but the floor had no other carpet than a matting of 
plaited straw. There was a high stone mantelpiece covered with 
carving ; an iron grate, the enoimous basket of which (the season 
being summer) was filled with sea-shells, and on each side was a 
sculptured niche or ambre, so common in old Scottish houses of 
that age. 

" Heaven be praised, our anchor hath again hold of Scottish 
ground !" said Falconer, as a page conducted him and Barton up- 
stairs. 

" How so — ^thou art either more of a lover or less of a sailor 
than I, David P" 

" Nay, I am not less of a lover, but more of a soldier, perhaps,** 
replied the arquebussier, " or more of a landlubber, if you will." 

" Now then, little marmoset," said Barton, who perceived the 
pap^e listening, * heave ahead, if you please." 

The captain of the caravel and his companion were attired just 
as we have seen them on board, save that the latter had adopted 
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an emlK)88ed helmet, vitH a plume of feathers, a bright gorget, 
and long steel gloves. He looked very handsome, gay, and ^it« 
tering; but honest Barton, in whose heart the recent tidings he 
had received, sank deep, looked grave and grim, though a sad 
smile spread over his brown and weatherbeaten face, as he took 
both Lady Euphemia*s hands in his, and greeted all her sisters 
with warmth of heart, though perhaps with less of formal 
courtesy than Falconer, who had served in the King's Guard, 
and was one of those fine handsome fellows whom all women 
unite in admiring ; for he had a superb but native and inimitable 
air. While his friend, inured to a life of hardship on the ocean, at a 
time when the infancy of science trebled its dangers, was perhaps 
less easy, he was not a whit less noble in manner or aspect ; and 
the name and wealth he inherited from his gallant father, the 
fighting merchant-mariner of Leith, had gained him a place 
among those proud barons, who, but for the valour by which old 
Andrew Barton won his spurs, would heartily have despised the 
magnificent fortune and estate acquired by his probity and care. 

Foot Falconer was wont to say, that all his father had left 
him consisted of a rusty coat of mail, two old swords, and four or 
five cordial hatreds, or feuds, to settle ; all of which he had 
settled honestly and manfully, twice over, on the street, or the 
highway, wherever and whenever he chanced to meet with the 
creditors ; and now he owed no man either a blow or a bodle. 

" Welcome, Bobert Barton, my dream is read," said Euphemia, 
rising up with a bright expression in her beautifrd eyes. 

" And what was thy dream, dearest Effie P" he asked in a soil 
voice. 

** 'Tis of an old saw, told me by Jamie Gair." 

" The fisherman of Broughiy — he boarded us as we passed the 
aold craig — ^but what of his saw ?" 

** ' To dream of a ship sailing on the blue sea 
Is a sign of bright joy to thy kindred and thee ; 
But to dream of a ship that lies bulged on the strand 
Is a sign that dark sorrow is almost at hand.' 

«Now last night, Robert, I dreamt of thy yellow caravel 
sailing on the sea (said I not so, Margaret?) ; and lo, thou art 
herer 

" And my friend Falconer, too ?" ^ 

''He is, like thee, most welcome," said Lady Euphemia, 
offering her pretty hand, which Falconer timidly raised to his 
lip, and then approached Sybilla ; but on receiving from her a 
significant glance, fall of prudence and love, he sighed, bowed, 
and remained aloof; for the passion of these two was as yet a 
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secret, or merely a matter of jest with some, and of speeulaticMi 
with others. 

Falconer, brave to a fault, was poor, and had only his spurs 
and his sword. He knew this but too well, and Sybilia did 
not forget it. He had lon^ concealed his passion ; but she had 
soon divined it; and now they treasured up a secret thought in 
the depth of their hearts, like a dream that might never be 
realized ; for Lord Drummond was ambitious, and had many a 
time swoni, that at least " four of his daughters should die 
countesses." Thus Sybilla and Falconer had found their beet 
resort was patience or hope. 

The eldest sister was a happy, rich, and beautiful ^ane^/ 
Sybilla was a timid girl, loved by one who dared not avow his 
passion to her family ; and Lady Margaret was sad and melan- 
choly, loved, the people said, by many for her goodness and gen* 
tleness, but by none for her beauty — save one, of whom more 
anon. After the first compliments, inquiries, and congratulations 
were over, 

" Ah ! I had almost forgotten thee, little one," said Barton, 
kissing the pretty Lizzie, whom he now observed hovering about 
him ; ** but here is thy promised necklace." 

" Oh, joy I" said the girl, skipping among her sisters, on re- 
ceiving a beautiful collar of Bruges silver, with a pendant of 
opals ; " now I am not less than my cousin Lady Egidia Crawford^ 
who is so proud beciiuse her mother was created a duchess." 

" By my faith. Barton !" said Falconer, " thou givest such 
magnificent presents to Lady Lizzie, that to keep Beatie's favour, 
I shall be a ruined dyvour." 

" With all the rings and blessed medals thesd children have 
got, they might open a trinket shop," said Sybilla. 

" And hast thou nothing for me r" asked Beatie. 

" I have the most beautiftd veil that the nuns of Sluice could 
work ; but unfortunately, it is still on board the frigate. To- 
moiTow I shall remember it better than I did in the hurry of 
to-day." 

" To-morrow the king arrives," said Barton. 

"Nay — ^we heard nothing of it," observed Sybilla. 

" Sir Hew Borthwick, or the man so-called, informed us that 
the king was coming hither firom Stirling on the morrow with 
the young Duke of Eothesay, and aU the court/* 

Lady Mai*garet*s colour heightened at this intelligence, and 
to conceal her emotion, she hastened to say, 

" If Borthwick said so, it must be true, for he is one who is 
never far from those parasites and flatterers who crowd ths 
court at present." 



*• MoW(jVBf , h6 told tls that certain ambassadors from France, 
"who are now at the constable's house in the Carae, would be pre^ 
sented soon after." 

" And on what inisBion have they come f" asked Sybilla. 

"I know not; but our right honourable informant, the 
worthy swashbuckler, hinted — ^and really this fellow often knows 
matters which are far above his position— that they had come 
anent some royal marriage, as the young prince's proposed alli- 
ance with the House of England has been so fortunately broken 
off since my poor father's battle in the English Channel." 

Margaret trembled so excessively as Barton said this, that had 
the four lovers been less occupied with each other than they 
werO) and had the children not been engaged with the silver 
collar, some of them must have observed her singular emotion, 
which however fortunately passed unnoticed. 

Bestrained by the presence of others, the conversation of 
Sybilla and Falconer (who, had the world been his, would have 
given it for liberty to press her to his breast) was confined to th^ 
merest oommonplace } but Bobett Barton and Euphemia, who, by 
Lord Drummond having consented that their marriage should 
take place in autumn, were under very different circumstances, 
had retired somewhat apart. She had passed her arm through 
his, and clasping her hands Upon it, was looking up fondly in his 
sunburned face, and was telling him in a low and earnest voice 
of all she had learned concerning his father's death off the Eng- 
lish coast; how she had prayed for him, and had masses said for 
his soul; and with an air, in which sternness, bitterness, and 
tenderness were curiously mingled, the heir of Sir Andrew Bar- 
ton listened to her ; for his thoughts hovered between the bright 
eyes and soft accents of the fair ^1 by his side and the carnage 
of that day's battle in the Kentish Downs, when he would havd 
siven the best ten years of his life tahave stood for an hour on 
his fhther's deck. In these thoughts, and in those of future 
vengeance, he almost forgot that this untimely event ^ (though it 
put nim in possession of a princely fortune, an estate in Lothian, 
and a mansion like a baronial castle in Leith) would necessarily 
delay his marriage with Lady Euphemia for many montfis to 
come. 

'• How hapiy thou art to be rich, Robert,** said Falconer, as 
they descendea to the street, after lingering long and bidding the 
ladies adieu. 

" Wealth does not always bring happiness, David," replied the 
seaman ; " and just now i am miserable, when I reflect on how 
my brave old father, and so many fine fellows, have been flung 
overboard, to feed ihe hungry serpent of the sea.*' 
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"The ocean is wide," replied Sir David; "bntthoa majst 
meet the Lord Howard on it yet." 

" And he is not the man to avoid me." 

" I would give my right hand to be, like thee, Lord Drum- 
mond's Mend," said Falconer, bitterly, and stiU thinkins^ of 
SybiUa. 

" Without thy starboard fin, David, thou wouldst be of little 
use in this world; and mayst yet be the Lord Drummond's friend 
without so great a sacrifice ; besides, I can foresee, that between 
intrigues, mayhap invasion from abroad, and domestic rebellion, 
the loyal and the good in Scotland will ere long require all their 
hands to keep their heads on their shoulders." 

" Dost thou think so ?" asked the arquebussier, with kindling 
eyes. 

" Yea — a child that knoweth neither how to pass a gasket or 
knot a reef point, might see it." 

And though no prophet, but only a blunt and plain-spefaking 
seaman, Robert Barton spoke of coming events with more fore- 
sight and acuteness than he was perhaps aware of possessing. 



CHAPTER V. 

JAMES III. 

** Who ever approached me, bat for some private object, or with' some pri- 
vate passion to gratify ? Hatred, ambition, and cupidity form round 
me a circle without issue, and as a victim is ever needed for each 
violence — that victim is ever myself." — Joan or NapiiES. 

Next day, the second of August, the sun rose above Dundee in 
the same unclouded splendour, and again the green hills^ the 
ancient burgh, with its spires and castle, the bannered ships, and 
all the wide panorama of the Tay, were mirrored in its clear 
and waveless depths. 

Bells were tolling merrily in the tall spire of the great church, 
then designated the Kirk of the Blessed Yirgin Mary in the 
Fields, as it stood without the portes of the burgh ; and a wreath 
of those sacred lilies which still form the armorial bearing of 
Dundee, encircled the now mouldering statue of our Lady, which, 
with the little infant Jesus in her arms, has survived the storms 
of seven centuries and the rough hands of the Scottish Icono- 
clasts, and still adorns the western gallery of that stupendous 
tower which overlooks the " Gift of God" 

Almost drowning the peals that jangled from the belfiries of 
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the QreyFraxunscaiiB in the HowfiT, the Dominicans in the Friars' 
Yennel, the Mathurins, and the nuns of St. Clare, the great bell 
of St. Mary (which was rent when too joyous a peal was rang 
for Prince Charles, in 1745,) rolled a flood of iron sound above 
the town, and sununoned all the burgesses to meet a monarch 
whom the people loved, but whom the nobles hated — James III, 
— ^who was now approaching by the road from Perth. 

Beyond the western porte, and all the streets that led thereto, 
this road was crowded by the populace ; and there might be seen 
the merchants and burgesses, clad in plain broadcloth, with 
steel-hilted poniards in their girdles. By law, neither they nor 
their wives could wear scarlet, silk, or funing, and the femades of 
their families were restricted to short curches with little hoods, 
after the Flemish fashion ; and the ladies of poor gentlemen, 
whose property was tmder forty pounds, had to content them with 
the same. There, too, were officials of the church, doctors, and 
gentlemen, (having two hundred marks per annum,) in cloaks of 
scarlet, laced and furred; and labourers, who had exchanged 
their work-dresses of grey frieze and Galloway white for the 
holiday attire of red and green. 

Prom the eight stone gurgoyles of the market-cross, which, as 
usual in Scotland, was surmoimted by a tall octagonal column, 
bearing the xmioom sejant, resting its forepaws on the imperial 
scutcheon, wine was flowing, and a noisy contest waging among 
the young gamins, seamen, and others, who struggled and thrust 
each other aside, not always with sood humour, to fill their 

Snaighs, cups, and luggies with the generous Bhenish and 
aret, which gushed forth alternately from the mouths of the 
dragons and wyverns ; but order was stringently kept by the con- 
stable of Dunaee, Sir James of Dudhope, who had brought into 
the burgh five hundred of his troopers from the Howe of Angus 
— all sturdy yeomen, who wore black iron casquetels, with oreil- 
lets over the cheeks and spikes on the top, and were armed with 
that deadly weapon the ghisarma, which had been but recently 
introduced. 

Escorted by a numerous retinue of well armed serving men, all 
of whom had the sleuthhotmd embroidered on the sleeves of their 
gaberdines^ and were accoutred with jacks and bonnets of steel, 
two-handed swords, and wooden targets covered with threefold 
hide, the daughters of Lord Drummond, with their aunt the 
Duchess of Montrose, the La^ of Strathmartine, and many 
other noble dames from the Uarse of Gowrie, were grouped 
together on horseback, awaiting the king. Robert Barton, Sir 
David Falcone^ and other gentlemen, attended them on foot, 
and held their bxidles, having assigned their own horses to the 
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care of the pageS) who carried their swordi and helmets,— *for a 
page was at that time indispensable to everj gentleman of pre* 
tensions. 

Conspicuous amid all was the old Duchess of Montrose^ a tall 
and noble-looking matron, whose height on horseback, when her 
stupendous coif was added, became almost startling; for, like 
old people generally, " beins behind her age," she still retained 
one of those enormous head-dresses wMch our ladies had copied 
from the French, and which had been introduced by Isabel of 
Bavaria, consort of Charles YI., who had to enlarge all the doors 
in the Palace of Yincennes after the arrival of his bride. 

Nor must we forget that redoubtable Knight of the Post and 
Chevalier d'Industrie, Sir Hew Borthwiok, who loitered neaar, 
bowing and smiling to people who knew him not, or knowings 
who disdained him. After completely filing to attract the atten- 
tion of Falconer or Barton, he swaggered through the crowd, 
clinking a pair of enormous brass spurs, and exhibiting a new 
scarlet cloak, which he had procured by the recent replenishing 
of his exchequer ; he tUted up the tail of this by his long sword^ 
pointed his mustachios, and from time to time turned up bin 
eyes complacently, to watch the nodding of an absurdly long 
feather that drooped from his head-dress ; and the latter being a 
velvet hat, like that of an EngUshman, ihe people murmured, 
and made angr^ observations about it. 

The undisguised aversion and fear with which the crowd made 
way for him wherever he went, were a source of satisfiiction to 
this barefaced charlatan, of whom we shall hear more than 
enough perhaps, in time to come. He found ample occupation 
in observing the brilliant group which surrounded Margaret 
Carmichael of Meadowflat, the Duchess of Montrose, and in sur-* 
veyinp^ the brilliant colours of those splendid costumes which 
exhibited all the frippery, extravi^ance and coxcombry of the 
time of James III. Gold and jewels flashed on everything^ 
from the ladies' fair fingers to the bridles of their palfreys ; b& 
by far the greatest number of diamonds and pearls glittered on 
the long stomachers and among the braided hair of Lord Drum- 
motid's three beautiful daughters. 

Finding himself bluntly repulsed by Captain Barton and the 
arquebussier, Borthwiek had actually the assurance to address 
the admiral, who came through the archway on horseback, suT'* 
rounded by his barge's crew, who had no other weapons than 
their poniards and boat-stretdiers ; but a determined and hardy-^ 
looking old bodyguard they were, with swarthy visages, lojig 
grisly beards, and broad blue bonnets. 

**iora humble servanti Sir Andrew/' «aid the impUdaat 
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swashbuckler, elbowing a passage .tbrongh them ; *' I dare say 
the folks will marvel at this — a Imight like me on foot, and thou^ 
a seaman, on horseback." 

" And how came this to pass, Sir Hew P" asked the admiral, 
who, being older, had, perhaps, more complaisance or less pride 
than Barton or Falconer. 

"My favourite horse was shod in the quick by a villanoos 
smith, who is now dreeins^ the reward of his carelessness in the 
jougs at the burgh cross.' 

" I congrattdate you on your good fortune," said the admiral, 
endeavouring to pass ; " by your scarlet cloak I perceive — " 

" That I have now more per annum than the Apparel Act re» 
quires: so far, right. Sir Andrew } but> alas ! an ancestor of mine 
lost a noble estate by one act of indiscretion." 

« Ah I—How P" 

"By eating an apple," replied Borthwick, with one of his 
hideous grins ; " but so thou art come hither among us courtiers, 
admiral, to steer by the royal smiles." 

" The sailor's best compass is his conscience, messmate, and bv 
that 1 steer," retorted Wood, as he gave a peculiar wink to his 
coxswain ; then the Enieht of the Post was gently put aside by 
the barb's crew, and the old admiral alighted on foot by the 
side of uie Duchess of Montrose. 

Around this noble matron, who was then the second lady in 
tile realm, the conversation was very animated ; and, notwith- 
standing the awM exdusiveness with which the Scottish noblesse 
in those days chose to hedge themselves about, it was evident 
that the venerable Wood, the gallant Barton, and the handsome 
arquebuBsier, were three centres of attraction. 

Margaret Drummond, still sad, pale, and thoughtful, paid 
little attention to the buzz and bustle around her; she gazed 
anxiously at the vista of the road which stretched westward past 
the Convent of St. Mary Magdalene and the Tower of Blackness; 
A page held her bridle ; but the horses of her sisters were each 
held by their lovers, with whom they were conversing in low and 
earnest tones. Falconer spoke litue, yet he was, perh^s, the 
happiest man in Dundee, for now he was by the side of Sybilla, 
and could converse with her untrammelled by the observation oi 
others ; and as the only matron who could control her actions 
knew neither of his hopes, (or, as she would have termed it, his 
presumption,) many little attentions were unheeded or unseen. 

A cloud of dust that rolled along the road announced the 
approach of the King, and soon a troop of nearly a hundred and 
Wy mounted men was seen approachme at a rapid trot. This 
oamoode was well mounted on horses of a breed which, at that 
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time, was famons, a baron of Corstorphine having improved the 
high Lanarkshire horses by the introduction of some sturdy 
Flemish mares ; thus, for hacks and chargers, these large animals 
were esteemed as superior to any of the four distinct breeds of 
horses belonging to the country. All their steeds were brilliantly 
caparisoned with rich saddles, housings, and bridles, coverea 
with fringes and tassels of silk and gold embroidery, gilded orna- 
ments, and armorial bearings. 

On approaching the west porte of Dundee, the king and his 
attendants slackened their speed to a walk, but their horses con- 
tinued tossing their proud heads and flinging the white foam from 
side to side. The monarch was unaccompanied by his queen, Mar- 
garet of Denmark and Norway, who had departed, with many of 
her ladies, on a pilgrimage to the famous shrine of St. Duthac> in 
iRoss, then esteemed a Ions and arduous journey. 

James III., a tall, handsome, and athletic man, was then in 
his thirty-fourth year; his complexion was of that deep brown 
tint which is not usual to the islanders of Britain, and his hair 
was black and curly. When in repose, his mouth expressed the 
utmost sweetness of expression, but there were times when it 
curled with bitterness and suppressed passion. His beard was 
closely trimmed; his air was soldierlike ; his manner dignified, at 
one time cold and reserved, but at others sad, even to despon- 
dency, for he was the most unhappy of kings. 

On this day he wore a doublet of rose-coloured satin, em- 
broidered with damask -gold, cut and lined with rose-coloured 
sarcenet, and fastened by twenty-four little cold buttons. Over 
this he had a riding surtout of green velvet, laced. On his dark 
locks he wore a black velvet bonnet, with an embroidered band, 
a St. Andrew's cross, and white plume ; he had long riding-boots 
with embroidered velvet gambadoes and gold spurs. 

James, the young Duke of Bothesay, then m his seventeenth 
year, also tail, and a very handsome youth, inherited his Other's 
dark eyes and hair; his straight nose, with its fine nostril, and 
his mouth, which was like a woman's, but over it a dark mus- 
tachio was sprouting. The dresses of the king, the prince, and 
all their suite, were nearly alike in fashion, colours, and richness, 
unless we except the Lord High Treasurer, Sir William EnoUis, 
one of the most upright and valiant men of the age, who, as 
Lord of St. John of Jerusalem, and preceptor of the religious 
knights of Torphichen, wore the black dress and eight-pointed 
cross of Ehodez. Around this ill-fated king were many who 
were his friends, but many more who were his most bitter 
enemies, and whose loyalty or treason will all be revealed in 
future chapters ; to wit» Sir James Shaw of Sauchie, who had 
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^n made governor of Stirling becanse his father had been slain 
W a cannon shot at the siege of Dnnbar; Evandale, the Lord 
High Chancellor ; Sir Patrick Gray of Kyneff ; the Lord Drum- 
mond; his brother. Sir Walter, who was Dean of Dunblane 
and Lord Clerk Begister; the Dnke of Montrose, who was 
Master of the Hous^old and Great ChaAiberlaiu of Scotland; 
Lord Lindesay of the B^rres, and Archibald, tke great Earl of 
Angus, a noble then in his thirtieth year — one whose fierce and 
resQess ambition, indomitable pride, and vast feudal power, made 
him a terror to the good king on the one hand, and to the oppressed 
people on the other. Then, he was popularly known by the 
sobriquet of Bell-the-Cat, from the quamt parable spoken by 
him at Lauder Bridge in that memoral)le raid when he hanged 
every favourite of James III.; for, in his eyes, Bobert Cochrane, 
the eminent architect, was but a stone-cutter; Sir William 
Beyers, who composed many fine airs, but a fiddler ; Leonard, 
the engineer, was but a smith; and Torphichen, the fencing- 
master, a miserable fletcher— men who disgraced James III. by 
the prcKferenoe which he showed for them over a proud, barbarous, 
and unlettered nobility^ whom, like his fiither, he resolved to 
spare no pains to curb and to humble. Yain thought I 

This Lord of Tantallon, who was Warden of the East and. 
Middle Marches, and a ohieffcain of the powerful House of Douglas, 
overshadowed even the throne by his power; for the King of 
Scotland was but a laird in comparison to the ^reat militaiy 
nobles. Angus was dark and swui^hy as a Spaniard ; his hair 
and beard were sable, his eyes black and sparkling, with a keen, 
restless, and imperious expression. Like his father — that valiant 
earl, who with ten thousand horse, covered the retreat of M. de 
Brissae and the French troops from Alnwick in 1461 — he con- 
stantly wore armour, and was now riding beside the Earl of 
Enroll, Lord High Constable of the kingdom, who had come with 
a few lances from the Carse of (xowrie, to escort the sovereign to 
Dundee. 

As this brilliant and illustrious cavalcade passed through the 
old moss-grown and smoke-encrusted archway which then closed 
the end of the principal street, a general uncovering of heads took 
nlace,and loudaud reiterated cheers greeted James, whowas beloved 
oy the people, especially in the towns where there was now rising 
a wealthy middle class, who had no sympathy with, and who owed 
no fealty to, the great barons, but were rather at enmity with 
them. He who cheered most lustilv, in forcing a passage through 
the gate with the courtiers, was tne soi-disant Sir Hew Bortii- 
wick, who endeavoured to place himself as near to the king or 
prince as Lord ErroU's lances would permit* 
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On poflsbg Sir Patrkdi Gray, he exohanged a glttioe of intelH* 
gsnce. 

" To-night" said he, in a whiaper. 

« Wherer asked the Knight of Kyneff. ^ 

** On the beach near Broughiy" replied Borthwiok. And 
here the crowd pressed between them. 

The king, still young and handsome, dofied his bonnet to the 
tall duchess and her fair companions, and the young heir of 
Scotland, whose spirited horse curvetted past them, bowed again 
and again to his saddle; and though he looked anxiously amid all 
that glittering ^oup for one beloved face, by some fatality he 
never observed it, and caprioled through the arehway by hia 
fikther's side. 

Margaret Drummond, the foremost of the group, and almost 
unconscious of where she was, had watched the approaching party 
in silence with a beating heart. The shadow of her hood and 
veil concealed her pallor and the sad and anxious expression of 
her fine blue eyes. Amid those hundred horsemen and more 
who swept up to the gate, she had soon distinguished Rothesay, 
and held her very breath with joy as he passed, but alas ! without 
observing her ; and her young heart sank as he did so ; for though 
none knew it, save one old priest and two other persons, the 
crown prince of Scotland was her wedded husband — ^wedded at 
the altar of St. Blane with all the solemnity of the ancient faith 
—but in secret. 

Barton and Falconer were now compelled to leave the ladies, 
and with many other gentlemen sprang on horseback, to accom- 
pany the admiral, who had now joined the royal cavalcade. 

The king received the fine old man with unfeigned expressions 
of afiection and joy; for grief soon discovers true sympathy, and 
misfortune readily discerns the difierence between flattery and 
devotion : thus James III. always felt stronger and more confi- 
dent when such men as Sir Andrew Wood, or Lindesay and 
Montrose were by his side; but such nobles as Angus and Loni 
Drummond were his horror and aversion. 

*^ There are times, my faithful Mend," said he to Wood, as 
their train fell back a little on entering the narrow Nethergaitt, 
" when I envy thee and thy honest hearts the free and happy 
lifo they lead upon the open sea." 

"Yet a sailor's life hath its troubles and ii<i crosses too"^ 
witness the fate of Barton, my gude auld messmate." 

'* Of that, and of thy Flemish mission, we will talk at another 
time," replied the king ; " let us not mar the happiness I feel at 
seemg thee, honest Wood, the dearest and most iaithful of my 
people, by allusions to audi cold and bitter subjects." 
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** God and St. Andrew bless jonr majesty!" said the admiral, 
whose eyes and heart overflowed as he spoke. " I have never 
done aught more than mj duty to Scotland and my king, as man 
and boy, for forty years, since first J trod a deck — a puir sailo^ 
laddie, in the Peggie of Pittenweem. I would run my head into 
a cannon's montn, if by doing so I could serve your majesty ; 
and that, I believe, is mair than half of these gay galliards ahead 
and astsrn of us would do; natheless their long pedigrees and their 
dainty doublets, with white lace knucMe-dabbers at the wrists.'* 

** Some day I shcdl go to sea with thee. Wood/' said King 
James, with a melancholy smile j for, by tha soul of Bruce ! X 
begin to tire of this trade of kingcraft." 

" I like the land as little as a fish \ but should a day of foul 
weather ever come, when your majesty is * safer on salt water 
than on Scottish earth," said the admiral, more than divininsthe 
aeoret thoughts of the king; "remember, there is a ship's 
eompany of five hundred good men and true, under the flag of 
ihe YetUyio J^rigaUf eyery man of whom hath a seaman's hand 
and a seaman's heart, soHd as a pump-bolt, and not like a per- 
foned and painted courtier's, hollow as a leather bottle, or rotten 
like an old pumpsucker. Gadzooks ! I would like to see a few of 
these braw gallants drifting under close-reefed topsails, with a 
wind blowing hard from the eait^ and the craigs of Dunnottar on 
their lee !" 

The king sighed^ and allowed the Teina of his horse to drop 
upon its neck. 

" Your migesty is troubled," resumed the honest seaman ; " but 
if any of these dogfish barons have been at their auld work, just 
let me ken, and, by all the serpents in the sea 1 they shall feel the 
weight of my two-handed sword, or I shall pipe away my barge's 
erew with their boat-stretchers, and they will soon dear the 
causeway of every lord and loon in J)undee.** 

The long laughed. 

** Thon art indeed an honest heart," said he; for he found that 
they Qould converse freely, as the incessant exclamations of the 
people, as they pressed along the crowded streets, concealed their 
conversation from such jealous listeners as Angus and Drummond. 
''A process so summary might destroy thee, admiral, and thy 
bargemen too. But indeed, Sir Andrew, I am sick of this 
fmcions loyalty (if I may so term it) by which the nobles encircle 
me like a waU of iron. Though short, my life has been a long 
and dreary labyrinth of intrigue and civil war, of crafty councils 
and infernal suggestions — ^a struggle between a tyramucal feudal 
peerage and a ^olant people, who would, and by St. Griles's bones 
shall yet> be free I The nation has placed upon my brow a orown 
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of gold ; but the nobles have engirt my heart by a band of burn- 
ing steel !" 

As the king spoke in this figurative langua^, he glanced about 
him uneasily, almost timidly, and encountered Ihe dark and stem 
visage of Angus, and the proud, inquiring eyes of Drummoud ; 
but they had not heard him, or, having done so, did not 
comprehend. 

"I speak figuratively, admiral," said he; ''but do you under- 
stand me P" 

" Perfectly, your migesty," stammered Wood, as with some 
perplexity he rubbed his grizzly beard; "but come, come. Sir 
Hew," he added, on perceiving that worthy close to them; "ware 
ship — give us sea-room here, if it please ye." 

At that moment the report of cannon on the river announced 
that the Yellow Frigate and her consort were firing salutes, as 
the king and his train halted at the old palace of St. Margaret, 
where tibe Duke of Montrose, as Master of the Boyal Household, 
and the Constable of Dundee, had already alighted, and were on 
foot to receive him. 



CHAPTEB VL 

IHB PALACE OF ST. MASGABST. 

** The weird wan moonlight looketh down. 
And silvers the rooft of the silent town— 
SilTers the stones of the silent street. 
That erewhile echoed to busy feet.'* 

This venerable royal residence was situated at the head of a 
narrow street opening off the great thoroughfare, then called 
St. Margaret's Close, though by mistake the civic authorities 
have now given that name to another alley in the Nethergaitt, 
where stood an ancient chapel, dedicated to the Saxon Queen- 
Consort of Malcolm III., who had her dowiy lands in the ad- 
jacent Howe of Angus. 

By her numerous virtues, the sister of Edgar Atheling was so 
endeared to the Scottish people, that every spot connected with 
her presence is still remembered ; thus her name was long and 
indissolubly connected with this little palace at Dundee. It was 
a gloomy and massive building, which stood within a court or 
cloister, and had over the central door, and all the windows, deep 
and low-browed arches, covered with a profusion of catsheads 
and grotesque sculpture. These arches sprang from shorty round. 
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and massive pillars, having escalloped capitals and zigzag mould- 
ings. The deeply recessed windows were all barred with iron, 
glazed with lozenged panes, painted with coats of arms and bril- 
uant devices, designed by Eobert Cochrane, the royal architect^ 
an artist of great taste and talent — one of the murdered &vourites 
of the king, who in his foolish generosity had created him general 
of artillery and Earl of Mar. 

It was in this palace that in the year 1209, Alan, Lord of 
Galloway and Constable of Scotland, esponsed Margaret, niece of 
King mlliam the Lion. 

Soon after the entrance of James III. the bells ceased to toll, 
and the ship guns ceased firing ; the wine and ale still poured at 
intervals from the stone spouts of the Cross ; but the acclama- 
tions died away in the Nethergaitt, and soon a stillness reigned 
around the small but crowded residence of the king. A stranger 
could not have imagined that a monarch and a court were there 
•—so ominous was the silence in that grim old Scottish j^alace ; 
for James mourned over the caprices of his nobles and the msults 
he had endured firom them, during his nine months' captivity in 
the Castle of Edinburgh, &om which he was not released until 
Eichard III. of Englsmd interfered in his behalf, at the head of 
30,000 m!en. Toung Eothesay mourned over domestic troubles, 
and a secret marriage which he dared not yet avow; while a 
crowd of cunning favourites on one hand, and of ambitious nobles 
on the other, watched like lynxes for the turning of any scale 
that would prove of advantage to themselves. 

Discontent was apparent everywhere in and about tho court of 

James III. It was visible in tho face of the king, for the 

recent slaughter of his courtiers by Angus and others, against 

whom he was nursing secret plans of vengeance ; it was visible 

in the stem eyes of the noblesse, who, by a royal edict, had been 

desired to forbear wearing swords within the royal precincts — an 

order which they observed by arming themselves to the teeth, 

and doubling the number of their mail-clad followers ; it was 

visible in the faces of the merchants, anent the twenty-one years' 

quarrel with Flanders ; and in the faces of the people, because 

uiey saw a disastrous struggle approaching between the feudal 

nobles and themselves — a struggle which the field of battle alone 

woold decide for their future good or evil. 

That evening the king gave a banquet to his false courtiers, 
and to Admiral Wood, to Barton, and Falconer. Lord Drummond 
was grand carver, Ajigus grand cupbearer, and the Laird of 
Kyneff* grand sewer, or asseour ; but Eothesay stole at an early 
period from the table, and reached his own apaHments unper- 
i»ived» There he exchanged dresses witli his faithful friend. 
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Lord Lindesay of the Byres ; and putting on a mask, with ft shirt 
of mail of the finest texture under his doublet, issued by a private 
gate into the main street, just as the last shadows of the moun- 
tain that overhangs Dundee were fading away upon the river-— 
or rather becoming blended with the general obscurity of the 
summer gloaming. 

The young prmoe wore a casquetel, and had his sword and 
dagger under the soarlet oloak of Lord Lindesay, for whom he was 
mistaken by the pages, yeomen, and archers, in the neighbour- 
hood of the palace, as he passed into the burgh. 

"Oho, my merry masquer 1" said Sir Hew Borthwick, who 
had been loitering neacr the king's residence for the livelong day, 
in the hope of finding some one to drink or play with him, or 
from whom to pick up any stray intelligence concerning the ad- 
miral's embassy to Flanders, and the errand of those envoys who 
were now at tne house of ^e Provost in the Howe. " By the 
Holy Kirk ! I should know that dainty red doak ; now, were 
those locks black instead of brown, and had that casquetel a 
feather, and those boots silver spurs instead of gold, I would say 




suppose, 

this night may bring another thousand of King Henry's English 
pounds to my purse." Walking very quick after the young 
prince, who was oaiofuUy keeping himseli under the shadows of 
the darkest and least frequented streets, the spy cried aloud, 

''Soho! sir***! crave pardon; but can you tell me what's 
o'clock?" 

Annoyed by this impertinent interruption, the prince paused 
and laid a hand on his sword; but being anxious to avoid a 
brawl, turned and walked on at a quicker pace. Borthwick, who 
was now close at his heels, came abreast of nim just at the comer 
of Fish-street, which was then quite dark and dbstitute of lamps. 

"Sir— thou with the mask,' continued Borthwick; "when I 
ask questions I expect to receive replies. Will you please to give 
me one P" 

" There, blockhead 1" retorted the prince, furiously, as he gave 
him a blow with his clenched hand which levelled the intruder 
in the kennel ; and as it was dealt sldlfully, right under the left 
ear, it was a full minute before he recovered. 

Then, from the muddy street, Borthwick rose with a heart foU 
of rage and vengeance. His first thought was of his soiled cloak ; 
his second of something else. 

" 'Twas the prince's voice !" said he ; "I was right ! Oho ! — i 
let me watch, and watch well. How fortunate I the more so as I 
I keep tryst at Broughty to-night." I 
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After knoddag this fellow down, Bothesay hurried along the 
street in the twiHeht. 

Borthwick saw him eross it near the great mansion of Lord 
Drnmmond, whioh, with its dark facade and round towers, over- 
shadowed ike narrow way. There he disappeared imder iJie 
arcades, but whether he was lurking among tiiem, or had been 
xeoeived into some secret door, Borthwick could not discover; 
yet for more than an hour he lingered there, watching to make 
sure that Bothesay had really ent^ed the house, which he dmred 
not approach, lest a thrust mm a sword, unseen, might reward 
his impertinenee, from behind one of the columns on which the 
superstructure stood. 

At last eleven tolled from the tower of St. Maiy's Church, and 
lememberiiu^ his appointment (of which more anon), the swash- 
buckler muffled his ekak about him, and set off at a rapid pace 
•kmg the eastern read, which by Idie margin of the river led 
towards the Castle o£ Broughty, tne lights of which could be seen 
twinkling on the low flat promontory that approaches the mouth 
QftheF5thofT<iy, 
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VABaABET DBTTMMOND. 

*^— They gazed upon each other, 
With swimming looks of speechless tenderness. 
Which mixed all feelings, child, friend, lover, brother. 

All that the best can mingle and express, 
Tfnbien two pore hearts are poured in one another. 
And lovcTtoo much, and yet cannot love less I 

Btroh. 

Jv 8 small lound ohambar, reslly ** a secret bower," of her father's 
house, Marearet Drummond was seated done. She was half 
Imeelbig ana half reeUning in an old prie^dieu of oak, for she 
had jui^ concluded her prayers ; and a missal, bound in velvet 
and gold, with a rosary of bright amber beads, lay in her lap. 

In a large holder of carved wood and brass-work, two i^ 
mndles lighted this apartment, which was hung all round with 
dark^-red arras. Here was a little bed, raised scarcely a foot from 
tiie ground, canopied by a gilded cornice with plumes of feathers, 
with a small niche over the pillows, and within it stood the 
prettiest Madonna that ever came out of Italy, with a little font, 
which always contained some holy water. 

This was Margaret's little bower, andat times her sleeping-place. 

d2 
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As she lay half reclined in that old and grotesque prie'dieu, 
with her soft sad features partly hidden amid her clustering hair, 
her long lashes downcast, one white hand supporting her temples, 
and the other drooping hy her side, she would have made a beau- 
tiful picture. She was still as death, as she listened for every 
passing sound; but all was quiet in that vast mansion, whose 
mmates were now retired to rest. For more than an hour she 
had watched and listened, without hearing anything, for the old 
walls of the house were several feet thick, and, together with the 
wainscoting and tapestry, nearly excluded aU external sound, 
even by day. At last she raised ner head and listened, while her 
fine eyes sparkled with animation. 

St. Mary's bell struck ten. 

" Ten — and he comes not yet !" said Margaret, rising, to sink 
again with a si^h into the prie'dieu, but ahnost immediately a 
knock was heard at the side of the apartment, and a soft voice 
sang the burden of that beautiful old song — 

" Oh, are you sleeping, Maggie, 

Mj ain, my dear, my winsome Maggie I 

TTnbar your door, for owre the miiir 
The wind blaws canld frae Aberdaggie." 

An expression of joy spread over her features; her eyes 
sparkled again ; her cheek flushed, and springing from the prie- 
dieu, she raised the red arras, opened a little door by withdraw- 
ing a bar of oak, and stooping low the young Duke of Eothesay 
entered from a secret staircase, to which he alone had access, and 
which communicated with the lobby of the house and its arcades 
below. 

" Tears ?" said the handsome prince, taking her tenderly in 
his arms, and kissing her on the lips and on the eyes. " Dearest, 
why this emotion ?" 

But Margaret only sobbed, drooped her head upon his breasl^ 
and wept. 

" It was my happiness to see you; but you did not observe me 
to-day." 

" See thee, dearest Maggie," said the prince, throwing aside 
his casquetel and rich mantle ; " I looked all amid the glittering 
crowd that stood by the western gate for thee, and thee only; 
but, whichever way I turned, could see nothing save the enor- 
mous fantange of Madam the Duchess of Montrose. I vow it 
looks like a kirk steeple ! But now," added Eothesay, with a 
smile of inexpressible tenderness, " thou forgettest, I have one 
other little mouth to Idss." 

Margaret drew back the curtain of an alcove, and there, within 
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a little oondb, eanopied by ricli hangings of rose-coloured velvet, 
lay a pretty child of not more than eight months old, plump, 
fair, and round, with its small face and cheeks, tinted like rose- 
leaves, encircled by a lace cap. Two hands were also visible, so 
small and so very diminutive, that but for their dimples they 
might have jjassed for those of a fairy. The prince knelt down, 
and while his heart rose to his lips, kissed gently the soft 
warm cheeks of the sleeping baby that in after years was to 
be Lady Gordon of Badenoch; and after gently closing the 
curtain, again he pressed Margaret to his breast, and seated her 
beside him. 

" Life is so sweet !" said he, " when on© has something to 
love, and is beloved again; and you, my Maggie, are a diamond 
among women." 

" And thou wilt never tire of thjr poor little Marsaret ?'' 

" Tire of thee P" sighed the prmce, smiling ; " dear Maggie, 
since I knew thee I have only begun to live — ^to know joy. To 
me it seems that we have but one heart, one soul, and that 
without thee I should now have neither. And thou hast con- 
fided to me thy life, thy love, thy destiny, and this dear infant, 
the pledge of them all. Oh, Margaret, without thee, how dark 
would this world be to Bothesay P 

" And yet, prince, for one long month we have not met." 

" Why call me prince ? Dear Margaret, here there is no 
prince. 

" Nor princess !" she sighed. 

" There w — ^for thou art Duchess of Bothesay, and shall yet be 
Queen of Scotland — even as my ancestress, Annabella Drummond, 
was before thee." 

" Alas, but for our unfortunate consaneuinify through her, we 
had not been wedded in secret, or been £dven thus to commit a 
mortal sin. I had not borne this poor child unknown, or carried 
xmder my bosom a load of erief and shame." 

" Shame," reiterated Eouiesay, kissing away her tears. " Ah, 
Margaret, have you forgotten that night in the cathedral of 
Dunblane, when we wero so solemnly xmited, as Father ZuiU and 
the cathedral re^strars shall vet bear testimony in Parliament. 
Ere long the Bishop of Dunolane will bring from Eome the 
dispensation that shall clear us all, and then I shall again 
espouse thee, Margaret, with such splendour as Scotland has not 
seen since Mary of Gueldres stood by the side of James II. at 
the altar oi the Holy Cross." 

" But till then, I must live in terror, and love in secret. Oh, 
prince, had I loved thee less — ^had I known or foreseen— but I 
must not weary thee with unavailing reproaches ; princ e " 
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'* Prince ftgain ! Now this ifl most unkind. Deftp Margarek 
why call me otherwise than James Stnart— urn I not thine own 
James P" 

" Thott art) indeed^ and my beloved one I" said Mareareth 
laying her beauti^l head on the breast of het handsome loretit 
with one of her sweetest and most confidin? smiles ; " but do 
pardon me, if I say, that there are times when I look forward 
and tremble-^look back and ween. There itt something to me 
00 terrible in the renewal of the old strife between the long and 
the nobles. My father, the proudest among them, is ever 
mattering deep threats of vengeance against the royal favourites * 
and in the quarrel which I see too surely coming, if all the pride 
and ferocity of the peers are unchained agahist the throne, what 
may be the fate of thee, of this poor tender bud, and of myself P 
Oh, James, think of the many who wish fbr the English alliance, 
and who would brush me fi*om their path like a gossamer web !" 

" Thee !" exclaimed the prince, clutching his poniard ; " not 
An?us himself, even in the heart of his strongest fortresses, of 
amid his twenty thousand vassals, dare harbour an evil thought 
against the lady Eothesay loves. Nay, nay, Maggie, thou art 
sorely in error." 

'' At a wave from the hand of Angus, all the troopers of the 
east and middle marches are in their helmets *, then tnink of the 
hatred of Shaw and Hailes — ^the treachery of Kyneff— the mad 
ambition of them all ! They are brooding over revolt — one dat* 
it will come. Would, dear prince, that we had never me^ or 
father, that I had never been !" 

'* Still regrets," said Bothesay, impatiently. 

" Pardon me, dearest, if I weary thee — I do not regret, but I 
fear." 

" What glamour hath possessed thee to-night, Margaret P 
for, by the Black Bood, I never saw thee so fuU of doloroUB 
thoughts."^ 

*' An evil omen, perhaps," said Margaret, with one of her £unt 
smiles. " This morning, when looking for the prayers prepared 
for those who are in tribulation, I thrice open^ my missal at 
the burial service fbr the dead." 

"And what then P" 

** Madam my aunt, the Duchess of Montrose, told me, to-day, 
it was a sure sign of coming evil." 

" Your aunt the Duchess of Montrose is aa-M)ld foolT' Mid 
the prince, bluntly. 

*' Strife ie coming — ^I know it," continued Margaret, empha- 
tically ; " for I have read it in the fece of my father and the 
£ace8 of hie finendei whan Angue, the Lords JEuulee and E(m% 
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deep whispers, and seen it in their dark and angry glances, when 
Lindesaj or Montrose, Gray, Bathven, Ghnhame or Maxwell, 
Wood of Largo, Talooner, or Barton-^^ny who are the king's 
known Mends— are mentioned." 

'' And what matters it to ns if all these high-horn hrawleni 
eat each other's throats P The peers of Scotland are her corse, 
and in all ages have heen her b e trayers, and will be so until the 
detested bn^ are rooted out. A row names less on the peerage 
roll will better enable the srain to ripen in harvest, and l£e 
people to live in peac§. My uither, the King, has tanght me this 
lesson, and I will never forget it. War w3l come— I know it j 
for if we do not fight with Engknd, we must fight among onr^ 
Selves, jnst, as it were, to keep onr hands in practice. But fear 
not for me, Margaret, and fear less for onr little babe, for I can 
protect bot^, and must do so ; for my soul is but a ray of thine 
— ^my life, the breath of thee. My castle of Bothesay is thv 
toroper dwelling, and I wiU place young Lindesay in it, witu 
nve hundred ofhis men-at-arms." 

The voting prince left nothing unsaid which he thought might 
soothe Market's fears, and remove those dreary forebodings of 
coniing evil in which she had indulged, and bv dwelling as long 
as possible on the expected return of the Bishop of Dunblane 
from Bome, with the dispensation of Lmocent YIII., he com- 
pletelv restored her to cheerfiilness ; for that venerable prelate 
was in their secret, and had Tmderta^en to remove the only 
obstacle that prevented the public or Hate espousal, which Father 
Zuill (who, bemg partly a seaman, and not over-particular) had anti- 
cipated, by performing their marriage ceremony in secret, and thus 
ending for ever all those deep intrigues by wmch the three Kings 
of Enghmd, Edwurd IT., Bichard III., and, lastly, Henry YIL, 
had each in succession striven to have the Crown Pnnce of 
Scotland wedded to a princess of their families. 

Though thus espoused, Bothesay and Lady Margaret were 
still lovers, for both were so young, that long and frequent 
absences, with the secrecv they were compelled to observe, lest the 
politic king, on the one hand, or the imperious Lord Drummond 
on the other, should discover their union, all tended to increase, 
rather than to diminish their tender regard. 

The prince remained by her side until midnight had tolled, 
and their Conversation was all of themselves ; for so it is ever 
with lovers, who would cease to be so if they tired of their theme, 
which " is ever charming, ever new." 

Promismg to return at the same hour on the second night 
following, James kissed his beautiful princess and her infant 
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daughter, wrapped his scarlet mantle about him, and raising tbe 
arras, slipped down the secret stair, the concealed door of which 
Lady Margaret immediately secured. . 

" She hath spoken trulj/' muttered the prince, as he tamed 
the buckle of his belt behmd him, brought the hilt of his sword 
round, and looked cautiously up and down the dark, silent, and 
deserted street for the interloper by whom he had been formerly 
followed. " She hath, indeed, spoken truly. A strife approaches 
that will drench the land in blood — ^a strife which even I cannot 
avert. This secret marriage may destroy us both. Dear, dear 
Margaret ! Like my father, a fatality pursues me, and those who 
oould guide us both may be the innocent^ cause of undoing us 
aU." 

He hurried along the narrow and quaint old street, and« 
favoured by his disguise and the watch- word, passed the sentinels, 
and reached the Palace of St. Margaret unknown and undiscovered. 

The unfortunate relationship which rei^ered a papal dispensa- 
tion necessary in those days, was caused by Rothesay's descent 
from Annabella Drummond, queen of Robert III., who was a 
daughter of Margaret's great-great-grandsire. Sir John Drum- 
mond of that ilk. Li her own time, this queen had been justly 
celebrated for her loveliness ; £Dr, as Cambden says, *' the wom^i 
of the family of Drummond, for charming beauty and complexion, 
are beyond all others." 

Other writers am^ corroborate this, and add, that three girls 
more beautiful than Euphemia, Sybilla,and Margaret Drummond 
had nerer graced the court of a Scottish king. 



CHAPTER VHL 

THE TISHSBMAN OF BBOUaHTT. 

Oh weel may the boatie row, 

And better may she speed; 
And weel may the boatie row. 

That wins the bairns' bread. 
I coist my net in Largo bay. 

And fishes I caught nine ; 
There's three to fry, and three to broil, 

And three to bait the line. 

Soots Song. 

A CHEEBFUL fire burned on the hearth of Jamie Gair, the 
fisherman of Broughtv-point, and it seemed to bum brighter as 
evening deepened on tne land and sea. The cottage, which stood 
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wiihm a kail-ysrd, the gate of which was a pair of whale jaw- 
bones, oonsisted of a butt and a ben, — f.e., an outer and inner 
apartment, — the latter, serving as a kitchen, had a floor of hard- 
heatesi day; the walls were lined with wood, and in the rafters 
were a Tast quantity of Inmber, boat-gear, oars, sails, fishing- 
creelsy bladders, floats, and other apparatus stowed away al<m^ 
Half of a cart-wheel felloe formed a fender (such as we may yet 
see in Scottish cottages), but the fire of bog-fir was blazing on 
the hearthstone, fer iron grates were then an article of splendour 
and luxury. Chi the wooden shelf above the fireplace stood a 
little image of St. Clement, the manner's patron, with the anchor 
of his martyrdom hung about his neck ; and on the back of the 
door a horseshoe was nailed, with a sprig of rowan-tree, the 
usual precaution against witchcraft. From a rafter an egg was 
suroended by a rope-^am. This was the baby*s-egff, the first 
laid by a puUet, the gift of its granny, and carefully presenred, as 
a source of good fortune to it in after life. 

By the bright red light of the fire (which shone through a 
little window upon the waters of the feny) Jamie Ghur sat 
mending his nets, and affixing various lai^ brown bladders 
thereto. A red night-cap was placed jauntily on his round curly 
head; the sleeves of his olue flannel-shirt were rolled up to the 
elbows, displaying his brawny arms, and, where his thick beard 
and whiskers did not conceal it, his face was browned to the hue 
of mahogany by exposure to the weatiber. 

Mary, his wife, a buxom dame of six-and-tweniy, wearing one 
of those long-eared coife, which are still worn by old women in 
the Lowlands, and a short skirted jacket, was fondling their son 
and heir, a baby about a year old, to which she was merrily 
lilting in that manner peculiar to the women of Scotland, when 
a song is hummed and half sung, while a dish of stappit-haddie 
(».e., a haddock stufied with oal^eal, onions, and pepper), broiled 
before the fire,, for break&st next morning, as Jamie had to start 
early, and now sat late in the preparation of his nets. 

Jamie had not sailed that day to the fishing-ground for various 
reasons. He had passed a stray pis on the l^ach; and, moreover, 
he bad on a pair of new boots--^th ominous of a. bad day's 
fishuig, and, perhaps, of greater eviL; so he had spent the noon 
and evening beside his red-cheeked Mary at the cottage, mending 
and thoroughly repairing his nets for the morrow; for he 
believed as implicitly in &ese augurs of evil as in the mark of 
St. Peter's thumb on the haddock, and in the wonderful story of 
the twenty-four beautiful mermaids who swam round Inchkeith, 
and sought in vain to tempt Abbot William of Holyrood, who 
dwelt there as a hermit, to trust himself afloat on their tails. 



which, happily for himself, the Ahbot politely declined to do. 
Mary was pleased that he was at home, for the night was fitful, 
and dark masses of clond crossed the face of the moon, which 
rose slowly above the ness of Fife. The wind swept in sudden 
ffosts down the ferry, and the surf hissed aa it rolled on the outer 
beach ; for the sand was thickly strewn with enormous whin 
boulders, and was not a pistol-shot from the cottage door. 

Three stranee ships had been visible in the offing all day, and, 
as evening feu, Jamie had observed them siealuiily creepiiie 
towards the shore : and when the ffloamiug came on, the head- 
most vessel was perhaps not threl miles Ixmi the Gaa sands. 
When Jamie had scanned her last with his nautical eye he 
observed her laying off and on, but without manifesting any 
intention of entering the harbour or requiring a pilot, as she 
never fired a gun or showed her colours. Not a vessel had pass^ 
the ferry that day ; all was quiet in the harbour of Dundee, for 
the old superstition about the ill*Iuck of sailing on a Friday was 
still devoutly believed in. 

The hour was now verginpf on midnight. Jamie had mended 
the last hole in his nets« alid thd pretty Mary looked very sleepy 
and coy. 

'* Hark, gudeman," said she, interrupting her lilting, ^ dome 
one tirls the door-pin." 

At that moment a loud and teitetated knocking was heard, 
and the door-latch was shaken violently. Jamie relinquished 
the net for a boat'-stretcher, lest the visitor mieht be, as he mut- 
tered, " some ground-shark or uncanny hwty,'* and angrily 
opened the door, saying, — 

" Wha the deil's this, makin' sic a dirdum at my door, at this 
time o' nicht P" 

" Sir Hew Borthwick,*' replied that personage, with gruff 
hauteur ; and Jamie perceived that he and two companions were 
well muffled in cloaks, beneath which he saw their long swords 
aiid spurs glittering. The two gentlemen were masked. " Thou 
knowest me, Jamie Gkir, I ihmK ?** 

** Ay, Sir Hew," replied the fisherman, doffing his night-cap, 
while something of a leer twinkled in his lively grey eyes ; " I 
took ye on board the Yelhtb tHpate yestreen, for which — " 

*' I owe thee half a lion; here it is. Kow, art willing to earn 
another honest penny P" 

" Troth am I, sir,** replied Jamie, throwing on his storm- 
jaxsket ; " I've my gudewife and a bonnie bairn to provide for. 
In what can I serve ye, sir P" 

" Take us on board the vessel that is neatest the shore, and 
thou shalt have an angeL" 
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An atkgdl was thirteen sliillings Scots-^but now Jamie pansed. 

" A Louis, then? Plague on't! thou sailest nigh the wind, 
man I" 

" Come, come, fellow/' said one of the masked men, im* 
periouslr) '* do not trifle, for we have not time to chaffer with 
tttieh carles as thee. Besides, this place hath a derilish odour of 
iar^ wet twine, and old fish baskets—" 

" Wow» sir, but you're a het tongue in your head, and a 
dainty nose on your facd. But it's no the money that I tak 
tent o'," replied Jamie, proudly. " The craft that was close in 
shore, and hugging the luid a* day, never showed her ensign ; 
but three times lowered her boat, and three times hoisted it on 
board again. Her forecastle guns are levelled owre the gunnel, 
and not through polftholes, wherefore I opine she is English ; so 
gentlemen, I crave your pardons^ but I likena the job." 

" Jamie Gkur," said one of the strangers, in a hoarse whisper, 
** 'tis on the King's service we are boune ; here are six golden 
lions ; art satisfieor If not, I would not be in thy tarry boots. 
Mow, for all the Howe of Angus I" 

This man's voice startled Jamie, for he now recognised Sir 
Patrick Gray of K^neff, captain of the adjacent Boyal Castle of 
Broughty — one with whom he, a poor fisherman, dared not 
trifle for a moment. 

" I will do your bidding, fair sir; but my neighbour is away 
to the fishing-ground, whi& o' ye can handle an oar P" 

« I," said Borthwick. 

« And I," added Gray of Kyneff ; " so let us be off, for I have 
not a moment to spare. ' 

'' Gudewife, thou wilt pardon us taking Jamie away for an 
hour or so ; and bethink thee, dame, how many braw gauds and 
new kirtles these golden lions will buy." And with these words 
Gray placed in l&rgo's hand six of those large gold coins of 
James II., which bore on one side a lion rampant, and on 
the reverse, the St. Andrew's cross. Jamie put on one of 
those broad blue bonnets for the manufacture of which Dundee 
was even then celebrated, and after kissing the sleeping baby^ 
•aid,— 

" Now, Maiy, let me kiss thee, lass, firae lug to lug." 

*' To spare time, I shall be glad to save thee that trouble, 
Ghdr," said Sir Patrick Gray. 

" Mony thanks, my braw gentleman," retorted Jamie, twirling 
the boat-stretcher in his brawny hand ; ** but there are some 
thtnes I like to do for myself, and this is ane o' them. Keep a 
cog m' o' het yill on the hearth for me, Mary, gin the time I 
i0tam; and now, airs, let's awa." 
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As they stumbled alon^ the beach to the mde stone pier, 
where Jamie's clinker-built boat was moored to an iron ring", 

" Dost see anything of those ships P" asked Sir Patrick Gray, 
whom Jamie was careful not to recognise. 

" The headmost craft wasna a mile frae the Buddon-ness when 
the gloaming fell," replied the fisherman, looking keenly to the 
eastward ; " the wind was off the land then, but it veered round 
a point to the north. Wow but the moon bodes a grand haul o' 
herrin' off St. Monan's the mom! I wish I had gane to the 
fishing-ground " 

" Aid lost these six lions— eh P But here is thy boat, grum- 
bler," said the third personage, who as yet had scarcely spoken; 
" now let us shove off." 

" If these are English ships, sir," said Jamie, as he assisted 
the three to embark, and cast off ^e painter, " I marvel mickle 
at their impudence in being off the Tay, while Sir Andrew Wood 
is at anchor in the Firth." 

" Marvel at nothing; but keep thy wind for cooling thy 
porridge, or for better uses," retorted the haughty Gray, rolling 
himself' up in his mantle, and his companion did the same, while 
Borthwick and Jamie shipped their oars, and turned the boat's 
prow to the sea. 

When the shadows of the land and the square dark keep of 
Broughty, with its broad barbican and flanking towers were left 
behind, the night (even while the moon was enveloped in clouds) 
was not so murky that objects could not be distinguished ; yet 
the three voyagers looked in vain for a vestige of the ship which 
they expected to be nearest the shore. A pale stripe of white 
light edged the horizon, and between it and the boat the waves 
were rismg and falling, like those of an inky ocean ; and in that 
streak of sky, and between the flyine clouds, a few red, fiery 
stars were seen to sparkle at intervals. Cold currents of air 
swept over the estuary, bringing that peculiar fra^ance which a 
night breeze always l>ears off the land ; and the hoarse roar of 
the heavy surf, as it bellowed on the rocks of Broughty Castle, 
and rolled far inland upon the shingly beach to the eastward of 
it, could be heard distinctly, as uie boat of Crair was pulled 
directly out to sea. 

" Tarry a moment, Gair," said Sir Patrick Gray ; " now where 
are those vessels — eh P" 

" You'll see them, sir, when they are lifted into the streak o* 
light ; there they are I awa* doon to windward." 

" But what the devil is windward — ^which way ?" asked 
Borthwick. 

*' Well mayst thou ask that, for it seems to be whichever way 
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I turn my face ; but oho ! I see them now !" added Gray— as the 
dark outlines of two vessels, with all their sails set, appeared in 
the distant offing, between the black vapours that seemed to rest 
on their mast-heads and the darker ocean on which they floated. 
" 'Sdeath ! they are ten good miles off." 

" Outside the Inchcape, at least, I should say," added his 
hitherto silent friend. 

" But where ia the Sany — ^this devilish craft, which Gkdr 
says was visible near the Buddon-ness P" 
" I'll soon find out." 

" What was the signal agreed upon P" whispered Gray. 
" This" replied the other, discnarging a hand-gun in the air. 
Almost immediately afterwards, two sparks appeared about 
half-a-mile off; they brightened fast^ and then two pale blue 
lights were seen burning dose to the edge of the water. 

" *Tis the Harry! &ive way, Jamie — ^give way, Borthwick !" 
said Sir Patrick. The oars dipped into the water, and the sharp- 
prowed boat shot over the waves towards the lights, which soon 
faded away and expired. The night was now intensely dark, 
for not a vestige of moon was visible ; but soon a noise was 
heard above the incessant dashing of the sea. It was like the 
flapping of a sail ; and then one faint blink of moonlight, as it 
broke through an opening in the clouds, showed, close by, a large 
and high-pooped vessel coming suddenly to the wind, as if the 
watch had descried the boat upon the water ; and this proved to 
be the case, for almost inunediately, a voice in English cried out, 
" Boat, a-hoy!" 

Gray, who answered the hail, and held the tiller, passed the 
fisherboat under the towering stem of the English ship, and 
sheering sharply round on her larboard side, the little craft was 
soon made fast ; but Jamie was commanded to remain in her, 
while Sir Patrick Grav, Borthwick, and the third personage, who 
proved to be no other than Sir James Shaw of Sauchie, 
governor of Stirling, were introduced to the state-cabin, where, 
with some reluctance, we are compelled to accompany them. 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE BANS OF BCOTLAVD. 

" By Chericnl's dark wandering streamf , 
Wliere cane-tufU shadow all the wildi 
Sweet visions haunt m^ waking dreams 
Of Scotland, loved while still a child { 
Of castled rocks stupendous piled. 
By Esk or Eden's dassio wftve, 

When loves of youth and ftiendihip smiled, 
Unoursed by thee, yile yeUow slave r 

LvTDBN: The CMA Coki, 

Fob many hundred jeara a carse, or rather a fell spirit, hovered 
over Scotland, ana time seems never to have lessened its force, 
or the evil produced by the blighting breath oHhsA, yellow slave, 
of which he who found a grave so fiv from her shore — ^poor 
Leyden, one of the sweetest of our bards — ^has sung, in his beau- 
tiful Ode to an Indian ooin of gold. This curse has been the 
mal-influence of a party within the Scottish nation, whose in- 
terests were separated from its common weal, 'who throve on its 
ruin and disgrace, and have ever been the ready instruments of 
oppression, neglect, and misrule: I mean that party distin- 
guished in the darkest pages of our annals as the JSnglish fiC' 
tion — usually a band of paid traitors, whom even uie Union 
could not abolish ; men who surrendered themselves to work out 
the evil, disastrous, and insidious projects of the sister kingdom, 
for the purpose of weakening the power of the Scottish people ; 
and thus, as Schiller says, " never has civil war embroiled the 
cities of Scotland, that an Englishman has not applied a brand 
to the walls." 

To the patricidal efforts of this faction, which for many hundred 
years proved the bane of Scotland, our historians lay the blame 
of every dark and disastrous transaction that blackens the page 
of Scottish history. 

Their intrigues brought on the troubles of Alexander III. ; the 
betrayal of Wallace ; and that long war, which even Bannock- 
burn did not end ; the early misfortunes of James I. and those 
of James III., when England intrigued with Albany to gain ^e 
town of Berwick, and marry a prince of Scotland to Margaret 
Tudor. We recognise the same corrupt faction in those ignoble 
peers who pledged themselves to the English king after the fight 
at Solway Moss, and thus broke the heart of James Y., the most 
splendid of our monarchs; who plunged Scotland in bloodshed 



9991 BiHB eV SOOTLAHD. fiQ 

imder the B^nts Murray, Mar, and Morton; who betrayed 
Kirkaldy of Grange, and, a^ter a life of woe, surrendered their 
sovereign to the axe of an English executioner. Asain we recog- 
nise tbein, when " the master fiend, Argyle,*' and his compatriots, 
betrayed her misgnided grandson to Cromwell, and when their 
more sordid succensors sold their country at the Union ; when 
they betrayed our Darien colonists to the Spanish allies of Eng- 
land, and the Macdonalds of Glencoe to the barbarous assassins 
of William of Orange. 

8ir James Shaw of Sanchie, Sir Patrick Gray of Kyneff, and 
the despicable swashbuckler, Borthwick, in the days of James III., 
represented the ignoble Scots of 1488. They were conducted by 
a page to the great cabin of the English frigate, in which several 
gentlemen, au richly dressed, were lounging on the cushioned 
£)dker8, and drinking Qaatacj and Boohelle wine out of silver- 
mounted horns. A lamp, having a globe of pink-coloured glass, 
irwung from a ^leam* and diSused a warm lignt around the cabin, 
irhich wan all wainsootedt vid hupg with armour and weapons 
of various kinds. 

On the entrance of the three visitors, all the English officers 
withdrew, save Edmund Howard, the captain, who wore a scarlet 
cassock coat, richly j^irred with miniver, and a diamond sword- 
belt ; and his secretary. Master Quentin Krafb, a London attor- 
ney, who was attired in plain blue broadcloth, trimmed with 
black tape, and who immediately produced writing materials, 
dean drinking horns, and more wme. 

" Welcome on board the royal ship. Marry P* said Edmund 
Howard, bowing, without rising, while a sneer of ill-disguised 
contempt curled his handsome mouth, over which hung a dark 
mustachio ; for, like a noble cavalier and honest mariner, he had 
an unmitigated aversion to the duty on which King Henry had 
sent him, and for the three Scotsmen, with whom he had to con- 
duct a court intrigue. " I am glad you have come off at last; 
but why all rigged in armour<— abtfc and alow, from head to 
lwel,ehP" 

"In Scotland, men go not abroad without their harness/' 
replied the Laird of Sauchie, haughtij^. 

" By St.'Greor^e " said Howard, "mur hours ago I was sick of 
knocking about m the offing, and then having to creep in, like a 
thief in the nightfall, between the Inchcape Bock and yonder 
devilish sands. A fine business 't^*oaM have been to have found 
xnyself beached in the shoal water, and j\ct after this hot affiur 
of ours with Sir Andrew Barton in the t^hannel. Be seated. 
Sir James; Sir Patrick, the Canary stands with you; come to 
anchor^ Master Borthwick — cannot you fiid a seatP By the 
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bye, talking of Barton, I owe thee a linndred crowns, Borthwick. 
!Kraft, hand this gentleman a hundred crowns, and be sure to 
get his quittance for them, ere they are stowed away." 

While this transaction passed, and the price of Barton's blood 
was being paid to Borthwick, the two rebellious barons divested 
themselves of their ample cloaks and masks, and each presented 
an athletic figure, completely cased in iron, save the head, ajid 
armed with daggers and long swords of a famous kind, then 
made and tempered at Banff. 

Shaw of Sauchie was older, less bloated, and less dissipated in 
aspect than Gray; but he had the same cunning eyes, large 
mustachios, and bullying or imperious aspect. 

" Now, then. Captain Howard, let us to business," said he, 
filling his wine-horn. 

" Ay, to business," added Borthwick, filling his, and imitating 
the nonchalance of the baron. 

" Well," said Howard, ** how does his Grace of Eothesay's 
Bmour proceed (for of tha;t we have heaid at the English court), 
and what chance is there of his ranging up amicably alongside of 
a fair English princess, yard-arm and yard-arm, with Cupid 
ahead?" 
" Very little, I fear, since this affair with Barton." 
" Barton was a brave seaman, and man of honour," said the 
Englishman ; " but," he added, contemptuously, " I have just 
paid for that piece of sport." 

" You have paid King Henry's spy," retorted Sir James Shaw, 
■warmly; " but remember that King James, and more than he, 
old Andrew Wood, and Barton's eldest son, will amply avenge 
your battle in the Channel, unless we have them both fettered, or 
disposed of otherwise." 

** Then dispose of them, in God's name, and as many more 
angry Scots as are in the same unruly mood ; for King Henry 
wishes no more of this work ; and indeed, ere long, an ambassa- 
dor will leave London, to clear up the story of our conflict with 
the ships of Barton, against which, I think, we may &irly set off 
Lord ^gus's invasion of Northumberland." 
" Well, but what is King Henry's new proposal P" 
" Simply this. Sir Patrick ; that by force or fraud we must 
either bring off the young prince and have him wedded to the 
Princess Marearet Tudor, in terms of their betrothal, or we 
must kidnap the young Dame Margaret Drummond, whichever 
your most worshipful knighthoods think <;an be most easily 
accomplished, for we have undoubted proofs that Bothesay loves 
her." 

" Ah !— is it so P" said Gray, with a dark frown ; " but what 
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does Henry 'VII. propose to do with her P for I would not have 
eyil done to the maiden." 

"He would shut her up in some remote Welsh castle, or 
perhaps the Bed Tower of the Dudleys near Wem, where she 
would never be heard of again. Like a wise old fellow, King 
Heniy knows well that love is fed by the society of lovers ; but 
that, m absence or separation, the fire goes out, and the passion 
dies. Thus, if we could spirit this dainty dame on board the 
Sarry " 

"Easier said than done. I have reason to believe," said 
Borthwick, "that the young prince loves her better than life, and 
would never survive her loss." 

" I have heard it said that thy mother was a witch, Borth* 
wick," said Gray, tauntingly ; " I would we had the old dame's 
aid to-night." 

Borthwick darted secretly at the speaker one of his sinister and 
ferocious glances, for this taunt stung him deeply. 

" The prince is only seventeen — ^a chit, a child — and may yet 
love twenty better than little Margaret Drummond," said Sir 
James Shaw ; " but to engage in a plan so desperate, I would 
require King Henry's written assurance of a S£^6 sanctuary in 
England, for myself and Mends, in case this plot were blown and 
we obliged to fly ; moreover, I would require another written 
assurance that, u all succeeded — ^that is, if Lady Margaret (2it* 
appears, and Bothesay marries your Margaret Tudor " 

" Princess," suggested Howard, stroking his mustachio. 

" Well — ^well — ^your Princess Margaret — ^that Henry will use all 
his influence with Bothesay and the king to have my lands of 
Sauchie, in the shire of Stirling, created into an earldom, together 
with a gifb of two of the best baronies now possessed by the Duke 
of Montrose, supposing that by the same happy intrigue the said 
dukedom is aboUshed, Angus made Lord Chancellor, and the 
Lindesays driven to Flanders or the devil !" 

" Um — ^um — Flanders, or the devil," muttered Master Quentin 
Bjraft, writing very literally and very fast. 

"And I," said Sir Patrick Gray, "require the same royal 
assuranoes, with Henry's recommendation to have my barony of 
Kyneff and estate of Caterline created into a lordship, with the 
captainrie of Broughty to me and my heirs, heritably and irre- 
deemably, and the salmons' cruives of the Dichty, now pertaining 
to the Laird of Ghrange, who must fish for his salmon elsewhere." 

" In ^ these particulars, if Henry's interest fail not, you shall 
be perfectly satisfied. Write care^ly, Master Kralt." 

** And I—" began Borthwick. 

B 



09 THIS YBLLOW FBI«^A¥B. 

" Shall have two hundred crowns yearly, to be paid by the 
English ambassador* Ah! your eyes open like port-holes at 
that." 

'* But suppose there is no ambassador, which happens very 
often, Captain Howard P" 

"Ahl to be sure; then the Qovemor of Berwick shall pay 
thee." 

"But how are we to have this pretty maiden brongbt on 
board an English ship P" asked Howard. 

" 'Tis the most difficult matter of all. A dose of poison might 
serve us better, and obtain our ends without much trouble," 
suggested Borthwick. 

The ruffian barons eyed each other, but did not speak. 

" Nay, nay," said the gallant Howard ; " by Heaven, fellow, if 
thou makest another suggestion such as tha^, I will order the 
boatswain's mates to fling thee overboard in a hencoop ! In the 
king's service I have usiuJly carried more sail than ballast — ^but 
poison! a sailor's curse on't! Egad, 'tis a word never men- 
tioned to a Howard, and moreover," he added, with a furious 
glance, as he rose from the table, " 'twas a villain's thought in 
thee !" 

"Softly," said Sir Patrick Ghray, with alarm; "let us not 
quarrel. Captain Howard, about poison or abduction ; none of us 
are severe moralists — " 

" Scot — ^you speak for yourself, I nresume." 

" I would rather marry the damsel myself than that we should 
have high words anent the disposal of her. Bethink thee, 
Englishman — 'tis as much as your life is worth to be this night 
within gunshot of the Scottish shore : and this gentleman " 

"What— Borthwick P" 

" Yes, he " 

" Mi^ht inform Sir Andrew Wood, you mean to sajr," continued 
Howard. " Well, I should like to see your admiral's Yellow 
FHgate come out of the river, with all her iron teeth bristling; 
for now that Barton is gone, he is the best and bravest seaman 
that treads upon a deck. Nay, nay, none of you will betray me, 
unless King James pays better than King Henry." 

Gray and Sauchie were stung by this bold remark, and the 
fonner hastened to say — 

*' How know we not but the prince may have wedded the Lady 
Mar^raret Drummond P" 

" Pshaw ! what would it matter if he hadP She is only the 
daughter of a subject — a baron." 

" Captain Howard, you talk like an Englishman, who knows 
not the temper of our Scottish barons. Ua:* fiilher can rouse all 
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Stratbearn, and set Scotland on fire. Beware lest the flames roll 
over the Border." 

" Master Borthwick, you did not inform me that the Lord 
Drummond was so powerftd, or this amour so dangerous." 

" If King Henry had written to me " 

Here the Englisliman hurst into a loud fit of laughter. 

" King Henry write to thee ! By Jove, I like this impudence 
—it amuses me excessively !" 

" So it seems," growled Borthwick, every glance of whose 
sinister eves indicated the restless and evil soul within. 

"Bah ! people don't write that which is more safe when home 
by word of mouth. Henry might hang me, or the King of Scots 
might hang us all, for letting our gaff too loose — our words 
would die with us ; hut letters will endure while ink and paper 
last. Yet where is our bond in cijpher, of which King Henry has 
the key — we cannot do without that. Master Kraft, is it 
readyP*^* 

" Here it is, sir," replied the little secretary, laying a piece of 
parchment on the cabin table. 

" Then, sirs," said the English captain, ** when vou have signed 
it, this shaU acquaint King Heniy that ye are his liegemen, and 
pledge yourselves, with life, limb, and fortune, to ftirther the 
English alliance of His Grace the Duke of Rothesay, on the 
understanding that Henry, by his new ambassador, urges your 
claims to the peerage, and that, oa the espousal day, you each 
receive the sum of twenty thousand English crowns." 

" It is agreed," said Shaw of Sauchie, as he and Gray touched 
the pen of Kraft, who wrote the names they were unable to sign; 
but Borthwick, having been educated as a priest, wrote in a bold 
hand, amid a multitude of flourishes, Seu JBortw^ck, Knyt, at 
the bottom of this precious document. 

•*Prom the Inchcape, gentlemen, we must run over to St. 
Abb's-head j and after hanging off the land for a day or two, we 
will stand again towards the Tay. Here, on the evenine of the 
10th — St. Anthony's Day — we will be in the oflSng ; it by that 
time you can give me this dainty dame to stow under hatch, ail 
your fortunes are made." 

"Enough — we shall see to it. Captain Howard," said Sir 
Patrick Gray, resuming his mask and cloak. 

" Bemember this, su: captain," said Borthwick : " the king's 
chaplain, James, Bishop of Dunblane, who is returning from 
Rome, will pass through England in disguise. I would recom- 
mend his capture, and the seizure of whatever papers may be 
found in his possession, for they may prove of much service to 
Henry, your king." 

b2 
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"Another thousand crowns to thee, Master Borthwick! 
Zookers ! man, thon wilt die rich as a Jew of Lombard-street ! 
Now then, Ejraft, hast thou scribbled all this into thy devil's 
log-book P" 

" Yes, sir," replied the secretary, securing his volume by a 
curious lock in the iron band which encircled it. 

" Then fill the wine-pots. Take another cup, gentlemen," said 
the Englishman, with that contempt for his guests which the 
necessity of pandering to the snake-like policy of his court could 
not repress. " 'Tis time we were all in our hammocks ; and your 
boat is waiting, sirs." 

Shaw and Gray, who knew very well that they were in his 
power, gave him dark and savage glances ; and as they left the 
cabin, they heard him issue orders to — 

"Lower away the port-lids, larboard and starboard; to run 
back the culverms — ^lash and make fast; to stand off before the 
land breeze ; for," said he, " we must make the offing ere day- 
break — ay, and be hull down, if we can." 

They left the English ship just as the bell rang the middle 
watch, and the hoarse voice of the boatswain was heard ring^g 
in prolonged echoes between decks. Howard, who mistrusted 
his visitors, by an after-thought, came in person to see them over 
the ship's side, and into their boat. 

" Fare ye well, gentlemen," said he, in his jibing way. " Adieu, 
noble Master Borthwick — ^I beg pardon — Sir Hew, I hope 
you will not forget your visit to Ned Howard, and the good ship 
Marrv, I pray it may not shorten your cruise for life." 

" Hush, hush !" said Shaw, as the oars plunged into the 
water. 

" Howard and the Harry V* muttered Jamie Gair, under his 
thick beard, as he bent to his oar and slued the boat's head round 
towards the land, where the bright-red light of his own ootta^ 
window was streaming on the water, and while the Enj^lish ship 
filled her headsadls, and stood off towards the sea. " My certie ! 
but this will be braw news for Babbie Barton and auld Sir 
Andrew! Here's been some fause wark; but I'll spoil your 
sport, fair gentlemen, lord-barons though ye be ; for the admiral 
snail hear o' this, though I should hang owre Broughty tower 
for it." 

The mast was stepped, a sail set, and before the south-east 
wind, that blew from the Pifeshire hills, the boat glided over the 
starlit water like a wild sea-mew. 
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KovpMttte 
WiMB to tbe Mrth tte sn^ laqglit duoaot rides; 
We lonre tte nmdivg bajs, and swaitliy shoves, 
Whwe Seacgaltt blade wsTe inpelaoBs roars ; 
And B0ir from ftr the Libjvn Cape » seen, 
Smee I7 my mandatf ealled tte Cape of Gtcol" 



Jamie Gaib had the stroke oar, and BorOnrick the other; ihef 
hent all their energies to the task of pnlliiig the boat against an 
ebb-tide» which was &st kaving hue sm. dry the finimilaw 
Sands, nid the lone stretch of desolate beach at the pramontoiT 
known as the Bacjbnness. Jamie kept his ears open to cakai 
any passing lemark fiom the hi^-bom tndtois who oocn^ 
the stem-weets of his boat; but, rail of their own duk thoa§^ts, 
they remained silent mitil die was within a bowshotof the beach, 
when the Laird of Saochie said, — 

" So, on the evening of the 10th, we mnst have tins dame sail- 
ing merrily at sea! A perilous pramise!" 

"Perilons!" said Gray, gra%; "howsoP" 

''Ken ye. Sir Patrick, umat the law saith anent trysts with 
Englishmen P" 

" I ken little, and I care less," replied the Knight of Kynel^ 
doggedly; "bat what says it?*' 

"That if any "Rnglishman enter the kingdom of Scotland, 
without the sign-mannal of the king, and is fi>mid at kirk or 
market, or in any other place, he sbau be the lawful prisoner (^ 
whoever chooses to seize him. That the Scot who brings an 
Englishman to ^yst, shall be committed to ward, and have his 
gocKls escheat For such are the laws of James IL and his par- 
£ament of 1455/' 

" Well, we who are barons of parliament, and make the laws, 
have assuredly the nower of breaking than. Besides, he who 
can lead a thousand lanoes to the king s host, can make laws to 
snit himself." 

" But how know ve not. Sir Patrick, but this feOow Berth- 
wick may betray us.' 

" He ^are not mar his profit and our own" 

" The boatman, then — he might suspect us — yea, mi^t 
speak," 
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" Assure me of that," hissed the low, deep voice of Gray, ** and 
I will drive this poniard into his brisket." 

Jamie's heart leaped, and he gasped his oar tighter ; but at 
that moment the boat grounded on the beach, and, while they 
sprang ashore, he hooked his kedg8*anchor in the sand, placed 
the oars on his shoulder, and doffing his bonnet to his honourable 
employers, turned away towards the red light that yet streamed 
from his cottage window. 

" Be discreet, sood fellow," said Shaw, in an impressive whis- 
per, as he placed a coin in Jamie's hand. "Now, fare ye well, 
carle, and God speed ye." 

" Be close as a steel-vice, Jamie Gair," added Borthwick, " lest 
I tell the Lord Chamberlain that there is a rookery in the trees 
at thy kailyard, and thou shalt be sorely fined, and mayhap 
imprisoned in Broughty; for Beltane time is past, the com is 
ripening, and thou lowest the law." 

With these warnings they left him, and, muffled in their 
cloaks, strode hastily along the beach, towardi where the outline 
of Broughty, square, black, and grim, on its rock that jutted 
into the ferry, rose between them and the starlit sky-— ^fbr now 
the clouds had disappeared, but the moon had waned. Jamie 
turned to look after the English ship, but though almost shrouded 
in haze, he could perceive ner stiuading off towards tibe south- 
east with all her sails set. 

** An angel—a golden angel !" said Jamie, turning over the 
bright coin in his hard hand. " By my saul, there maun be some 
dark plot in the wind when these limbs o' Satan pay sae weel ! 
Jamie Gair, Jamie Gair! tak ye tent; fi)r this braw fee may 
never bring aught but dool and sorrow to thee and thine. Now 
to kiss my doo Mary, and then, ho for the admiral ! for he shall 
hear o' tms hellicate job, though I should never see another sun 
blink down the Carse o* Gowrie." 

Entering his cottage softly, this honest fellow found his bloom- 
ing Mary asleep by the warm infi^le. The fire had smouldered 
on the hearth, and the stappit-haddie had been allowed to bum; 
but the bicker of spiced ale stood yet by the wooden fender. 
Jamie took a lon^ draught, wiped his mustachios with the back 
of his brown hand, kissed Marv, and awoke her. 

" Where awa noo, gudemanr" she asked, perceiving that he 
took up his walking-staff. 

" Dundee, lass." 

" Dundee, at this time o' the morning, when you should be 
beside me in your bed. And mind, ye maun awa to the fishing- 
ground by sun-rise, Jamie." 

** Nay na, lass, I have other bait to my line. There has been 
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foal trauon on the water this night, Mary, and I maun e'en seek 
the admiral; hut, 'odsake, say nae word o' this to the neigh- 
bours, or the hellicate Captain o' Broughty may mak ye a widow 
befijre your time, lassie. In a sicoar place, put hy the hraw 
tfowden fee, till we see what comes o't, lest dool and disgrace 
la' on us. And now, lass, fare ye well ;" and pulling lus broad 
bonnet over his &oe, Jamie departed for Dundee. 

The keep of Broughty was reddening in the risine sun, as the 
fisherman passed it, on the landward side* for satety and con- 
cealment, keeping as much as possible among the whins and other 
wild bushes that grew on the margin of the wide salt marsh 
whicb then stretched from the barbican of the fortress round by 
the hill of Balgillo. The tide had ebbed; the sands of Monie- 
fireth and Barry were dry, and the bare promontory of the Bud- 
donness stretched fiu* into that blue sea, on which the three Eng- 
lish ships were then diminished to mere specks. Jamie gave a 
last ^ance to ascertain their ooursci and hurried on towards the 
town. 

The summer motning was beauti&l; the Tay lay in its basin 
like a sheet of glass, on which the ships, the town, and sunlit 
hUlfl were mirrored. The midsummer flowers were mingling 
with the bluebells, the crinison foxglove and wild hollyhock; the 
hiU of Balgillo, with the desert muirland that lay at its base, 
were waving with purple heather-cups. The fisherman's heart 
expanded joyously with the beauty of the opening day; and 
after hurrvine past the old castle of Claypotts, then a seat of the 
Abbot of Lindores, he reverently said a short Pi^ayer to St. Peter, 
the patron of his craft, in the Httle chapel of St. Booque of Nar- 
bonne, which stood without the Cowgait-porte, on the east side 
of the Bitter Bom. This little fane, like all other holy edifices 
in that age, remained open night and day ; and in the principal 
■brine stood an image of the saint, having the left breast marked 
by the cross which appeared upon his bosom when bom into the 
world* A little burymg-ground encircled the cell. From thence 
a narrow lane, causeway^ with large round sea-stones, and en- 
cnmbered bv outside stairs which ascended upward to the houses 
or descendea downward to the cellars, where the merchants were 
becpnning to display their wares, led to the centre of the town, 
and to i& Kirk of St. Clement, near which another narrow lane 
then led directly towards the harbour. 

The streets were then unpaved, and were full of gleds and 
eorUes, which so uattiored and fed on the offal of the narrow wynds 
and flashers' stalls* 

Some of the loiterers at the Craig of St. Nicholas readily 
pcnnitted Jamie to nae their boat» and inafew minutts he £>iina 
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himself on the ample deck of his Majesty's Yellow JPHffotef 
which was riding with her head to the stream, her yards all 
squared to perfection, her hlack rigging all taut as iron rods, and 
her hroad blue ensign and pennon naunting in the morning 
wind. 

The watch on deck crowded ahout the early visitor. 

"Welcome on hoard, Jamie (Jair," said Master Wad the 
gunner, who was in charge of the deck, and was a short-legged 
personage, with a red visage, enormous hlack beard, and stimted 
figure, encased in a rough grey gaberdine ; " what na wind hath 
blawn ye here betimes P Are ye tired o* your lubberly trade o* 
fisherman, and come to take service under the broad pennon o' 
the admiral P I marvel muckle ye have na tired lang syne o' 
sailing ilka morning to that weary fishiuj^-ground, like the son 
o' a shotten herring. I would rather drmk bilge-water a' my 
days, than turn fiaherman again." 

" My best anchor — my bonnie Mary — ^is still at hame, Maister 
Wad," retorted Jamie ; " but we a* ken how your Tib broke firom 
her moorings and went adrift, naebody kens where." 

" Tut — I have ten Marys as gude as yours," replied the gun- 
ner, " forbye a Meinie and a Peg to boot." 

" I have nae time for daffin the noo, Maister Wad. Is the 
admiral on board P" 

** No— he is at the king's lodging, and has no come off yet ; 
but what would ye wi* him?" 

" That which you maunna hear, Willie. Then, is the Captain 
Barton on board P" 

" No — ^he. Sir David Falconer, and a' body else (but the chap- 
lain) are ashore at St. Margaret's." 

Gbir stamped his foot, and scratched his beard impatiently. 

** Can ye no tell us what's in the wind, man P" asked the 
seamen, as they clustered about him, in surprise at his excitement. 

" Come," said Cuddie the coxswain, ** what can i/ou have to 
tell the admiral that we canna hearP Out wi' it, hand owre 
hand, man." 

" It's something that will find ye a' work for a week to come ; 
something that may knock the hams out o' half your heads," 
replied Gair, angrily. 

"I have seen foul weather in my time, brother," growled Archy 
of Anster, the boatswain ; ** and 1 have seen some gey bet work, 
too, between the English Channel and the Rock o' Lisbon ; but 
I marvel what the deil ye drive at, Gair 1" 

" May I never drink aught but black bilge- water, if I dinna 
think lum clean daft," added the gunner ; " but he canna see the 
admiral till mid-day, when the king's council breaks up; sae. 
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Jamie, after Father Zuill hath piped all hands to mass, joa had 
better just take yonr breakfast wi* ns, like a donoe man, and meet 
the admiral after, when tide and time suit." 

Aware that he conld not entrust his secret with the seamen, 
among whom it would 'have spread like wildfire, and cost him, 
perhaps, his life — ^for a word from Sir James Shaw, or the 
tyrannical captain of Bronghtj, would be sufficient to hang a 
poor fisherman among the rooks that Borthwick spoke of — Jamie 
was obliged to exert his patience, and join the seamen at their 
mess of Lammas ale and porridge in the forecastle, where, after 
this humble repast was over. Master Wad produced his fiddle, 
and, after mass was done and the chaplain gone ashore, sung the 
famous ditty, still known to our fishermen, of the 

** Fonr-and-twenty mermaids, who left the port of Leith, 
To tempt the fine aald hermit, who dwelt upon Inchkeith ; 
Nor host, nor waft, nor crayer, nor craft had they, nor oars or sails. 
Their lily hands were oars enough, their tillers were their tails,** &c. 

"I could tell ye something mair wonderful than the mer- 
inEiden's voyage, brother," said the grey-haired boatswain, who 
dearly loved to spin a yam whenever he could get listeners. He 
was a rough-visaged Scot, with two great red-snotted cheek- 
bones, a nose that had a sword-cut across it, and which stuck out 
between two enormous whiskers that mingled with his grisly 
beard. " Our gude chaplain thinks to discover a process whereby 
he can make ships proof to the shot of culverins — ^for so he told 
me yesternight.' 

" JB^ my faith, old Bopeyam," said Cuddie the coxswain, who 
was his exact counterpart, " that will be better than muddling 
his brains in trving to mak burning-glasses that will set a fleet 
in a bleeze at a league's distance." 

''Brother," sud the gunner, striking his large-jointed hands 
together emphatically, for between such inventions, it seemed not 
improbable that his profession would prove a useless one; 
" brother, I ken navagation as weel as maist men ; I have run 
all Europe down twenty times, frae the North Cape to the Gut o' 
Gibraltar — ay, I have seen the Bio Grande, and the great peak 
o' the Fortunate Isles, that rises right out o' the sea like a spear- 
Jiead, and flames like a torch ; I have seen the sea-devils that 
swim round the Cape de Yeid, where the glinting o' the moon 
makes men mad, and where St. Elmo's light dances like a will- 
o'-the-wisp on the main-mast heid : yet it is a blessed light, for 
it ever precedes a calm ; but may I ne'er drink aught but bilge, 
if I can swallow a yam like yours. I have seen muckle in my 
time, but never saw I a ship's side that would turn a cannon-shot» 
or a sail that had a hole burned in it by a mirror ten miles awa ; 
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ret our chAplain pretencb to ken o' baith. My word oa% lads^ 
ne sails beyond iiis commission, and will be brought ap all 
standing, some day, by the bishops, for sorcery, maybe." 

'' He IS as gnde a man as ever trod a plank/' said the coxswain, 
* but his noddle hath as many crotchets as the dog-star hath 
fays. Minnows and mackerel 1 to believe in shot-proof ships 1" 

« Why not P" asked the boatswain, eruffly. *' rU tell ye what 
I have seen, messmate — a shot-proof mom. Now what think 
ye o' that; one, ai; least, who was proof to steeL" 

" I'll teU. ye when I hear, brother," replied the seaman z '* waa 
it one o' the antipodes, who walk on their heads P" 

" Weel, I care na if I spin the yam before the wafcch is oalldd/' 
said the boatswain ; " bat first, here ib to the gnde sant water, and 
a' that live on't !" and he poured down his capacious throat the 
last of the ale, and after wiping his mouth three or four times 
with the cuff of his gaberdme, spitting twice through an open 

Eort, and fixing his eyes on the beam overhead, he thrust his 
ands into iiis pockets, placed his legs on the dedc, his back 
against a gun-carriage, and began thus :— 

"Ye maun ken, messmates, that after leaving the Gut o' 
Gibraltar, we were beating westward against a head-¥rind. Our 
craft was the Peggie o* Pittenioeem,hamewaxd bound fi*om Bar^ 
celona, for Leith, wi' a mixed cargo o' wine and oil, fruit, cork, 
and hides, and Sir Andrew, the admiral, who was then but a 
ama' merchant-skipper, had ten brass culverins in her, forbye 
some braw pateraroes along her gunnel, for the behoof o' the 
heathen Moors o' Barbary if they dau^ to meddle wi' us. 
After losing sight o' the Castile of Gibraltar, and the chapels of 
our Ladv of Europe and our Lady of Africa, that stand on ilka 
shore, the wind veered round to the north-west, and we were 
obliged to bear right awav before it for w^U nigh a week, till we 
had mony fears o being blawn round Cape None, or getting into 
tiie downhill currents, that bear ship away to the southern pols; 
or, what is waur, being blown off the earw a'thegether : for the 
warld is round, ye ken, just like my bonnet," continued this 
ancient mariner, balancing the article named in his hands ; '* and 
flat, as ye may see, for the sun dips down to port at ni^ht, and 
tiien comes up to starboard in the morning, rising at the edgi^ 
like this penny piece. Weel, ye wad flee owre its margin if ye 
stood on owre long wi' your canvas set, and so be laundied out 
into space like a hoodie craw. The ship o' auld Sir Patrick Spens 
was anoe a' owre but the waist, when the current swept her back 
again, and then she hauled her wind. At last we saw the high 
p^ik o' the Fortunate Isles rising frae the aea» vomiting fire and 
brimstone^ its side covered in one place wi' glistening snow, ia 
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anoiher wi' a forMrt o' ffreen laurel bushes,^ wherein the yellow 

birds o' thaOanariefl built their nesta in the warm sunshine. 

" The eale deid awa, and the sails flapped against the masts 

and ratthns ; the sea became Uke glass, and there was sae little 

wind that the Peggie wooldna answer her helm ; but it mattered 

little, for Sir Andrew and anld Qibbie o' Crail had been in these 

seas before, ind we kent our whereabouts. We were within less 

than half a mile o' the shore, but in fif!^ fathoms water b^ the 

line. There was nae current, and the ship lay like a log, wi' her 

decks blistering in the sun. Sir Andrew thought it wad be a 

ffude time to get fresh water, for our last pint was in the scuttle* 

butt ; sae we hove up twelve casks, the crews o' the yawl and 

pinnace were piped awa, and cheerily we shipped our oars, and 

pulled lor the shore, as I weel mind, singing merrily the axdd 

ballad,-^ 

** *01i, who is he has dnne this deed. 
And tanld the king o* me, 
And aent ni oot at this time o' year, 
To 'sail upon the sea ?* 

£yer^ man o' us had a durk and gude braid Banffshire whinger 
in his belt, forbye ten that were armed wi' crossbows, for Sir 
Andrew kent of auld that the Guanchos o' the Fortunate Isles 
Were unchanoey chields to warsle wi'. Gibbie o' Crail, wha had 
served wi' the Spanish buccaneers under the Captain Booca Boxa 
(he whom Barton slew off Cape OrtegtJ), tauld us that they had 
once landed there, and put a hail village to fire' and sword, and 
that wi' his ani hand he had killed the prince o' the place by a 
slash ctoroii the nose wi' his boarding-axe. 

" We landed at a sma' bit creek among black rocks, covered 
wi' ashes,^dust^ and pumice-stane; but among them grew the 
gieen sugar-cane, the olive, and the bonnie cotton-tree. The 
wee birds wi' their gouden wings flew aboot frae branch to 
branch, singinff in the^l^t sunshine. A' the sweets o' summer 
were there, ana they wiled mony o' our messmates awa frae the 
wark o' filling and bunging the water-casks to stray in the laurel 
woods that grow on the base o' that tremendous peak, which is 
five leagues nigh frae the water-line to the Deil's Cauldron on the 
tap, where the red brimstone bums d^ and night. Ay, Jamie 
Qair, ye think muckle o' the craigs o' Dunnotter; but I wish ye 
flaw Adam's Peak, in the Fortunate Isles 1 

*^ The fresh water was delightfril as milk, and the grapes that 
hung owre the pumice-stane rocks were sweeter than heather 
honey ; and sae, despite Sir Andrew's orders, twa or three o' us, 
ioduding Sandie Uathieson, a Leith man, strayed a mile or mair 
too th» islands flinging oar braid bonneta after the goudan birdi» 
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eating grapes and wild honey in some places, tumbling knee- 
deep m fioh salphor and spongy pumice-stane, until we found 
the entrance o' a cave, for a' the warld like ane o' the weems in 
the Fife, and, sailor-like, we scrambled in to see what was there, 
and my faith, messmates, we saw a sicht to mind o' ! 

" In that cave were mair than twa hmidred deid corpses, a' 
rankit up in rows against the walls ; for it was a burial place for 
the Guanchos, who, instead of putting their deid like Christians 
into a grave, bathe and parboil them m butter and wild lavender, 
black gum and wild sa^e — ^for sae Father Zuill told me ; and 
after drying them in the sunshine in sunmier, and the cauld 
breezes in winter, they sow them up in goatskins, and then the 
mummies are hard as a ship's figure-head, yea, and harder, for 
they will never decay ; and there they stood, twa hundred or 
mair, wi' their tanned visages and sichtless eyen, their hair and 
beards all brushed and plaited, and as if they yet lived; and oh, 
there was an awesome grin on their shrivelled maws ! 

''It was a sight even for a sailor to scunner at, and we 
glowered at them for awhile, ilk ane o* us ashamed to be the first 
to put up his helm and be off. At last Gibbie o' Grail, an auld 
8ea-ho]*se, that feared nocht, and had mairowre a gude dram 
under his hatches, began to examine them, in the hope of finding 
some braw goud or trinket ; and solemnlv Mathieson and I warned 
him to let the deid corpses alane ; but he laughed, and tumbled 
them owre like nine-pins. There was ane, a great stark and 
brawny corpse, wi' a hmg scar across its nose, and twa precious 
stanes, like emeralds, elmting where its eyen should be. Gibbie 
said, wi' an oath, that he was sure it was the prince o' the Guan- 
chos, whom he had slain twenty years before, and wi' a dab o' 
his jocketeleg, picked out one of the emeralds. Bat lo ! 

" At that moment the jaws opened, and there came frae them 
a yell that shook the dust firae the cavern roof; that seemed to 
mak the corpses start, and made Gtibbie spring ten feet awa ; and 
then we turned and fled, wi' everv hair on our heids bristling ; 
and without ever daring ance to look astern, we cam' plunging 
doon the side o' the peak, through the lamrel bushes and owre 
the sulphur banks, till we reached the creek, where the yawl and 
the pinnace, wi' the last o' the water-casks, were about putting 
off, and mair deid than alive wi' terror, we sprang on board. 
We were just in time to reach the boats and get a rope's-ending 
for disobeying orders ; for though Sir Andrew was but a skipper 
then, as I tamd ye, he kept a tight hand owre his crew." 

" May I drink bilge if ever I — '* began the gunner. 

" That evening a fiivourable breeze sprang up, and we bore 
away for hame; out as the gloaming fell that breeze freshened 
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to a gale, llie rain sowed the sea, and the red lightning flashed 
at the fiir horizon. Gihhie, Matideson, and I were on the first 
nidit-watch; we were restless, and fearfu' o' coming evil, and 
we nestled in onr storm douhlets under tlie lee o' the foremast ; 
and though we would a' hae fain spoken o' that awesome adven- 
ture, we never once referred to it ; hut sat listening to the dreary 
wind, as it whistled under the leech o' the foresail, or watching the 
waves that ran past us, like lang hlack ridges o' ink. A' at 
anoe an unco blast took us a' aback ! Sir Andrew jumped on 
deck in a moment, and ordered us to double-reef the mainsail 
and fore topsail ; and after this it became sae dark and eerie, 
that we couldna see a crossbow-shot ahead. 

" Amid the soughin* o' the wind and the hiss o' the waves we 
heard a strange cry rising from that terrible sea — ^a cry that made 
our blood curdle ! We rushed to the weather-bow, and after a 
time could discern a man's head, as he rose at times, bobbing like 
a fisherman's float upon the crests of the foaming ocean, or as 
he sank doon into its gloomy trough ; but again and again the 
eldritch cry went past us on the gusty wind. 

** 'A man overboard!' cried Sir Andrew through his trumpet; 
'and in sic a sea! Forecastle there — see ye anytidng, lads P* 

" I kenna what possessed us, but none o' us made any answer. 
To back the foreyard or render any assistance were, we thought, 
impossible ; but Sir Andrew, wha does mony a thing other men 
would never think o', on hearing the first cry, knotted a line to a 
handspike, and getting a glimpse o' the man in the water as he 
was swept past our bows, flung it right at him like a harpoon, 
and we saw him catch it — ^yea, almost without an efibrt, as it 
seemed. Then the starboard watch, who had come on deck, 
towed him aboard, and he cam' up the ship's side by the main 
chains, like a cat or a squirrel, and stood dripping wet among us, 
a strong and sturdy child, wi' a brown sJun, and grisly and 
matted hair. Gibbie held up a ship's lantern to tak' a view o' 
his face, and then I saw that he was almost bare bones, brawn, 
and skin, wi' a long scar across his nose, and but one eye, that 
glittered like green glass, while the other socket was empty, like 
a walnut-shell. We felt as if the deck woxild open under our 
feet, for we knew it was the dead Guancho ! 

" I ODuld feel puir Gibbie tremble as we slunk forward, leaving 
the skipper and crew to question the stranger, whose answers 
satisfied them, I suppose, but we couldna hear them for the 
lashing o' the sea and roaring o' the wind, as it soughed through 
the rigging. A can o' usquebaugh was ofiered to the Guancho» 
but he shook his head ; and then clothes were ofiered him, but 
he preferred his ain, a pair o' goat-skin breeks with the hair on 
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the outside. The wind shifted-^the squalla cam' oflener, ind in 
A wee while Sir Andrew had stripped toe Peggie to her stayaail 
and trysail; we sounded the pumps, and had twa men at the 
tiller ; all hands were on deck, and though the crew muttered 
doubtfully and fearfully under their beards to ilk other anent the 
strange loon that had come on board in sic weather, there were 
none that shared the terror o' Sandie, GHibbie, and myseV, for in 
our hearts we kent that a deid corpse was sailing wi' us on that 
mirk midmght sea, and that the ship and a' its companie were 
doomed ! The wind was still roaring, and about three bells in 
the middle- watch the staysail gave way, and I heard Sir Andrew 
shout through his trumpet,—* 

" ' Yare, yore, my lads 1 down wi' the staysail—bend on the 
sheet and right it affain.' 

" We three rushed to obey the order, but the ship broached to* 
and before we could recover her again, and while that devilish 
Guancho uttered an eldritch yell, a sea took her right on the 
broadside, and burst over toe decks, sweeping boats, booms, 
scuttlebutt, skylights, and four men overboard ; but the masts o* 

Sine frae Falkland Woods stood brawly,^ and then we let her 
rive before the storm. We were certain the Peggie was a 
doomed ship now, unless we got rid o' the fiend that was aboard 
o' her; and we three consulted in what maimer it should be 
dune. As yet the nicht was dark as pitch tar ; no' a ray o' light 
was glimmering, and we saw the Quancho standing bv the wea* 
ther fore-rigginff, wi' his one eye shining at times like a green 
star. Qibbie, wno was a ferocious auld ouckie, proposed to gie 
him a cloure wi' a capstan-bar, or a dab wi' his durk, while we 
should chuck him overboard ; and wi' our hearts fu' o' fear and 
hatred, we resolved upon this, for we dreaded ssirly lest ouv 
crew should be washed awa man by man, and we be left alaae 
wi' the Guancho, and led to destraction. It was an unco wild 
night, and noo the lightning glinted between the scudding clouds 
and breaking sea wi' a green and ghastly glare. 

** Wi' muckle o' fear and mair o desperation in our hearts, we 
drew near the Guancho, who stood by tne gunnel grinning at &f 
passing waves. None could see us, either forward or ail, for ths 
crew were buF^ enough, and kept aloof frae the stranger. 

" ' Heave, Gibbie, heave, and wi' a will !' cried I, as I grasped 
him by the breeks. Gibbie took his heels, and we shot him 
richt owre into the deep black trough o' the hmigiy sea; and 
then on swept the ship, fike a shot frae a culverin, and as if re- 
lieved o' half her cargo. 

** * Mony hands mak licht wark/ said Sandie. 

" ' But the Lord forgie us if we hae dune wrang,' quo' J, taking 
off my bonnet at His name. 



^'Wnog!* growled Gibbie; *wnmg to drown a deid man! I 
ooold swear that bis ankles were but dry banes as I bove bim 
owre the bulwark.' 

"The Peggie labomied bard and creaked in a' ber timbers; 
ihe wind bowled, and now a wave like Ailsa Craig came roaring 
after her. 

" 'Beware, my lads, beware fore and aft !' cried Sir Andrew 
tiuougb bis trumpet. The three of us grasped tbe starboard 
lattlins, and at that moment another heavy sea poured like a 
torrent owre tbe decks o' the Peggie. Our mate, Matbieson's 
brother, and another seaman were swept away ; for a time, tbe 
ship trembled and was settling down. By my life, bad one more 
wave like that rolled on ber, she bad gane doon into the trougb 
and never risen mair ; but the water ran off ber ; she swam like 
a duck, and again shot on, thougb the foresail was splittiug to 
ribbons. 

** ' St. Clement be near ns !' whispered Gibbie. ' Look, Archy 
•—look Sandy !' and there, just where we bad pitched bim ower« 
board, was the Guancho, standing by tbe starboard gunnel, 
grinnine and langbing as before. Naeoody on deck bad missed 
him, and nane but oursels kent that the same sea which bad 
swept awa our mate, had washed the storm-fiend on board again. 

'' Towards morning tbe gale subsided, and tbe grey daylicbt 
earn in through a mirk and louring sky, to brighten a rowing 
•ea. We were cheerless and sad. Tbe men mattered among 
themsels, and were a^e in pairs, keeping aloof irae their unco 
shipmate ; and even Sir And&ew liked bim but little, and pro- 
mised that be should be set upon tbe first land we came to. jB*or 
five days we drifted about, and wist not where we were ; for, as 
the sun was hidden, our captain oouldna win an observation wi' 
tbe cross-staff. He asserted that we were blown right out into 
the Atlantic, where never ship sailed before ; but Gibbie, wba 
kent these seas o' auld, averred that we would sune mak tbe 
coast o' Mogadore, which belonged to the king o' the Moors* 
Tet our brave captain proved to be right. 

" For these five days and nights, tbe Guancho did nocht else 
but mope about the aetk, and grin whenever Gibbie cam near 
him ; but our men worked hard to repair the damage o' the gale. 
We bent on four new sails, reeved some o' the ngging anew» 
shipped a new fbretopmast, and, after taking an observation, bore 
away fov Madeira. 

*' Gibbie aye gied the Guaneho a wide berth on deck, and kept 
as much aloil as possible. For three hail days he sat perched in 
the oraw's«nest ; and three times I took the tiller for him at 
night, as he was ever in mortal terror when tho awesome thing 
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earn nigh him. We crowded every stitch o' canvas, canyilig 
mair o' nights than the skipper kent o' ; and twice nearly ran 
the Peggie under water, in our eagerness to reach the land. A' 
this time the Guancho ate litte or nocht, hut a grain or sae o' 
maize ; and mony o' our men, wha, owercome wi' weariness, had 
slept on their watch, had fright^' dreams, and averred that the 
Guancho pressed their throats in the ni^ht and sucked their 
blood ; for they fand bite-marks about their necks in the morn- 
ing ; — ^but then the Peggie was swarming wi* Norway rottens. 
The terror increased; men spoke in whispers ; and day by day, this 
awsome Guancho sat in the lee scuppers, motionless as if deid, 
and only moved and girned when Gmbie drew near or passed it, 
which he aye did sidelong, wi' his hand on his durk ; and three 
times the thing pointed Uy his eyeless socket, £rom whilk Gibbie 
had howked the shining stane. 

** On the fifth night o' this horrid voyage, Mathieson and I had 
the foretop. We were on the look-out for land. The Peggie 
was going free, about eight knots or sae; and having now to 
take his helm, Gibbie 8t<x)d by the binnacle, and, Gude kens, we 
watched the deck mair than the horizon for four hours o' that 
dreary night. The Guancho sat, as usual, in the lee scuppers, 
and a wet berth it was. About the middle- watch, we saw him 
rise and creep towards Gibbie, whose een were fixed on the sails 
•—for he was a gude steersman, and aye loed to keep them fulL 
I think I see him noo, as he stood wi his siller hair and red face 
glinting in the light o' the binnacle lamps ; his feet planted firm 
on the deck, and his hands gripping the lion's head that was 
carved on the tiller-end; and ne sawna the fiend that drew nigh 
him! 

" ' Deck ho I' I shouted. 'Gibbie, man— mind yoursel!* but 
the wind swept my cry to leeward ; and a* at ance the Guancho 
sprang upon the puir helmsman — ^there was a despairing cry, an 
eldritch yell, and the demon dashed him against the larboard 
stanchions, a breathless and a brainless corpse. 

" Wi' the wild cry that rose firae the deck, a* was owre ! 

" Unhanded, the tiller swayed frae side to side ; the vessel fell 
awa round like lightning ; ner canvas was a' taen aback, and 
her topmasts went crash to leeward by the caps. We were a 
wreck m a moment. 

" In a trice Sir Andrew was on deck. Sandy and I cam doon 
the backstay by the run, and ' out hatchets' was the word, to 
clear us of the wreck ; and under the foresail, mainsail, and gib, 
we entered the roads of Funchal, and anchored off the Castle of 
St. James, to refit, procure fresh water, Madeira, hock, and pro* 
visions. 
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"But what o' this deevil wi' the green ee ?" asked Willie Wad, 
impatiently. 

" Anger got the better o* our fear. We sprang npon him the 
moment the ship was safe ; a desperate tulzie began, for every 
blow o' his bony hands was like a cloure frae a smith's hammer, 
and he knocked our best men owre like ninepins ; his eldntch 
yells were like the whistling wind, and he laughed arid* kicked, 
when at last we laid him sprawling on the deck, and, while our 
hearts boiled wi* fear and liiry, lashed him hard and fast by neck 
and heels to ringbolts. Some proposed to heave him overboard, 
wi* a shot at his craig, but Sir Andrew wouldna hear o* that ; 
and as soon as we dropped anchor at Eunchal, the Guancho was 
handed owre to the Dominicans and the Commander of the Order 
of Christ, who put him in a vault o' the Castle of St. James, to 
thole a trial for sorceiy and murder. Our story filled a* Funchal 
wi* terror and consternation. A lang procession o* Dominican 
Fathers, carrying relics, crosses, banners, and holy-water pots, 
marched to the Castle o' St. James, to exorcise the demon ; and 
the holy-water, when it fell frae the asperges on his brown hide, 
hissed as if it sputtered on iron in a white heat, and he gimed 
at the priests uke a marmoset. At last, finding that exorcism 
and blessed water were used alike in vain, the Portuguese Domini- 
cans and the Knights of Christ betuik themsels to prayer, and 
after solemn high mass in the great church, visited the Gruanchd 
again. 

" They found him free o* his fetters, and laughing like a wild 
imp, while he gied the finishing strokes to a great gaJiey or boat, 
which he had chalked, wi* its sails set, and twenty rowers at their 
paddles, on his dungeon wall. They marvelled sairly at this 
strange employment, for one wha*s funeral fire stood burning in 
the castle yard; but a glamour was owre them, and nane dared 
approach him. 

" Then the brown deevil drew the waves below the galley sae 
lifelike, that they seemed to roll and it to heave, while the rowers 
began to paddle, and a low wild chant was heard, as they a* 
paddled and kept time. Then he drew a ladder, wi' two perpen- 
dicular strokes and sax horizontal ones ; and then he stepped on 
hoard, wi* anither o' his eldritch yells. The rowers began to 
paddle harder than ever, and while their sang died awa, it 
sailed clean off the wall wi* him, and left ne'er a trace behind.* 

•* A Knight of Christ sprang forward, but the place was empty, 
clear o* its evil tenant, and no a vestige o* the fairy-ship remained 
upon the dungeon wall. Noo, what think ye o* tliat stonr, 
messmates ?*' 

» SeoKotcs. 

w 
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" By my faith, I would rather drink bilge a* my days than 
lace sail the sea wi' a deevil in the ship's companie/' said Willie 
Wad. 

" Puir Gibhie o' Crail ended his life as I told ye, and sleeps in 
Lis hammock among the mermaids," said the boatswain, rising 
from the gun-carriage ; " but Sandy, our messmate, hath lefb me 
a lang li^ay astern, for he is now Sir Alexander Mathieson, Knight 
— the King of the Sea, and captain o* yonder gallant caravel, 
while I am only auld Archy the boatswain. And, see, yonder his 
barge is shoved off frae the Craig o' St. Nicholas, and pulled 
straight for the Queen Margaret,** 

" Which shows that the king's council maun e'en be owre, 
and 'tis time I were awa to the Admiral," said Jamie Gair, as 
through an open gun-port, the gilded boat referred to, was seen 
to leave the rock of St. Nicholas, with a banner waving at its 
stern, where three or four gentlemen, wearing rich dresses, were 
seated; and, with sixteen bright-bladed oars .%shingin the meri- 
dian sun, it was pulled across the shining river directly towards 
the consort of the Yellow Frigate, 



CHAPTER XI, 

CHAINING THE UNICOEN. 

** Quaint old town of toil and trafflck, quaint old town of art and song, 
Mem'ries haunt thy painted gables, like the rooks that round them throng ; 
Mem'ries of the middle ages, when thy sovereigns rough and hold, 
Had their dwelling in thy castle, time-defying, centuries old." 

LONaFELLOW. 

While the boatswain was spinning his incredible yam in the 
forecastle of the frigate, the King, after being at mass in the 
chapel of St. Salvador, which stood near the palace of St. 
Margaret, on a rocky eminence to the north side of the High- 
street and Overgaitt, proceeded to the hall of this ancient resi- 
dence, where the great officers of state were to assemble, and 
where he was to receive the ambassadors of Louis XI. 

This old apartment was of great height, and was lighted by 
nix round-headed windows ; its roof was an arch of solid stone, 
spanned also by six sculptured ribs, that sprang from capitals ; 
tne floor was of oak, which had been split into planks by wedges, 
in the old Scottish fashion, roughly dressed by the axe, and 
secured by large-headed iron nails. The hall bore the impress of 
ihe architectural genius of the early part of the Middle Ages 
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tbe monldiogs, the corbels, the flowered bosses, the ribs and 

mullions of the windows, were bold and massive, and the subdued 

light of a calm bright morning stole sofUy through their painted 

lozenges and crimson draperies. Old tapestries of green and 

amber colour, representing in quaint and mis-shapen figures the 

virtues and miracles of St. Margaret, the valour and death of her 

husband, clothed the walls of this sombre hall. The fair finger^ 

of six Scottish princesses, viz., Margaret the Dauphiness of 

France, Elizabeth of Brittany, Jane of Huntly, Elinor of Austria, 

Mary of Campvere, and the Lady AnnabeUa, all daughters of 

James I., had woven, in Dunfermline Tower, Uie stem romances 

which hung on tenter-hooks of steel around those ancient walls. 

At the lower end was a buffet, on which stood a gigantic thistle, 

with its stamens composed of English swordblades, and its 

bristles of poniards, all gathered from the victorious field of 

Sark ; at the upper, was the large fireplace, surmounted by the 

royal arms, and from each of the antique crowns by which the 

supporters — ^the white unicorns — ^were gorged, there depended a 

gUded chain. 

This new and most remarkable addition to the imperial arms 
of th« kingdom was soon remarked by several of the nobles, who 
muttered together, as they gathered in groups, awaiting the 
entrance of tne^dng. 

" It is significant of the chain he would bind around us" said 
the Earl of Angus, with one of his dark and bitter smiles, as he 
thrust his furred cap of maintenance over his dark and shaggy 
brows. 

" Bat 'tis a chain the sword can easily sever," added Sir James 
Shaw. 

This trifling affair shed a gloom over aU the courtiers, who 
were rapidly assembling, all clad in rich and magnificent dresses. 
Accompanied by Sir David Falconer, Captain Barton, and Sir 
Alexander Matnieson, a wiry old seaman, the admiral arrived, 
and many of the proudest peers felt themselves constrained to 
greet the brave old man with oom-tesy and outward respect. 

" My Lord of Angus," said Robert Barton, frankly, kissing 
{he hand of Scotland's greatest noble, '*GK>d bless thee for 
avenging my poor father on the Howards and their Northumbrian 
kerne. From my soul I thank thee !" 

" Thank me not, good Robert Barton," replied the earl, with 
ooldness ; " for though but a trader, thy father was a true Scot, 
and a brave one." 

At this reply Barton's eyes flashed, and Sir Andrew Wood 
bestowed on the speaker a frown. 

f2 
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" TI118 haughty admii-al does not bow very low, I think,'* 
whispered Sir Patrick Gray of Kyneff. 

" He who can stand upright in the presence of honest men, 
needs not to bow in the presence of great ones," retorted Sir 
Andrew, who overheard the remark. 

At that moment the curtain at the lower end of the hall was 
drawn aside, and the king entered, preceded and followed by a 
brilliant retinue of ladies and nobles ; Colin of Argyle, the Lord 
High Chancellor ; Knollis, the Lord High Treasurer ; the Bishop 
of Dunkeld, who was Secretary of St.ate ; Patrick Leith, a learned 
canon of Glasgow, who was Lord Clerk Registrar ; Sir William 
Halkett of Belfico, the Judge of Justiciary ; the Great Chamber- 
lain, the Master of the Household, the Standard Bearer, and a 
crowd of other courtiers and favourites followed; among them were 
many ladies, but those who attracted most attention were the 
Duchess of Montrose, with her conical head-dress, and Margaret 
Drummond, yet pale and sad, and, as such, contrasting with 
her sisters, who were all brightness — ^beautiful and blushing with 
pleasure and excitement, — especially little Lizzie and Beatie, who 
wore their rich gifts, the silver collar and veil of lace. 

The Duke of Eothesay, whose only attendant was his &iend 
the young Lord Lindesay, kept himself a little apart from this 
variously attired crowd, which divided in two as the king 
assumed his lofty chair, which was placed on a carpeted dais, 
and under a cloth of estate, or canopy of purple velvet, which 
was then the royal colour in Scotland. 

The king bowed and smiled to all around him ; but under 
those smiling acknowledgments there was, too painfully visible, 
that thoughtful expression which resulted from those bitter dis- 
sensions and civil broils that in past years had wrinkled the 
handsome face and seared the generous neart of James IIL^ 

He wore a jacquette and tight hose of white satin, embroidered 
with Venetian gold, and over the former a loose surcoat of blue 
velvet, without sleeves, but furred with miniver; his sword, 
dagger, and belt sparkled with jewels, and arouifd his neck were 
the orders of the Thistle and St, Michael the Archangel. His 
blue bonnet was borne by a pretty little page, — a royal ;prot4g4r^ 
who was the son, not of a noble, but of some poor mendicant, 
who had attracted his notice, one day, when passing the Bridge 
of Dunblane. His hose reached to his feet, — for stockings, apart 
from hose, were then unknown. The first pair ever seen in 
Britain were worn by Henry VIII. of England, who obtained 
them from Spain, and his little successor, Edward VI., was 
solemnly presented with a pair by Sir Thomas Gresham. 

Angus, Lord Home, Lord Hailes, Sir James Shaw, Sir Patrick 
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Gray, the Laird of Keir, and others of that fierce noblesse, who 
neyer laid aside their iron coats, and who despised the almost 
effeminate dresses, the laces, ruffles, and ribbons of the courtiers, 
stood in whispering and observant groups. Apart from these 
and such as these, who were too often the curse and betrayers of 
their country, were grouped a few of those learned men whom, 
like a true Stuart, the king loved and cherished. 

Among them were three Benedictine priests, viz., John Aber- 
crombie, a vigorous writer against the dawning heresies in the 
Church; Alexander Barclay, the translator of Sallust; and 
Bobert Henrison, author of the Bluidy SerJc and Ye Burrows^ 
toum, Mouse and ye Landwart Mouse; Father Zuill, the 
learned chaplain to Sir Andrew Wood; John Bellenden, then 
the greatest poet in Scotland, and afterwards Archdeacon of 
Moray ; the learned Andrew Forman, the Proto-notary Apostolic 
of the kingdom, in after years the most famous of our church- 
men, and the mediator between Pope Julius II. and Louis XII.; 
David Steele, who wrote the Thrie Priestis of' Peblis, and 
many other poor poets, who subsisted on the good king's privy 
purse, and wrote odes, ballads, and songs for a small yearly fee 
and the gift of a camlet gown, a bonnet and shoes, at St. 
Martin's-Mass and White Sunday. In the bearded visages of 
all these sable-gowned and black-capped literati, there were 
plainly visible a peculiar mixture of self-conceit and pedantic 
pride, tempered by an unpleasant timidity; for some of the 
smaller satirists, like Steele, were eminently obnoxious to the 
nobles ; yet it was to this group that the impolitic king first 
addressed himself. 

" Come hither. Father Barclay," said he to the gifted translator 
of Sallust ; " I have just read thy noble satire. The Ship of 
Fools, and owe thee a chain of gold for it. I prefer it to thy 
History of the Jugwrthine War; but we must imprint both, if 
we can get those newly invented iron letters from Germany. 
By my honour, Barclay, a scholar such as thou — or one like 
thee, Abercrombie, or any of ye — ^might well become the mentor 
of a king ! I may mis^e," he added, turning to his gloom^- 
^ed peers, " but I assure you, my lords, that nobility of mind is 
more acceptable to me than nobility of name." 

With a grotesque mixture of fear and pleasure, Barclay kissed 
tiie hand of the king. Angus glanced scornfully at his friends, 
and Kyneff whispered, 

" Thou seest, my Lord Earl, how this doting king hath not 
wen policy enough to gild the chain by which he would fetter 
iho unicorn." 

Wood now approached and presented to James his three 
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favourite officers^-old Sir Alexander Mathieson, Sir David Fal- 
coner, and Robert Barton. 

" God's benison on thee, my old king of the sea," said James, 
clasping the hard rough hand of the venerable captain of the 
Margaret; "and on thee, too, Barton. To thee I leave the 
duty of avenging thy slaughtered fiEither. His estate of Bamton 
shall be created into a free barony, and his services shall never 
be forgotten. But come ihou hither, Davie Falconer," added 
James',^ who, to mortify his nobles, never omitted an opportunity 
of distinguishing one of the people. " I owe thee something for 
that brave fight with the Spauisn caravel in the English waters, 
but I know not what it may be — ^unless this trinket, for the 
time ;" and taking &om his finger a ring, he presented it to the 
arquebussier, whose heart swelled within him with sudden gra^ 
titude and joy ; and then his eyes sought those of Sybilla Drum- 
mond. His heart leaped anew, for it was fiill of all that a strong 
and beautiful passion can kindle in a profound and sensitive 
nature. 

" Sir David," continued the king, '* thy father died on the 
deck of his ship for mine ; and to feel that I have such subjects 
as thee and Barton, is to feel the true pleasure of being a king I 
Go — from my soul I love all such brave and honest fellows !" 

" 'Twas I who first made men of them both," said Sir Andrew 
Wood, " and who gave them a relish for gunpowder and salt 
water. Gadzooksl confess, Robert Barton, when first thou 
camest aboard thou couldst neither hand, reef, nor steer, clamber 
aloft, grease a mast, handle oar, culverin, or caliver. All these 
I taught him, your majesty, and made a man and a sailor of 
him !" 

" This day makes poor David Falconer the envy and the 
hatred of the nobles," said Barclay the translator to Father Zuill. 

" Tis false, sirrah," growled the laird of Sauchie, who over- 
heard the remark, which was made a little too audibly ; " he is 
a brave fellow, who has won his spurs as he wins his daily bread 
by knight's service and the sword. Were he a cutter of stones, 
' like the umquhile Cochrane, a fiddler, like William Rogers, or a 
useless scribbler, like thee, I would care little to see him gang 
the gate those loons were sent at Lauder." 

** Alas, noble sir," urged the Benedictine, submissively, "Coch- 
rane was a most unfortunate man " 

" He was a villain," said the Earl of Angus ; ** a dyvour who 
had turned heretic in his heart, and carried a Bible at his belt 
by a silver chain — a Bible printed in black letters by a German 
sorcerer, even such as the king would employ to print thy written 
l^ook. Snough, sir 1" 
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AR«r tliis, the priest had nothing more to urge. 

" Father Zuill," said the king to the chaplain of the Yellow 
Frigate, " I am glad to see thee, and have received thy learned 
treatise on the homing glasses of the ancients, which I hope to 
peruse with pleasure ; though I doubt mickle if you will ever 
supersede our cannon-balls. I have desired his grace of Mont- 
rose to present you with a copy of Virgil, by Caxton the 
Englishman." 

Confronting the lofty and arrogant eyes of the nobility. 
Falconer, who was armed like themselves, but less richly, retired 
towards the curtained doorway, where his arquebussiers were 
stationed, with the Montrose Herald and Garioch Pursuivant. 

'* This proUgi of Wood," said Sir Patrick Gray, " is a cox- 
comb, whose profound admiration of his own person — ** 

'* Is only surpassed by his profound loyalty and respect for his 
native monarch," said Lady Euphemia Drummond, bluntly in- 
termpting him, as she and her sisters drew near their father. 
Sybiilia, who blushed with anger at Gray, gave her tall, pale 
eldest sister, a glance full of gratitude; but the governor of 
Broiighty, whom the words native mona/rch had stung deeply, 
bit his white lips with sudden anger, and relapsed into silence. 

" How the devil doth it come to pass," said the imperious Lord 
Drummond, "that this churl. Falconer, who hath neither lands 
nor rents coming in, wears a scarlet mantle like a landed baron P" 

" 'Tis the growing insolence of the class he springs from," re- 
plied Sir James Shaw, haughtily, drawing his own rich mantle 
over his breast. 

Poor Sybilla put down her fine &ce with timid sorrow, on 
hearing her lover spoken of thus. 

" Well, my Lord Angus," said Drummond, as they all drew a 
little apart into one of the deep windows ; " by your presence 
here this morning, am I to conclude you have become a faithful 
counsellor of the king ?" 

**As V(m have, my lord," replied the dark Angus, with a 
courtly but crafty smile ; for each was quite equal to and under* 
stood by the other. 

"Your followers have valued lightly the new edict anent 
wearing swords in the king's vicinity I" 

" As Scottish men shomd ever value such infamous edicts," 
replied Bell-the-cat, with a dark frown ; " I have five hundred 
lances from the Howe stabled in the close of St. Salvador, and 
i^ould like to see any one enforce the edict on them." 

" Angus," said Drummond, with a deep glance, " where will all 
this loyalty and this disloyalty, this open flattery and secret dis- 
oontenty end?'* 
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" On the field of battle" was the hoarse reply, whispered 
through a thick and wiry beard; and the timid Margaret 
Drummond trembled as she heard it, and drooped her soft, dark 
eves, on finding the keen glance of Kyneff fixed as it was from 
time to time upon her with mingled curiosity and pity,-— if in 
8uch a heart as his there might be pity. 

Amid all this court intrigue and sea of plotting, but aloof from 
it, stood the Duke of Bothesay, conversing witn his friend and 
follower, the princely heir of Crawford. He saw only Mar&;aret9 
whom he loved with all the heedless ardour of a boy, ana was 
quite oblivious of the many fair ones, possessing no ordinary 
amount of charms, who were clustered around the Duchess of 
Montrose ; and there were not a few who whispered into each 
other's pretty ears man^ a compliment on Bothesav's handsome 
figure and face. On this morning he was dressed almost entirely 
in white satin, slashed with blue and edged with gold. Margaret 
Drummoud was attired in the same coburs, which so well became 
her fair complexion and blonde hair. In the presence of the 
king, though he seldom addressed her, she always felt a dread, as 
of one agamst whom she had committed a wrong in becoming 
the wife of his son. She was ever apprehensive that his calm, 
inquiring eye might read her secret. She was pale as marble ; 
and from time to time applied to her little pink nostrils a gold 
pomander ball, which was filled with scented paste, and such as 
were then used before the introduction of pouncet boxes. This 
had been one of Rothesay's earliest love-gins to her. 

Kyneff and Sauchie had been closely watching Bothesay and 
their beautiful victim, but found themselves completely at fault, 
and imable to discover any glances, signs, or tokens of intelligence 
passing between them ; and Kynefi^, who, although he could be 
politic and wary at times, was generally coarse, reckless, aud 
bold, resolved to probe the matter at once, and dared to do so in 
the following manner :— 

" I have a boon to beg of your highness this morning," said 
he, in his easiest and most familiar tone. 

** A boon — thou ?" asked the prince, with the coldness of in- 
stinctive distrust. " Well, Sir Patrick P" 

'* I have taken the liberty of addressing your highness on the 
dearest secret of my heart," said he in a low voice, and twirling 
his mustachioSy while he drew the prince aside, and with his 
stealthy eyes bestowed a covert glance on Sir James Shaw; "I 
crave your influence with one of your most favoured courtiers-^ 
for— for— " 

•* Por what — do not be has^ul, Sir Patrick— his purse P" 

/ Nay, his daughter's hand." 
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** I crave in turn to be excused, for I" would be exceedingly 
loth to assist a fowler so deadly as thee in meshing a poor little 
dove." 

'* But I am one of the most faithful servants of your highness 
and of the king." 

** Well — and you are in love ?" 

"Prince, I have just had the honour of saying so." 

" But with whom. Sir Patrick ?" 

" A woman — " 

" Of course, I took that for granted. Well ; and this woman — ^" 

** Is, beyond all compare, most beautiful !" 

" Pshaw ! Sir Patrick, money-bags were more to thy purpose. 
Is she rich ?" 

" Yea — as a queen in charms." 

" *Twere better in crowns for thee. But who is she for whom 
I am to act a proxy lover ?" 

" Lady Margaret, the Lord Drummond's younger daughter." 
As Kynefi' said this, his keen grey eyes were fixed with an mtense 
scrutiny on the clear hazel eyes and open brow of the young 
prince, but nothing could he detect, not even the slightest start ; 
for although the hot heart of the impulsive Bothesay vibrated at 
that dear name, so admirably had he schooled himself to en- 
counter the base plotters oi his father's court, that he betrayed 
not the smallest outward sign of inward emotion ; and with all 
his cunning, the traitor was completely baffled. 

** I have but little influence with that family, I assure you, Sir 
Patrick Gray," replied the prince, with a smile ; " and still less 
in the quarter you indicate ; yet such as I have is yours. When 
shall I address the Lord Drummond — now ?" 

" Nay, nay, not just now," said Kyneff^, hurriedly, and con- 
ibunded by the prince's perfect facility; " but on another oppor- 
tunity ; and I beg of your highness to accept of my proi'ound 
gratitude." 

" Doth this villain laugh at me, or hath he already divined our 
secret P" thought the startled prince, as the conspirator withdrew 
to the side of his friend and compatriot, the governor of the town 
and castle of Stirling. 

The great chamberlain now approached to lay several com- 
plaints before the king, who by a ^wer which had come down 
from those good old patriarchal times when the Donalds and 
Constantines dispensed justice from the mote-hilU of Scone and 
Stirling, could yet hear the complaints of the most humble of his 
subject ; but so crippled was nis power, that James III. was 
now approached in vain. Then there were no coiu'ts of session 
or jiuticiary. Territorial jurisdiction was vested in the barons 
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and provoflts of burghs, from whom the appeals of vassals migHt 
be xxiade to the sheriff, to the royal justiciar, to the parliament, 
or the king — and from burgesses, in the first instance, to the 
chkmberlain-ayre and court of the four burghs ; but generally the 
people loved better to prefer their prayers to the ear of an indul- 
gent prince, who regarded them all as his children. Thus, after 
Sir Andrew Wood had related that his embassy to Flanders had 
proved futile in clearing up our quarrel with the sturdy citizens 
of the Swyn, the Sluice, and the Dam, and that all trade with 
them would still be interdicted, the loyal and venerable Duke of 
Montrose said, in a most impressive manner, 

** I grieve to say that complaints against the nobles have been 
pouring in to your majesty, and everywhere the people murmur 
against their oppression and misgovemment. Here," he con- 
tinued, consulting his notes, '' is a certain bondsman of the Lord 
Angus, who hath bought unto himself a burgage in the royal 
burgh of Dumfries, and is consequently a freeman, enjoying the 
liberty of that provostry; yet, without a crime, he has been 
manacled and thrown into the dungeon of the castle of Thrieve." 

** What say you to this, my Lord Angus P" asked James. 

" That I have hanged the frontless loon for complaining to his 
ffrace the chamberlain/' replied Angus, tightening the buckle of 
his gold waist-belt. 

Montrose and the king exchanged impatient glances. 

" Another complaint hath been made against Sir James Shaw 
of Sauchie, governor of your majesty's castle of Stirling, for 
seizing and slaying several swine belonging to burgesses in the 
Braid Wynd; and moreover, emptying eight byres and twelve 
henroosts in one night." 

" This is only according to law, duke," replied Shaw ; " for the 
king's castellans may freely slay all swine that are found straying 
upon the causeway ; and may also exact kain thrice in the year : 
at Yule, Pasch, and White Sunday." 

" But not at Bartilday and Martin-mass too. Sir James," said 
the chamberlain. 

" Refer this to the judge of justiciary," said the king. 

" 'Tis long sincesyne, sirs," urged Shaw, doggedly; " besides, 
the burgesses of Stirling have ever been contumacious villains, 
and utterly unworthy of all belief." 

" Lord Home hath seized the leper-house and hospitium of 
Soltra," continued the chamberlain, again glancing at his notes; 
*• his friend, the Lord Hailes, has stormed the knight of Ravel- 
rig's castle, and burned his three farm-towns. The Steward of 
Menteith, with five hundred redshanks, hath forced himself upon 
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the bnrgliers of Anchterarder as provost, at the same time sack- 
ing them of armour, furniture, and all manner of gear." 

"Incited by ane auld witch carlin," replied the steward, a 
grim-looking old man, who wore black armour and a kilt of blue 
and purple tartan ; " they ground their wheat wi* handquems 
instead of coming to my new milne on the Ruthven water, quhilk 
18 oontrairy to the nineteenth chapter of the Statutes of Gild, and 
I swore that carlins should weep, and bearded carles should dee 
for't. Let them appeal to the General Convention of Burghs at 
Edinburgh, if they choose." 

" Nay," said the king, in great anger ; '* let them rather appeal 
to arms." 

" Be it sae," said the savage old steward, with a laugh like a 
growl, as he rattled his long two-handed cliobh on tne floor; 
" what the deil care IP By a wave of my hand I could quench 
every fire between the muir of Orchill and the kirk of Aber- 
ruthven, if they winna thole my yoke." 

" Upon Kood-day, in last harvest," resumed the chamberlain, 
" the constable of Dundee cruelly slew, under solemn tryst, the 
laird of Fetter-angus, at the glack of Newtyle." 

" Wherefore P" demanded ttie king, starting from his seat with 
irrepressible indignation. And the constable replied — 

" A year before he harried my lands in the Howe ; but I have 
made amends by paying an ample bludewit and by founding in 
the chapel of St. Blaise the martyr of Armenia, here in the 
Thorter-row of your majesty's burgh of Dundee, an altar, where 
13ie priest for the time shall annuaUy say for ever, until the day 
of doom, on the anniversarv of that unhappy hour, a solemn mass 
for the soul of the umquhile laird; and on that altar lies the 
Bword wherewith I slew him." 

" 'Tis well, constable," said the king ; " may some good spirit 
do as much for thee. Whafc, Montrose, is not this catalogue of 
crime exhausted P" 

" The Heritable Forester of Drum," replied the Duke, closing 
his notes, '* hath seized a hundred head of swine belonging to the 
dtizens of Aberdeeii." 

** Because they declined to pay pannaget the usual duty levied 
tipon all porkers that feed on mast and beech-nuts in the royal 
woods," replied this baron, whose badge c£ office was a magnifi- 
cent silver bugle. 

" By the holy kirk, thou art a faithful subject I" said the king, 
scorn fully. 

'* Something mttst be done," resumed the Duke of Montrose, 
looking at the group near Angus, " to repress this growing spirit 
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of outraji^e, and to bring the complaints of the people before 
parliament ,- or, as my lord chancellor will agree with me, we 
cannot warrant peace among them for three months longer." 

" Montrose," said James, in a soft, but bitter voice ; ** wellawa ! 
I remember the raid of Lauder Brig, and am now, as then, 
powerless." 

"Lauder Brig," reiterated the remorseless Angus, who had 
caught the words, and, whispering, turned to those around him ; 
" by St. Bryde of Douglas ! I was beginning to think thou hadst 
forgotten that day, when we strung thy base mechanical favourites 
like a devil's rosary over the Lauder stream." 

Such were the peers of Scotland in the year of grace 1488. 



CHAPTER XIL 

EMBASSY OF THE SIETJB DE HOKIFENNIE. 

** A grey-haired knight Bet np his held, 
And crackit richt crousely : 
* Of Scotland's king I baud my house, 

He pays me meat and fee ; 
And I will keep my guid anld house, 
While my house will keep me.* ** 

AuLO Maitland. 

While these accusations had been made by the lord chamber- 
lain, and proud replies given by the noblesse in question, Bothesay 
had drawn near Margaret, and smilingly, and in whispers, 
related to her his conversation with Sir Patrick Gray, and the 
suit which the knight had requested him to urge. She grew, if 
possible, paler at the relation, for in her secret heart she feared 
that even were this new suit not urged for some dark and ulterior 
object, it might a£ford her great cause for uneasiness, and perhaps 
lead to the discovery of that private union, which, as a deadly 
secret, she treasured in her timid heart; for well she knew that 
the jealousy of the greaternobles at such an honourable alliance 
formed a second time with the House of Drummond would fim 
the flame of " many a feud yet slumbering in its ashes." 

In the group near the Duchess of Montrose, Captain Barton 
was conversing softly^ with her sister Euphemia; and poor 
Falconer, from the foot of the hall (where a few of his soldiers 
supplied the place of Lord BothwelFs guard, who were then at 
Stirling), glanced anxiously at Sybilla from time to time, and 
sighed whan reflecting that all the gold he possessed w»m <hl his 
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spTiTS aad doublet. A flourish of trumpets in the court-yard, 
and a glittering of pike-heads and heralds' tabards between the 
festooned curtains which shaded the lower end of the haU, 
announced the arrival of the new French ambassador and his 
train, and then all became hushed, save some such scraps of con- 
versation as the following :-^ 

"Sybilla Drummond," said the Duchess of Montrose, "re- 
member ye aught of the splendour in which the Lord Stuart 
d'Aubigne, Mareschal of France, came here in 1483 ?" 

" As ambassador of Charles VIII ?" 

" To renew the ancient league." 

"Ah yes, madam ; how could I forget it? My dear brother, 
who was killed at Naples by Gk)nsalvo de Cordova, was captain 
in one of the eighteen Scottish companies whom he took away 
with him to the Italian wars." 

" My puir nephew — he was indeed a brave gallant !" said the 
old duchess, with a sigh. 

"Yet, madam," resumed Svbilla, glancing through the painted 
■window near her, " I think the train of this Lord of Concressault 
every way inferior to those of the Mareschal d'Aubigne and of 
the papal amb assador, who came soon after from His Holiness 
Innocent Vni." 

"In the following year — the Lord Bishop of Imola; I re- 
member me, child." 

"He succeeded in procuring a three years' truce between 
King James and Richard of England," said Barton, " who sent 
his despatches sewn in the stomacher of Muriella Crawford." 

" Ah, that woman became a Lindesay by marrying into our 

&mily," said the haughty old duchess, applying her pomander 

ball to her nose. 

* • * # * 

"My Lord Drummond,** said the swarthy Earl of Angus, 
^ncing grimly at the king, who was sitting with his forehead 
resting on his hand, and bnriedin thought, while the Chancellor, 
Treasurer, Secretary of State, and other richly dressed courtiers, 
hovered near him ; " it would seem as if we peers of Scotland had 
become mere grooms and pages in the eyes of this king's new 
pimps and puppets." 

" By the fiend, yes ! Only conceive again what we have just 
heard — Hailes, Home, the Steward of Menteith, and the Forester 
of Drum, being thus arraigned at the instance of a few wretched 
burgesses !" 

" Yea, and before some of those we spared at Lauder Brig- 
men who are yet unhanged," added Angus, with one of his 
darkest seowls. 
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" There now, not a yard from the king's chair, is a ha!ladeei% 
the son of a sword-slipper in the Shoegaitt of Perth, who hath 
exchanged the file and hammer for a sword and Parmese poniard 
-—his canvas gaberdine for a dainty doublet of cramosie, because, 
forsooth, he is master of the king's music, and Margaret of 
Denmark loves to listen to tiie twangle of his viols and ghitteniB 
--faugh I" 

** Men say he will be made a knight and privy councillor." 

" If so," said Sauchie, " by God I shall forswear my spurs for 
ever !" 

" I knew such another clown who was made an earl," said the 
Steward of Menteith, who had given his tent-cord to hang 
Cochrane over Lauder Bridge. 

" There are Falconer and Barton, too, whose fathers were but 
merchant-skippers !" 

" But the former is a brave gallant, and the latter is my par- 
ticular friend," said Drummond. 

"Well, well," resumed the discontented Angus, impatiently; 
" but think of him whom I saved at Lauder, when^our tent-cord 
was twisted round his neck — John Bamsay — a mere bonnet 
laird, who is now, forsooth. Sir John Bamsay, and Lord of 
Bothwell, Baron of Balmain, Flaskie, and Pitnamore, with the 
Captainrie of the king's guard. Yet, by St. Bryde, this springald 
dared but vesterdav to pass me in the Baxter's Wynd at Stirling 
— me, Archibald oi Angus-— with head erect, and without beck, 
bow, nod, or recognition !" 

"The brose these loons shall sup is thickening fast, lord 
earl," said Drummond, with a dark smile, as he spread his 
silvered beard over his steel gorget, " and ere long our lances will 
be at their throats." 

At that moment the Montrose herald, an officer of the Lyon 
court, who had been recently created in honour of the Crawtbrd 
dukedom, exclaimed, " Place for the ambassador of his Majesty, 
the King of Prance !" 

" Sweetheart 1" whispered Rothesay, pressing his Margaret's 
trembling hand, as all eyes were turned towards the entrance, 
" this is, indeed, a criticu day for us ! Shotdd my &ther depart 
on his long-proposed pilgrimage, I shall be regent, and he must 

frant us pardon ere he go. If he stays, we shaH then be con- 
emned to linger on in secrecy, but only a little longer." 
" Until the good Bishop of Dunblane returns," said Margaret, 
with one of her dearest smiles. 

During the reign of James III. there were an nnusnal number 
of solemn treaties and splendid embassies passed between the 
court of Scotland and those of Louis XI. and Charles YIII. of 
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France; Afyhonso AfHcanus of Portugal, Ferdinand Y. of Spam, 
Christian of Denmark, and Charles the warrior. Count of 
Flanders, by means of nobles, prelates, and heralds. Some of 
these were exceedingly magnificent, for under the care of kings 
who were far in advance of their times, Scotland was rapidly 
rising in the scale of European nations. But on the present 
occasion the special envoy of Charles YIII. was attended only by 
two esquires and two pages, who bore his helmet and braque- 
mart, or short French sword. 

The Sieur de Monipennie, Lord of Concressault, was a Scots- 
man, a cadet of the family of Pitmilly, long naturalized by resi- 
dence in France, in the armies of which he had served for thirty 
years. He commanded four thousand archers in the war between 
the Charolois and the Lords of the League, and at the battle of 
Montleri had slain, with his own hand, Pierre de Breze, the 
erand seneschal of Normandy. At the left clasp of his cuirass 
dangled the gold cross of eight points, worn by the chevaliers of 
the Order of St. Etienne, and the Cross of the Immaculate Con- 
ception. In aspect he was venerable and soldierlike. His 
armour was black, edged, stadded, and engraved with gold ; his 
boots had those long toes or poleines, of which we may read in 
the chronicles of Monstrelet ; his beard was white as snow, but 
his dark grey eyes were bright and keen ; his features were severe 
and somewhat harsh, but a smile of pleasure and loyalty over- 
spread them as he approached his native monarch, and, full of 
honest enthusiasm, knelt down to kiss the hand of James, who 
immediately raised him from the dais. 

" The last time I had the happiness of seeing your majesty," 
said he, in a voice that was strongly tinged by a foreign accent, 
** was about thirty years ago, and ye were then but a halfling 
laddie." 

** At the funeral of my mother, of royal memory, in the col- 
legiate kirk of Edinburgh," said llie king. 

" I mind it weel, as ii 'twere yesterday. Woe is me ! but the 
cares of manhood have been written deeply on your majesty's 
brow sincesyne ; yet ye do remind me of the king, your father, 
when I saw him last in '58 at the Castle of Stirling. He was 
ever a good friend to me and to my house." 

The eyes of the veteran suffused with emotion as the recoUec* 
tion of years long passed came gushing back upon his warm 
and generous heart. 

" I rejoice, indeed, to see you, my Lord of Concressault, and 
am all impatience to hear the message of my cousin of France." 

"It is simply concerning the proposition formerly made 
anent the invasion of Brittany. He has been pleased to deaix« 
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Whatever James thouo^ht of this splendid offer fifom the wily 
ministers of his cousin Chai'les the Aifable, who was then in his 
eigfhteenth year, he had not time given hun to say. In 1471, 
the proposition had been made before, and he had then intended 
to annex Brittany, at the head of 6000 Scottish infantry ; but 
the Parliament opposed it ; and now nearly with one unanimous 
voice, the nobles said, and perhaps with some feeling of justice — 
*'Kot a man of us will draw a sword or lift a lance in this cause!" 
** The Bretons have never wronged us," added Lord Drum- 
mund ; *' and woe be to those who wage an unjust war !" 



BMBASST OF THE SI£t7S DE MONIPENNIB* 93 

• " Yon forget, my lords, that the barons and burgesses are yet 
to be consulted," replied the king, with rising auger ; " and if 
their voice is for the annexation of Brittany to our realm, by the 
Black Hood of Scotland, I will march without my recreant 
nobles, or create fiew ones on the field !" 

The peers on hearing this rash speech smiled at each other 
contemptuously and incredulously, while the Lord of Concres- 
sault gazed at them in astonishment ; for though he knew well 
the stubborn pride of his native chiefs, he had but recently come 
from France, where he had seen the iron rule of Louis XL, his 
fortresses of Loches and Montilz-les-Tours, with their trap-doors 
and gibbets, for the proud and refractory ; his atrocious bastille, 
with its vaulted hall, and those cubes of masonry and iron which 
stood therein, and were called the king's little daughters, and in the 
heart of which, some men were pining and had pined for twenty 
years, like frogs in a marble block I He had seen all France 
tremble at the nod of the decrepit little tyrant who espoused 
Margaret of Scotland — and now he gazed with ill-concealed 
wonder at the effrontery of these Scottish nobles. And James, 
though his generous nature was ever averse to injustice and 
oppression, merely to oppose, and if possible to mortify them, 
seemed not indisposed to undertake the conquest and annexation 
of this then independent dukedom, which was not united to 
France until 1532. 

" Immediately after the meeting of Parliament, before whom 
your papers shaJQl be laid, I will send to France my finql answer," 
replied the king ; " and now, my Lord of Concressault, you can 
favour me in a very particular manner. You are, of course, 
aware, that since 1477, now eleven years ago, I have been bound 
by a solemn vow to visit the shnne of St. John, in the great 
Cathedral of Amiens." 

The ambassador bowed ; Eothesay pressed the hand of Mar- 
garet Brummond, who hung upon his arm, and stepped forward 
a pace to listen. A deep stillness reigned in the crowded hall ; 
even the nobles seemed to hold their breaths for a time. 

" On this pilgrimage I was to have gone, accompanied by a 
thousand gentlemen ; but the arrival of a legate from his Holi- 
ness Sixtus IV., the siege of Dunbar, the revolt of my brother, 
the Duke of Albany, and those events which brought on the— » 
the fatal raid at Lauder, with many other events, have totally 
precluded the fulfilment of this most holy pledge ; I therefore 
entnist to you, my Lord of Concressault, tms holy medal, the 
ffift of our Father Innocent VIIL," continued James, taking 
from his neck a large and heavy gold medallion. " Th^ 
beseech you to present in my name to the shrine of St. Jc^ 

a 
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at presence I see no possibility of my leaving Scotland, even for 
the short period of three months." 

The Sieur de Monipennie knelt to receive the consecrated 
medal, which he kissed and snapended by its gold chain at his 
neck. It bore an image of the Virgin, and was encirded by the 
legend, — 

1|ail, iDdarp, S5tar ot 1|eabni, ur(ts i^nti^er of Sotr 1 

This medal was afterwards conveyed to the Shrine of St. John 
at Amiens, and there it hang until the plunder of the churches 
during the French Revolution. 

Rothesay gazed on Margaret tenderly, and in silence^ for the 
king's sudden and unexpected abandonment of his long-projected 
pilgrimage removed, for the present, all hope of a fortunate or 
happy revelation of their rash and se<!ret imion. Rothesay 
sighed with disappointment, and Margaret's timid eyes fiUea 
with tears ; for had James actually departed on this pilgrimage, 
the rules. of the Church would have compelled him to forgive all 
who had offended against him, or his journey would have been 
deemed a false and futile pretence^ 

Distinguishing from among the nobles the stout and portly 
admiral, whom he knew by the silver whistle which hung at his 
neck, the venerable ambassador of Charles YIII. entered into an 
animated conversation with Sir Andrew Wood, which was a firesh 
source of irritation to some of the jealous peers, who thereby felt 
themselves slighted. The hum of voices again pervaded the 
large and stately hall, and James, after exchanging a few words 
with the Duke of Montrose, reclined his brow upon his hand, 
and with his face overshadowed by a bitterness wnich he could 
not conceal, at the affront so publicly given to him by the nobles^ 
suddenly and abruptly arose to withdraw. Angus, who at times 
was not ungenerous, perceived his deep emotion, and as the 
acknowledged leader of the peers, approached and said in a low 
voice, — 

" Your majesty may feel that we have wronged you j but I 
beseech you to rest assured, that at heart your nobles love yoa." 

" And hate all else who have a claim on my friendJship," 
replied James, bitterly, " or all who deserve my affection 3 is it 
not so, lord earl P" 

" Yes, if bestowed upon the ignoble and unworthy," replied 
the earl, haughtily, while his deep, dark, glassy eyes bestowed 
on his sovereign one of those daring, fixed, and penetrating 
glances which even he at times found almost insupportable. 

" Yet would I hope, Angus, that with our great banquet in 
the Castle of £dinburgh — ^that iriendly feast of which I have 
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spoken so often— all these feuds and bitternesses will cease," said 
tfames, as he bowed low to Concressault, the ambassador, lower 
still to the ladies, and retired, leaning on the arm of his most 
faithful friend and counsellor, the Duke of Montrose. 

" Poor king !" said the admiral to Barton, as they also de- 
parted ; " between his peers and his people, he is Hke one between 
the devil and the deep sea." 



CHAPTER Xm. 

TO sea! 

** All hands nnmoor 1 proclaims a boisterous cry ; 
All haiK^s unmoor 1 the caverned rocks reply 1 
Koused from repose, aloft the sailors swarm, 
And with their levers soon the windlass arm." 

Falconer's Shipivrecky Canto i. 

On leaving the hall. Sir Andrew Wood was received at the 
palace-gate by his usual body-guard; the crew of his barge, 
under the command of Cuddie, the coxswain, armed with their 
boat-stretchers, and clad in their spotless white gaberdines, 
girdled by broad black belts, in which each had his Scottish 
knife or dudgeon-dagger, and all wearuig broad blue bonnets, 
having red cherries on the top and white St. Andrew's crosses in 
front. They were sixteen of the smartest men in the ship's 
company, and Cuddie — or Cuthberfc — ^the coxswain, marched 
m front. 

' As the admiral, thus escorted and accompanied by Falconer 
and Barton, proceeded towards the landing-place down Tindall's 
Wynd, a narrow thoroughfare, then paved by those round stones 
such as may yet be seen in the streets of Arbroath and other 
Seaport towns in Angus, he perceived a seaman making various 
efforts to attract his attention, by coming close to the barge's 
crew, and always touching his bonnet with profound respect 
whenever his eye fell on him. 

" Ahoy, brother !" said the admiral, " what cheer P Do you 
wish to speak with me P Ha ! Jamie Gair — ^is it thee who art 
backing and filling thus, as if I were some great lord P Put on 
thy bonnet, man. But why art not away to the fishing-ground P 
Are there English cruisers off the coast P" 

" Ye have guessed aright. Sir Andrew," replied Gair ; " and 
I crave the honour o' a word wi' ye apart;" 

« Woll,— say forth*" 

C^2 
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" Captain Howard, the Royal Sarry, and twa other Eng^lisli 
ships, were off the Firth last night." 

« What dost thou tell me ?" 

" Sure as I am a living man, sir — inside tiie Inchcape bell," 
continued Jamie, in a low anxious whisper. 

" Lubber and loggerhead ! And thou only tellest me now !** 

" Wi* the first blink o* dawn I was aboard the frigate, Sir 
Andrew, but ye werena there ; and I hae been haudin' off and 
on about the palace door sincesyne, in the hope o' seeing you. 
But oh, be wary, Sir Andrew, and ask me nae mair, for I am but 
a puir fisherman, wi* a wife and a bairn to feed and to deed " 

" Wary — what mean ye, Jamie Gair P" 

" Your word as a knight, Sir Andrew, that you will nevef 
repeat what will assuredly be my ruin.*' 

" Messmate, thou hast my word as a seaman. Well ?** 

" Last night three gentlemen, in masks, went off to the JEtoyal 
Sarryy and remained two hours aboard." 

" About what time was this ?" 

« Mirk midnight '* 

" When honest men are swinging in their hammocks. Well?" 

" When day broke, she and her twa consorts were bearing awa 
Bouth and by east.** i 

" Three gentlemen, wearing masks,'* — said the admiral, keenly 
gcrutinizing the honest brown visage of the fisherman ; " ken ye 
their names ?" 

" No, Sir Andrew," replied Jamie looking down, for he 
trembled for his wife and child, if exposed to the vengeance of 
Gray of Kyneff. 

" By every shrine in Largo kirk !" said the admiral, " I 
would give my starboard fin to know who these villains were.' 
Ho ! Eobert Barton, I have news for thee,** he added, with a 
grim smile; " the English Harry and her consorts are off 
the coast." 

" Edmund Howard— he who with his brother slew my father 
in the Downs ?" 

" The same, my lad ; and while we have been loitering in 
smooth water among those gilded sharks of courtiers, they may 
have escaped ua." 

" Edmimd Howard — oh, David Falconer, hearest thou that P" 
Baid Barton, with fierce joy; "come admiral: if he escapes 



US now ** 



May we never go to sea without a foul wind, or come to 
anchor without a rotten cable. Away to your arms — ^to your 
cannon — ^the English fleet is off the coast !" 
*' Bear away then, Cuddie— heave ahead my lads ! himrah I" 
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cried Barton, waving his bonnet, and the whole of the barge's 
crew ran down Tindall's Wynd brandishing their boat-stretchers, 
and springing on board, shipped their oars. Wood and Falconer 
leaped into the stemsheets, and Barton grasped the tiller. 

" Give way, my braw lads, give way !" exclaimed the admiral, 
as Cuddie shoved the boat off; the sixteen oars were dipped into 
the 'water ; the crew bent to their task, and almost lifted the 
light shallop out of the river, as they shot her round the Craig 
of St. Nicholas, where the nautical loungers bestowed a fareweU 
cheer in honour of old Sir Andrew. Jamie Gair was left in the 
middle of the Wynd, where he stood for a time, irresolute and 
half repenting the interest he had taken in affairs of State, and 
dreading that the gold he had earned might bring him nought 
but sorrow. 

" Give way, callants — ^give way !" continued the brave old 
Laird of Largo ; " see — the tide is ebbing, and there Ls a fine 
breeze blowing down the Carse o* Gowrie ! Give way merrily, my 
hearts — pull with a will !'* 

The old man was all impatience; the crew of the barge caught 
his enthusiasm. They bent to their slender oars with all their 
muscular energy, and the light boat was shot over the waters of the 
Tay, which parted before its bows, and curled under its counter, in 
the bright sunshine, in long lines that yrere edged with bells of 
snowy foam. Like an arrow, the long sharp boat sheered along- 
side the towering frigate ; the oars were unshipped from the 
rowlocks and piled along the thwarts, while Cuddie the coxswain 
caught an eyebolt with his boat-hook. In three minutes, the 
admiral, his officers, and the crew were all on board,^ and the 
boat was dangling like a toy from the davits. 

" Kun up the signal for sea," said the admiral ; " Master Wad, 
fire a culverin to let Sir Alexander Mathieson Imow what we are 
about. Boatswain, pipe away the yeomen of the windlass, and 
heave short — cast loose the courses ; trip the anchor, and prepare 
all for sailing." 

The greatest alacrity followed these rapid orders. Archy of 
Anster was as active as if the one-eyed demon of his extra- 
ordinary yarn was after him : he hurried from poop to forecastle, 
growling, shouting, swearing and piping away between decks. 

"Willie Wad— quick wi your gun!" he cried; "or we'll 
serve ye wi* a stoup o* bilge in guid earnest." 

The little blue nag; which, from time immemorial has been the 
signal for sailing, was run up to the foremast-head, where it 
fluttered in the wind ; one of the starboard ports was triced up, 
and a great cannon-royale sent its report like thunder over the 
ealm soil flow of the shining river; and immediately a com- 
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motion was Tisible on board the Queen Margaret. The flag of 
Sir Alexander Mathieson was displayed from her mainmast-head, 
and the shrill whistle of her boatswain was heard, as he piped all 
hands on deck. 

As to referring to either king or council, lord high chancellor 
or secretary of state, for orders to put to sea, such an idea never 
entered the head of stout Sir Andrew Wood; who sometimes 
was not over-particular, for it is recorded that once during a 
private quarrel with the Provost of Aberdeen, he sailed up the 
Don with the king's ships, and bombarded the granite city in a 
fashion which its citizens never forgot or forgave. 

Falconer stood on the poop looking regretfully at the house of 
the Dnimraonds, with its large round towers, which were then 
almost washed by the river ; but Barton was all life and anima- 
tion; and with a celerity astonishing for an age when every 
species of mechanism was rude and in its infancy, the ships of 
war were got imder way. The boatswain manned the windlass, 
and after a few hard tugs with the handspikes, they tripped the 
anchor and turned 



" The engine round, 

At every tarn the clanging pauls resound ; 

Uptom reluctant from its oozy cave, 

The ponderous anchor rises o'er the wave." 

Its square stock appeared above the surface of the water, and 
then Barton seized his trumpet. 

" Hard up with the helm, timoneer," he cried; " fill the head 
sails — on board with the foretack ! haul out the spanker and set 
the spritsail. Forecastle there — cat and fish the anchor !" 

" Quick, my lads !" added the boatswain; "yare, yare— mony 
hands mak licht wark." 

"Sheet home," said the admiral, stamping his feet as he 
walked up and down the poop impatiently, and at every turn 
looked aloft ; " sheet home I Barton, hoist the top-gallant sails ! 
Gadzooks, but it is a brave breeze this ! Archy of Anster, send 
your sharpest man to the crow's-nest as a look-out, and see that 
ne kens a fleet of ships from a flock of gulls. By the whale of 
Jonas ! I will give a hundred golden angels to the first man who 
discovers these English pirates I" 

Cuddie the coxswain scampered up alofb, and perched himself 
in the main-cross-trees. 

As the great square mainsails of the frigates fell, they began 
to feel the full pressure of their canvas, and gathered way ; the 
transient bustle subsided, and as the broad sails swelled oat 
from the yardheads, and the glassy river rippled beneath their 
Qhaj^ and lo% prows, the^ atopd noiselessly down the ojK^ning 
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Tay with iliD ebUbag tide^ and a vestem wind^ right aft to bear 
them onward. 

With evening a soil opal-ooloured light stole over the summer 
sky. The heat of the day had sabsided, and a light breeze stole 
ulong the water, wafUng firom the shores of that m^estic river 
the rich fragrance of the apple-bowers, the ripening grain, and 
the thousand plants that flourish by its margin. 

The great square tower of St. Mary, the pointed spire of St. 
Clement, the Bock of St Nicholas, and the uttle burgh — ^for it 
was then indeed but a small but beautiful Dundee, — beaune 
shrouded in the haze of the warm summer evening, as the 
frigates, keeping straight in the fair way, rounded Tentsmuir- 
point, the sands of Abertay, and then bore away a point or two 
towards the south, with the western wind upon &e quarter, when 
the sun*s rays were fading behind the undulating coast of Forgan» 
or, as it then was named, St. Fillan. 

People supped early in those days ; thus, an hour after sunset^ 
the beU in the great cabin announced that the evening meal was 
readyv 

" By Heaven ! admiral, I have an appetite for the first time 
since my father's death I" said Barton, as he took his seat with 
a flushed brow. 

" Gadzooks, Bobbie, if Cuddie descries those Englishmen^-— ** 

" I will add two hundred angels to thine, admiral, and rig him 
a crayer of his own — and she shall be the best tiiat ever was 
launched on the Forth or the Tay !" 

Father Zuill, the chaplain, who sat on Wood's right hand, 
blessed the viands, which consisted of a platter of fried garvies 
ixeak from ihe Tay, two great pies, one odled a gibelotte, which 
tile Scots had adopted from tneir friends the French, and have 
now abbreviated into gihlei; and the other a tower of paste, 
containing all the odds and ends the cook could collect in his 
larder. This was designated a double-decker. There were pies 
of quinces and orange marmalade for desert, and cases of sack 
and canaiT for those who sat above the salt ; with a great leather 
jack of ale for Archy the boatswain, Willie Wad the gunner, 
Cuddie the coxswain, the captains of the fl>re, main, and mizen- 
tops, who sat below this line of demarcation, and who, instead of 
supping off plate and a silk-edged table-cloth like the officers, 
were bound to content them with a plain bare table and wooden 
treen-plates, with horn-handled knives, and npoons. The conver- 
sation was general and animated, for it ran cniefly on the merits 
and death of Sir Andrew Barton, the probable strength of ihe 
enemy, and the chances of overhauling tnem. When supper was 
orer^ Sir Andrew deairedall to fill their cans, foi the toast which 
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be inTambly gave every mghi, at the same hoar and in the same 
place, when on hoard, and had done so for the last thirty years. 

" The gade Port o' Leith, messmates — God hless it, and a' our 
Scottish ships at sea 1" 

When again they came on deck, the ships were off the Eden 
month, and the waves of St. Andrew's stormy hay were rolling 
their crests away to windward. As the light hreeze swept over 
them, they were tinted with a thousand prismatic hues by the 
broad white summer moon, which rose in her clearest beauty 
from the German Sea. Falconer's thoughts were then of Sybilla, 
whom he loved so well and perhaps so vainly ; and abandoning 
himself to the fondest reveries, he brooded deeply over his passion 
amid the majestic silence of the sea that swept around him, and 
the distant land, whose headlands jutted into that shining mirror 
in bold but hazy outlines. 

Barton loved Euphemia Drummond not a whit less than the 
captain of arquebussiers loved her younger sister ; but with the 
secure ifeeling of a fianc^, for the present he dismissed her fair 
image from his breast, and gave full play to those high hopes of 
fully avenging his gallant father on the very men who had slain 
him, and whose ships he knew were on those moonlit waters, 
which he was incessantly scanning with eagerness and im- 
patience, but with his unaided eyes alone : for telescopes were 
not invented for nearly a hundred and twenty years after. 

The old admiral, who burned to punish the slayers of his 
venerable friend and messmate, more than to avenge the temporary 
disgrace — ^if disgrace it was — cast by the Howards upon the 
rising prowess of the Scottish mariners, shared all the impatience 
of Barton, and together the^ trod up and down the weather side 
of the poop, frequently hailmg Cuddie, who was still perched at 
the crosstree, to be assured that he kept a proper look-out. 

The night stole on ; the moon began to sink ; the frigates were 
still going free with the wind upon the quarter ; Fifeness, with 
the dangerous Carr-rock, arose on the starboard-bow, and the old 
admiral, who knew every part of the coast as well as the features 
of Ids own face, now looked &om time to time at the compasses 
which stood in the lighted binnacle, or as the seamen then named 
it, hahhitacle — t. e,, a small house, for there were two — one for 
the steersman and another for the gunner who was conning. 

The Margaret was now a falcon-shot astern, and the great 
poop-lantern of the Yellow Frigate was lighted ; but this pre- 
caution was needless, as her cloud of snow-white canvas itnd all 
her taut black rigging were as visible to her consort under the 
clear blue sky of night as if at noonday. 

" Fiienestf in sight, and no sign of them yetl" muttered the 
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admiral ; " sqnare fhe yards. Barton, and stand right away before 
the breeze." 

The temporary bustle of this manoeuvre soon snhsided ; the 
rope-ends were again coiled away, and, save the watch and some 
of the crew, who were listening to another of the boatswain's 
incredible yams in the forecastle, all the ship's company had 
tamed into their hammocks. A^^^ ^^ middle watch of the 
night, Barton, who was still impatiently pacing the deck, heard 
the man (who for a time had replaced the coxwain) at the mast- 
head hailing the deck. 

"Poop, ho!" 

" Hallo," answered Barton, instinctively grasping his trumpet, 
which lay on the binnacle ; " are you aloft, Dalqohat P" 

** Twa sail are in sicht, sir." 

"Where away, my old Carle?" 

" On the larboard bow." 

" What are they like ?" 

" Ilk ane is a three-masted ship. Ane has a poop lantern — ^the 
other is hull doon; but we are coming up wi* them hand owre 
hand." 

" Look hard, shipmate, and mayhap ye may see another," said 
Barton ; " Falconer, call the admiral. Yeomen of the sheets and 
braces, to your quarters ; up with that fore-top-gallant-sail a bit, 
and fill the heads of that sprit-sail-yard. How does she steer. 
Wad?" 

" Like a swan," replied the gunner ; " a wee bairn micht keep 
her full wi' a silken t¥mie." 

The admiral now came on deck, and with a beating heart the 
gallant Barton sprang away aloft, to have a look at the vessels 
a-head, and praym^ as he went, that they might prove to be 
those of Captain Emnund Howard. 

By this tmie the silver moon had waned, and the hills of Fife 
were melting into the darkened sea and cold, blue, starlit sky 
astern. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE OGBE OF ANGUS. 

*' I flntiff up the emell of a corse fi*om afar — 

Whither goest thon, wild steed ? -Whither fliest, oarHlier ? 
Does the warrior seek for the pathway of war? 

Does the wild steed seek for pasture here ? 
The wind of the desert here battles alone — 
None but serpents inhabit the wilderness 8tone>— 
None but skeletons slumber upon the ground. 
And the vultures in solitude hover around." 

Firom the Polish of Jifickkwicz. 

The gun which was fired from the Yellow Frigate before she 
sailed from her moorings at Dundee attracted the attention of 
many in the town, and among others Hew Borthwick, who, at 
a bench outride the gate, had been teaching the constables men- 
at arms, who loitered about the king's lod^ng (as St. Margaret's 
Palace was sometimes named), various tricks with cards and dice. 
Hurrjang down St. Clement's Wynd with others, to the beach, 
he saw the frigate under full sail, standing down the river. 

" What the devil's i' the wind now?' was his first thought; 
" if Sir Andrew encounters Howard on the high seas, our special 

Elan will assuredly be blown up like a soap-bubble ! Can Gair 
ave suspected us ? Impossible ! the fellow knew nothing, save 
that we boarded a ship — ^and what of that ? Well, well, let those 
laugh who win this desperate game. But it {ooks ill, yonder old 
grampus putting to sea in such hast-e," he continijed^ after a 
pause; " I must een hie me to Broughty, and see Sir Patrick." 

In those days there were but two hostelries in Dundee, and as 
neither of these had confidence enough in human virtue to entrust 
our worshipful knight with a horse, he was obliged to depart on 
foot for Broughty, passing out of the town by the shore mstead 
of the Seagate and market-place, for which he had a decided aver- 
sion ; and, indeed, wretch as he was, he could never pass through 
the latter without a shudder, as it recalled certain passages in 
the history of his family, with which we may now acquaint 
the reader. 

In many ancient records, but chiefly that old and quaint 
chronicle of Scotland written by Robert Lindesay, Laird of Pits- 
cottie, we are informed, that about thirty-eight years before the 
time of our story, there was a strange being named Ewain 
Gavelrigg, who dwelt among the Sidlaw hills in Angus, and who 
with his whole family was accused of the strange and horrible 
crime of •ating homon flesh ! 
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At the foot of the mountains, he occupied a small hut, walled 
with turf and thatched with heather, at a place called Uach-dair 
Tir — now Aucktertvre; hut his chief haunt was that savage 
pass in the Sidlaws, Known as the Glack of Newtyle, where he 
waylaid, rohbed, and slew the solitary travellers who chanced to 
he benighted in that wild .and lonely district, which then lay- 
between Dundee and Strathmore. Several who had escaped him» 
and reached either the Castle of Baille-Craig, which was close 
by, or that of the Constable of Dundee, related how they had 
been encountered by a man of frightful aspect and vast stature, 
armed with a great mace and poniard. All accounts of him were 
similar. He was entirely clad in homespun grey, with rough 
deer-skin shoes and galligaskins; a broad belt of cowhide 
encircled his waist, and his head, which was ever destitute of 
bonnet, was protected by a forest of matted black hair. A blow 
from his clenched hand was sufficient to brain a mountain bull, 
or smite a charger to the earth ; and those who escaped from him, 
averred that thev saw him sucking the blood from the wounds of 
those he had slain, and rending asunder their limbs like the 
branches of a withered hush, while he picked their bones, as a 
marmoset might pick those of a chicken. 

In that age of credulity and marvel, such stories made a 
terrible impression on the people. The whole of Angus rang 
with them — and others were constantly being added, each more 
startling than the last. The men of Strathmore, the light 
Lindesays, the vassals of Glammis, and even the valiant Sutors of 
Forfar, never ventured abroad after night-fall, save in parties of 
three or four, and always well armed with their quarter staves 
or two-handed swords. 

Twice had men of undoubted valour and veracity averred that 
they had slain him ; one an arrow-maker of Dundee, by a wound 
he had given him in the throat; another who was a sword- 
filipper of Banff, by a thrust he had given him in the breast ; but 
they were taunted as bootless boasters, for this strange and un- 
couth being was still haunting the pass of the Sidlaws. 

A succession of these incredible stories excited the wonder and 
kindled the chivalry of Sir James Scrimegeour of Dudhope, the 
young constable of Dundee ; and attended only by Lord Drum- 
mond— then Sir John of that ilk — well mounted and in full 
armour, on St. John's night in the year 14410, he rode to the 
Glack of Newtyle, and there, like a paladin of old, blew three 
blasts with his bugle-horn. The night was unusually dark, and 
the broad sheet lightning was reddening the sky behind the 
black peak of Kinpumie, which is eleven -hundred feet in height, 
and is the highest of the Sidlaw range. The narrow-hiidle path 
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which led throtigli the Qlack was buried in obscurity, and clum] 
of stunted firs which grew in the morasses waved mournful 
in the wind that sang down the mountain pass and throng 
their wiry foliage. 

With their chargers shod with felt, the knights rode softly o 
and as challenger, Scrimegeour, the royal standard-bearer, was 
bowshot in front of Sir John Drummond. 

By the first blast of his bugle the erne was roused from i 
eyry among the cliffs of Kinpumie ; by the second the ward< 
at Baille-Craig was wakened from his sleep, and the hirsels low€ 
on the hills ; but the third had scarcely been tossed among tl 
mountain echoes by the wind, when between him and that mic 
night sky, which every instant was reddened by the bright bi 
silent lightning, the valiant Scrimegeour saw a gigantic figui 
arise as if from the ground, with its long hair waving wildlj 
while it brandished a mace, which was fiimished with a studde 
ball of steel, that swung at the end of an iron chain. 

"Ewain Gavelrigg — ^man or fiend — come on!" exclaimed th 
knight, and though every pulse in his body for a moment stoo 
still, he dashed forward to the combat. 

By one blow of this iron mace, which descended like athundei 
bolt, the brains of the horse were dashed back into its rider's fac( 
and the rider himself hurled prostrate on the path. Then th 
vampire or demon of XJach-dair Tir strode over him, brandishinj 
his tremendous weapon, and uttering a succession of wild shout 
of laughter. Grasping by the throat the half-stunned constabl 
of Dundee, and compressing his gorget of steel as if it had been 
lady's rufF of lace, he would have slain him there but for th 
valour of his companion, and a vow he had made to build a chap€ 
in honour of St. John, if he escaped. Moreover, it is related 
that he was almost suffocated by the inconceivable odour tha 
pervaded the body of his herculean conqueror. While the lattei 
exulting in his victory, and laughing like a hyaBna, was haJ 
stranghng and half dragging the discomfited Scrimegeour to 
wards the pine woods, he neither heard nor saw Drummond 
who with his light Barbary courser, shod by soft felt, advance( 
over the velvet sward that bordered the wayside, but noiselessly 
like the tall shadow of a man and horse. 

The long sharp lance of Drummond was in the rest, and urgec 
by the full force of a galloping steed and the thrust of apowerfu 
arm, the head of steel and a yard of the tough ash pole, wen 
driven through the, body of the midnight marauder, who expiree 
with a frightful cry. 

When day broke and the body of this strange man was ex- 
amined, it was found to be vast in its strength and proportion 
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but terrible in aspect ; and multiplied by a hundred-fold, the 
odour of dead carrion pervaded it. When stripped, it was found 
to have^wr wounds, from all of which the black blood had been 
freely flowing ; viz : those where Drummond's lance had pierced 
the back and breast, and those inflicted by the barbed shaft of 
the arrow-maker, and the sword of the dalmascar. 

Two wild and haggard-looking women, his wife and daughter, 
came from their hut at Uach-dair Tir, and as a boon begged to 
have the body for interment, and as a refusal would have been 
deemed unknightly, it was freely bestowexl by the valiant Laird 
of Dudhope, who first hewed off the hand which had grasped 
him by the throat, and nailed it on the western gate of Dundee, 
where the skeleton fingers were to be seen in the days of 
James IV. 

In accordance with his vow, he endowed and dedicated a beau- 
tiful little chapel to St. John the Evangelist, which he built at 
the Sklait-hewchs, upon a rock near the burgh ; but the walla of 
this fair oratory had barely been raised three feet in height, when 
again the travellers, who m that unruly age were hardy enough 
to traversie the wilds between Dundee and Strathmore, were 
found murdered and mutilated ; children disappeared, desperate 
conflicts were fought and pools of blood found in the Glack of 
Newtyle, and all Angus was stricken with consternation by 
tidings that the wild man of the Sidlaws had come alive again ! 

By sound of trumpet at the burgh crosses. Sir Alexander 
Livingstone, of Calenaer, governor to the young King James I., 

S reclaimed a general crusade against him. The hut at Uach- 
air Tir was levelled and destroyed, when, in a chamber, or vault 
below it, there were found an incredible number of bones, which 
the credulity of the time magnified to a perfect hecatomb of 
human remains. Dudhope brought a hundred lances on horse- 
back, the Lindesays of Crawford and the Abbot of Aberbroth- 
wick a thousand each ; the Laird of Bailie Craig brought a band 
of gallant archers ; a general hunt began ; the whole country was 
searched between Stenton Craig and Edzel Kirk, till, deep in a 
chasm of the Sidlaw hills, the sleuth bratches of Dudhope dis- 
covered Ewain Gravelrigg, who made a desperate and frantic re- 
sistance, slew eight men and three horses — after threatening all 
the rest with dire vengeance, even if he should be slain ; but he 
was at last overborne by blunted spears, for the knights wished 
to capture and not to slay him ; and for a charm each had tied 
to his lance's head a rosemaiy branch, with a twig of the rowan 
tree. 

Having but one hand to fight with, he was soon bound hard 
and fast qy* cords and chains, slung under a horse's belly, and 
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thus conveyed to Dundee, where he was sentenced by the Coi 
stable to be burned at the market-cross, together with his wifi 
daughter, and son, a little child, to make sure that none of 
brood fio terrible should ever come alive again. 

Jellon Borthwick, a prebend of Dunkeld, pled hard to nav 
the child delivered to hrni ; and his boon was granted ; but th 
others were burned in succession : first Gavehrigg, then his wif< 
and next their daughter, who was also accused, whether truly o 
falseW' we know not, of having eaten the flesh of many children 

" When she was coming to the place of execution,'* saith Rober 
liindesay in his Chronicle, "thair gathered an hudge multitud o 
people, and especiallie of vomen, cursing her for being so ui^ 
nappie as to committ such damnable dei£s ; to whom she turned 
with an ireful countenance, saying — 

" * Wliairfoir chyde ye me, as if I had committed a/n un 
icorthie act ? Give me credence and trow me, if ye had expe 
rience of eating of mens and womens flesch, ye wald think i 
so delitious, that ye wald never forbear it agan£ /* 

" So without any signe of repentance," concludes the historian 
" this vnhappie traitour deid in the sight of the people." 

Her ashes, with those of her terrible parents, were scatterec 
on the waters of the Tay ; and a black whin-stone in the cause- 
wayed market-place long remained to indicate the spot whert 
they perished. Hew Borthwick was the child whom the priesi 
saved : hence it was that he shuddered to pass through the centra] 
street of Dundee. The good old prebend, who had given him his 
own name, reared him for the Church, in the hope that through 
his piety and prayers the atrocious lives of his parents might in 
some measure be atoned for ; but Hew broke his vows, and came 
forth into the world, to fulfil the terrible mission for which fate 
seemed to destine him. 

The people of Dundee and Angus knew not that he was the 
rescued chud of the terrible Ewain Gravelrigg, the ogre of the 
Sidlaws : for the secret was known only to the prebends of Dun- 
blane ; and animated either by pity for the wretch himself, or a 
sense of shame that their holy cloister had once been desecrated 
by his presence, they locked the secret in their own brei^sts, — 
Unfortunately, we may add, for many of the actors in our drama, 
and most unfortimately indeed for the whole of Scotland, as the 
event proved. 

An hour's walk along the rough and shingly beach brought 
Hew Borthwick to the gates of Broughty, the strong walls of 
which, when occupied by a gallant garrison, twice defied the 
Regent Ai-ran with eight pieces of cannon and eight thousand 
infantry. The barbican, with its flanking towers and strong 
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cortaiii waD was then well monnted by heavy cnlverins of yetlan 
iron, to sweep the river ; but the smaller guns, which faced the 
ualt marshes on the north, and the links of Moniefieth on the east, 
were composed of iron rings, enclosing malleable iron bars. Like 
other royal castles, it was garrisoned by a company of the king's 
Wageoursy as the people named the enlisted soldiers of those 
military bands by which James III., at a time when standing 
armies were unknown, with a foresight far in advance of his age, 
provided for the security of the kingdom ; especially towards the 
nontier of England. 

Thus, in addition to the troops in the five great fortresses of 
the Lowlands, and to five hundred soldiers maintained in Berwick 
imtil its loss and betrayal by the Duke of Albany, James, with 
consent of his Parliament, made the Laird of Glengilt captain 
of a hundred archers and lances, who kept the castles of Black- 
adder, Hume, and Wedderbum ; the Laird of Edmeston com- 
manded as many royal archers and lances in the castles of 
Cessford, Ormiston, and Edgerston ; the Laird of Cranston, a 
hundred lances and archers, in the Border Peels of Jedburgh, 
Cocklaw, and Dolphinton; the Laird of Lamington had a 
hundred troopers under his orders in Hermitage ; the Laird of 
Amisfield a hundred more in Castlemilk, Bellistower, and 
Annan. In Broughty, Kyneff had fifty archers, and fifty pike- 
men. All these troops, like the arquebussier^ of the kme's 
fihips, were uniformly clad ; the horsemen in steel jacks, and the 
infantry in blue surcoats, having St. Andrew's white cross upon 
the back and breast ; under all these captains were lieutenants, 
who received from the exchequer, as the daily pay of their 
soldiers, eleven shillings and sixpence for every spear and bow. 
This organization was one of the many wise measures taken by 
this good king to ensure the safety of his southern frontier; 
but such a permanent force, however small, was eminently ob- 
noxious to the feudal nobles. 

The sentinels at the gate of Broughty, who knew that Borth- 
wick, though a somer and blackleg, was a dependent or follower 
of their captain, admitted him at once, and he was conducted up 
a bare stone staircase, through the large bleak and ill-furnished 
hall of the great tower, to an apartment, which was hung with 
anas, that had once displayed bright stripes of alternate 
erimson and gold, now fadea to rusty green and sombre brown, 
A straw mat covered the stone floor ; the furniture consisted of 
a buffet, encumbered by flasks, bowls, and drinking horns, 
swords, poniards, cards, chessmen, hawks' hoods, dog-whips, and 
a hundred other et-cetera, covered by dust; four clumsy arm- 
«luuM» M matiy tripod stools, and an oak table, at which Sir 
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James Shaw and Sir Patrick Gray were drinking the cheap 
Bordeaux wine which was then brought in by the Eestern 
Seaa. 

"Ho, ho! speak of the devil!" — said Gray, as Borthwick 
entered ; " welcome ! thou art the very man we have been wishing 
for," he added, kicking a stool towards him unceremoniously with 
his foot ; " close the door and drop the arras, for we have some- 
thing to talk of that others may not, must not, hear/' 

" The king's intended banquet to the nobles at Edinburgh P" 

"Nay, nay; fill your horn first, my fine fellow," said Sir 
Patrick Gray ; " *tis a thirsty affair, a walk in the sunshine 
along yonder sandy shore." 

" Tnanks, sir Captain — devil ! I am thirsty," replied Borth- 
wick ; so he quaffed off a pot of wine ; " I had not ray purse at 
my girdle, and the rascally hostler in the Seagate would trust 
me with nothing more than a cup of cold water, and on that I 
lunched." 

" So the Laird of Largo has sailed," said the Governor of 
Stirling, knitting his brows inquiringly. 

** I ken not on what errand, sirs." 

" If yonder villain of a boatman hath proved false, we shall 
all have to mount to ride, like Bordermen, when the spurs are 
on the platter and the houghs i' the pot," said Gray. 

At this surmise they all changed colour, and Shaw looked as 
yellow as that English gold for which so many Scottish traitors 
were ever ready to sell their services and their souls. 

" Well, I care not," said Gray ; " for every man in this tower, 
though drawing the king's pay and drinking his ale, are mine 
own true men to the backbone ; vassals of my barony, who will 
fight only under the banner that I choose to follow." 

" I may say as much for his majesty's garrison in Stirling," 
said Sauchie ; " but I would that Ang^s and Drummond were 
come hither ; for now since this plebeian king of ours will neither 
march to fight in Brittany, nor to pray at St. John of Amiens, 
we must e'en devise other measures, or our pretty bubbles may 
be blown, if yonder old sea-horse, with his devilish Yellow 
Frigate, encounter Howard on the high seas." 

" Then I trust in God that the EngUshman may sink with all 
his papers, for he can never capture.Wood!" replied the Captain 
of Broughty, with fervour. " A startling affair it will be, if Sir 
Andrew finds all the secrets contained in the iron-bound book of 
Master Kraft, the London Attorney, and lays them before King 
James and our enemies of the Privy Council." 

" But our Bond with Henry is in cipher." 

"Those shaven monks and cunnizig clerks, who write to 
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James in Crreek, Hebrew, and other damnable langni^es, will 
Boon find a key to onr ciphers, believe me. Sir James." 

** Then something must be done, for we know not what this 
night may bring forth," said Shaw, refilling his wine cap; 
** where are Wood's ships now?" 

"Hull down, already," replied Borthwick, looking firtun a 
window which faced the Fiith of Tay, whose blue waters were 
beginning to redden in the setting snn. 

** By my sonl ! I oonld have laughed oatright at the gravity 
with which Bothesay acceded to my proposal for the hand of 
Maggie Drommond," said Chray. 

" What if she accept thee?" asked Sir James Shaw. 

''Bight well knew I there is but slender chance of that; bat 
Borthwick, have you examined all the avenues to this damosel's 
chamber, so that we may have her by the time Howard 
returns?" 

" By to-night I will have made sure. Sir Patrick ; but if 
Howard is slmn or taken by Sir Andrew, what then ?" 

" We must devise other means," said Shaw, vrith one of his 
deep, fierce glances ; " by St. Andrew ! I would give three of my 
best tenements in Stirling to have this suspense brought to aa 
end." 

*' For one of those tenements, — ^yea, the smallest. Sir James," 
said Borthwick, " I will write such a letter to Montrose as shall 
dethrone the kmg.' 

" To Montrose— 
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" Yea ; but the letter must go to Angus.* 

** Doth the Lord Angus read ?" asked Gray. 

" A little ; I saw him spelling over the legend on the castle gate.'* 

** A letter ! — and who will sign it ?" 

" Thou ! Borthwick ;— fellow, thou laughest at us !" 

" Under favour. Sir James, I never was more in earnest in 
my life. I will write, and sign it with the king's signature, and 
seal it with his seal, in such wise that not even he could detect 
•the hand of a forger; then how much less the half-lettered 
Angus ?" 

** With the king's seal, say you ?" 

" His private signet, which I found this morning at the gate 
of St. Salvador's chapel, where the king must have dropped it, 
after mass." 

"And this letter " 

" WiU kindle a blaze through all Scotland." 

" Art thou sure of this ?" asked Shaw, with a grim joy that 
was blended with incredulity and contempt* 
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" Let the deed show." 

" Hew Borthwick," said the traitor Shaw, "I know thee to he 
subtle as that serpent which of old beguiled our mother Eve. I 
know thee to love money, even as thine own soul, and I swear to 
thee by my part of Paradise, that if thy boasted letter achieves 
the promised end, thou shalt have, not one, but three of my best 
tenements in the Broad Wynd of Stirling, held of the Burgh by 
an armed man's service." 

" 'Tis a bargain ; and thou. Sir Patrick Gray, art witness,*' 
8idd Borthwick, rising with joy beaming in his atrocious counte* 
nance. 

" In that inner chamber are pens, parchment, and wax," said 
Gray ; " away to thy clerking, for here come the Lord Angus 
and his friendb." 

As Borthwick retired to compose one of the most villanou9 
forgeries ever made by a traitor's hand — ^unless we except the con- 
tents of that silver casket so famous in the history of Mary, or 
some of the letters of Secretary Stair, — a train of brilliant hoorse- 
men rode up the ascent to Broughty, and dismounted in iJie 
paved barbican. 



CHAPTER XV. 

COVCLAYE OF MALCOSTTSKTS. 

Sir Penny owre all gets the gree. 
Both in burgh and citie. 

In oastle and in tower ; 
Withouten either epear or shield, 
He is the best by firth or field, 

And stalwartest in stowre. 

Money t an oldJBdUad. 

Sib Patbick Gbat and Sir James Shaw rose with much real 
and more feigned respect, as the swarthy Earl of Angus, still 
clad as usual in his armour, the statesman-like Lord Drummond, 
wearing a suit of black velvet edged with corded gold, the Lords 
Hailes, Home, Stirling of KeLr, and the Hereditaiy Forester of 
Drum, all partially dad in buff and steel, and the grim old 
Steward of Menteith, with his long Highland cliob, and por- 
tentous beard that reached nearly to the top of his Kilt, 
entered. the apartment, making a great clatter with their long 
steel Bippou spurs, and those enormous swords, for the manufac- 
ture of which the sword slippers of Buiif bade fair to rival those 
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of Cologue and Toledo, and which were of such preposterous 
length, that they were generally worn across the hack, with the 
hilt at the left shoulder, over which they were unsheathed when 
necessary. 

Now, since James had declined his pilgrimage to Amiens, and 
Angus, leader of the peers, was quite averse to the invasion of 
Brittany, to destroy Montrose, "Wood, and other favourites of the 
king, there seemed to he no other resource hut a general appeal 
to arms ; and yet the malcontent harons were perhaps loth to 
engage again in a project so desperate. 

" I ken o' nocht for us hut an open raid and massacre o' the 
king's garrisons, if the^ hauld aloof," said the stem Steward of 
Menteith. '' Those paid soldiers are hut an insolent curh upon 
the auld and inhom power of the nohles." 

" Massacre !" reiterated Angus, with one of his dark smiles ; 
" and what then. Steward of Menteith ? The king can readily 
find new garrisons and new favourites, who will again keep the 
power in their own hands, to the exclusion of our interests." 

"Then let us dethrone the king," growled the Forester of 
Drum. 

" And crown youn'ff Bothesay in his stead, whether he will or 
not," added the Laira of Keir. 

" I like not the project," said Drummond, who was the most 
politic and least violent nohle there ; " dethrone I it hath a new 
and strange sound, sirs, to a Scottish ear." 

*' Dethrone — and why not, my lord?" asked Sir James Shaw, 
who was now flushed with wine ; " in our past history there are 
precedents enough even for the most unscrupulous. Without 
going hack to that harharous age when Fergus II. restored the 
monarchy, have we not had Constantino I., who was slain hy a 
Lord of the Isles ; and Ferquhard L, who fell into the errors of 
the Pelagians, and for his contempt of all holy rites was de-* 
throned hy his nohles, and cast into a dungeon, where he died 
like a Boman of old; Malduin, who was strangled hy his 
queen ; and the son of Mndon, who was shot hy an arrow ? Had 
we not Ewen VIII., 'who was slain for having wicked 
favourites,* all of whom ended their lives on a gallows, around 
which the people held juhilee as round a maypole P And did 
not Eth, Malcolm I., and Colin, all die at the behest of an in- 
sidted people? And last of all, was there not Duncan II., whom 
the Earl of Meam slew hy one stroke of his dagger ?" 

" The last you have named reigned four hundred years agp. 
Sir James," replied Lord Drummond, coldly ; " but I do Jiope in 
mv heart, that the measures which suited the thanes oi the 
eleventh century and their more barbarous predecessors, are alto^ 

u2 
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f ether antagonistic to the sentiments of the Scottish peers of 
ames III." , 

A partial murmur of pretended assent responded to this reply, 
and thus encouraged, the old lord continued — 

" When I remember the love of this young king for me, and 
how he placed a coronet on my head, I feel somethmg of remorse 
when men speak as thou, Sir James, hast spoken." 

" My lord," retorted the fiery baron, " in this desperate game, 
the man who feels 'remorse is lost!" 

" Alas ! I fear me it is but too true." 

" Eemorse !" added Gray ; " pshaw ! 'tis but weakness of mind 
and narrowness of soul !" 

Lord Drummond made an impatient step forward, but Angus 
grasped his arm. 

"Knight of Kyneff," said he, with a reddening brow and 
quivering lip, " I can afford to pardon this rashness of speech, 
which a younger man and soldier would be compelled to resent. 
I am an old man now, sirs, but while this dear Scotland of ours 
required my sword, it was never allowed to rest in its scabbard ; 
and if it is for the good of the people, whose natural head are the 
nobles, I will unsheath it against a corrupt court, as readily as 
against our hereditary foemen of England or elsewhere." 

" In this hast thou spoken well; for by one grand stroke must 
this corrupt court be swept away !" said the Earl of Angus, who 
as yet had not spoken much, but in whose breast was concen- 
trated all the pride of feudal nobility, and the memory of a lofty 
ancestry, whose origin was lost in tne dark ages of Scottish anti- 
quity, and whose nulitary glory was incorporated with the past 
history of the nation. " My lords and gentlemen, I will appeal 
to you, whether it is not an intolerable thing that I, who am 
lieutenant-general of the kingdom, must receive orders and edicts 
from this new-fangled Duke of Montrose, whose ancestry were 
but Lairds of Crawford and Glenesk when mine were Earls of 
Douglas and Lords supreme of Galloway ? — men who, since the 
days when Sholto the Swarthy won the Dale of Douglas by his 
valour, have been foremost in every field that is honourable to 
Scotland, — men who bore on their shields the red lion of the Gal- 
wegii at the battles of Largs, Theba, and Northallerton, and whose 
war cry, six hundred years ago, found a terrible echo in the ranks 
of the Longobardi ! I will rather die, as many of them have 
died, on the red field of battle, than stoop their honoured crest to 
this ignoble yoke ! Aid me to drive these tawdry courtiers into 
England or the sea, and I will make thee, Drummond, Great 
Chamberlain of Scotland." 

"It would appear to me,** said Sir James Shaw> who was 



CONCLAVE OP MALCONTENTS. 113 

blinldng over another pot of wine, " that thon, my Lord Hailes, 
art better fitted for the office of treasurer than yonder old Saracen, 
KnoUin, the Prior of Ehodez." 

" Yes, and we shall make his good Mend Home lord privy 
seal, in lietl of that old foutre the Provost of Linclnden," added 
Sir Patrick Gray, half in jest. 

"Accept my thanks, sirs," replied Home; "but are there no 
pretty places you could choose for yourselves ?" 

" Why, let me think," muttered Gray ; " I have some old 
feuds in the Howe of Angus— feuds which have been standing 
over since my father fought Huntly at the battle of Brechin, on 
Ascension-day in *53, and I would like for one month — only a 
month, sirs — ^to be judge of justiciary, with a commission of fire 
and sword against all malcontents." 

" Right," hiccuped Shaw ; " by St. Beelzebub ! and thou shalt 
be clerk of justiciary too, instead of that painted fop, Halket of 
Belfico, and I shall be lord clerk register. The Laird of Bailie- 
Craig hath a pretty young wife and a cellar of pretty old wine ; 
we shall confiscate both. Sir Patrick — ^for he is a malcontent, and 
master of the king's hounds." 

During this, the Earl of Angus, who had been whispering 
aside with the politic old chief of the Drummonds, now stepped 
forward' with a peculiar smile on his dark visage. It almost 
amounted to drollery, if such an expression ever lighted up that 
swarthy and stem, yet handsome face, before which the sister of 
Henry VIII. of England quailed when his bride at the altar, and 
knelt down in the dust at the castle gate of Edinburgh, thirty- 
six years afterwards. 

" My lords and gentlemen, I crave your attention," said he : 
** the Lord Drummond, although steward of Stratheam and head 
of his house, does not feel that his family is sufficiently powerful 
to take the field formally against the court. His coronet is some- 
what newer than mine, and consequently seems to him, perhaps, 
of greater value. Thus he proposes to strengthen himself by 
two alliances in mairiage, through which he calculates on having 
at least, for the security of himself and his cause, six other castles, 
well furnished with men and art-illery, and four thousand border 
horse and Lothian spearmen. His tnree daughters are beautii^l, 
and as we know, my lords, are peerless (in more ways than one). 
He therefore proposes to make you, my Lords of Home and 
Hailes, his sons-in-law, giving to each a good slice of his arable 
land in bonnie Stratheam, and three of Montrose's best farms iii 
the glen of Kincardine. Now, my lords, you have a noble chance 
to win earls' coronets, with fair countesses to share them. By 
St. Bryde of Kildara !" he added, turning to Stirling of Kei 
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"were I not espoused to yoiir dear daughter, Sir William, I 
would lay my heart and sword at the feet of one of these beau- 
tiful Drummonds." 

There was a general, but very subdued titter at this proposal ; 
Bhaw and Gray laughed so immoderately that Lord Drummond 
grew red with anger, and tall Angus bent his formidable gaze 
inquiringly upon them. The fierce old Steward of Stratheam 
stroked nis white beard (which seemed the exact cotmterpart of 
his Highland sporran), and adjusted his belted plaid, with the 
air of a man wno was about to say something for himself if the 
younger suiix)rs declined ; though he had already handfasted by 
force the fair daughter of a cock-laird in Glenartney. There was 
a momentary pause, for the two young Southland peers were con- 
founded by the sudden proposition, though such hastily conceived 
alliances were by no means uncommon m those days, when the 
Scottish nobles availed themselves of every means of strengthen- 
ing themselves for those sudden raids and revolts which were the 
ruin of the national strength, and the terror of the rising middle- 
class. 

" For my own part," said Hailes, hastening to break the silence, 
" I beg to offer my most dutiful thanks to tne Lord Drummond, 
and to say, that I will consider it the task — or rather the plea- 
sure — of my life to love his fair daughter Sybilla, and if he will 
honour me with her hand, two thousand of the best lances in 
Eastern Lothian will follow his banner to death I Alexander 
Home, what sayest thou P" 

" All that you have said, I too am ready to perform — except- 
ing that instead of spearmen, I bring two thousand troopers from 
Tweedside and the Merse, for I have long admired the Lady Eu- 
phemia Drummond, and would soon have learned to love her, 
but feared she was betrothed to the rich heir of Sir Andrew 
Barton." 

" Robert Barton is a brave, good fellow," said Lord Drummond, 
"but a stanch king's man." 

"And the son of a merchant skipper," said Angus; "so it is 
your bounden duty. Home, to save a noble lady from such a mis- 
alliance." 

" I place myself at the complete disposal of her father," replied 
Home, whom, like Hailes, the dazzling beauty of the proffered 
bride had made completely tractable ; " but what shall we say if 
each of the^e fair dames assert a woman's ri^ht of choice P" 

At this idea Lord Drummond laughed luoud, for that was a 
right which was but ill defined in Scotland till the middle or 
nearly the end of the last century. 

"Wine MM wine! more Boohelle and Bordeaux to drink is 
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these fair brides and facile bridegrooms !" cried the half-intoxi- 
cated Grovemor of Stiriing, as he thundered on the oaken table 
with a silver drinking-pot. ** Gray, is thy devil of a butler deaf, 
or is the cellar emptv ? * 

" We have three butts of Rochelle, a bombarde of Bordeaux, 
and Lammas ale enow to swim the Yelloto JFHgate" replied 
the chatelain ; " but, on my soul. Sir James, I think thou*st had 
enough before dinner." 

"More wine, 1 tell thee, thou inhospitable! Bring up the 
bombarde, and I will teach thee an infallible thrust, by which 
thou wilt always kill an adversary, even though girded in a triple 
coat of mail. By my faith, old Drummond, thou art a wise 
carle! Take lords, while thou canst get them; — ^better have 
e^^ to day than hens to-morrow. Ha I ha !" 

Altogether unaware of the troubles in store for them, the three 
daughters of Drummond at that very time were seated on the 
bartizan of their ancient mansion in Dundee, watching the white 
sails of the Yellow Frigate and her consort, as thev shone in the 
setting-sun, and diminished on those waters which the western 
light tinged with a golden ^low. 

With anxious eyes and saddened hearts, the dark-haired 
Euphemia and hazel-eyed Sybilla gazed after them, for they 
knew not on what errand the ships had sailed so hurriedly ; and 
there they lingered long after the summer sun had sunk beyond 
the beautiful Carse of Growrie, and its rays had faded from the 
green conical hill of Dundee, which was then girded by the 
ruined ramparts of a castle, averred by history to have been 
the habitation of Catanach, King of the Ficts, and afterwards dT 
Donald I. of Scotland. 

By their side sat Margaret, pale and thoughtful as usual, with 
little Lizzie and Beatrix nestling by her side. The ocean became 
a darker blue, and blended with the sky; bells rang for vespers in 
the many ecclesiastical buildings of the town, wnich then pos- 
sessed four great churches, five convents, and thirteen chapels ; 
and reluctantly and with silent anxiety the three fair girls 
withdrew from the proud bartizan to the chamber of dais 
below. 

By this time their politic — perhaps we are not wrong in 
saying cunning — old father was leaving the tower of Broughty, 
accompanied by his two intended sons-in-law, and two gentlemen, 
both Drummonds of Stratheam, who were his constant attend- 
ants, and were constantly armed to the teeth. Borthwick, who 
had finished his letter, and was loitering in the archway, beckoned 
to his lordship, and nnooyering his head with great respect, 
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craved a ^/ord with him, for he had not forsjotten the panch he 
received on the head from the fiery young Duke of Eothesay, 
and his heart yet burned to be revenged for it. 

" Well, good fellow, what would you with me ?" asked 
the noble, as he checked his horse, for he was in excellent 
humour at the prospect of two such powerful alliances for his 
daughters. 

** I am one who has a sincere friendship for your lordship, and 
a regard for the honour of your family," said Borthwick in a 
whisper ; " and I beg to warn you, that by watching well, there 
may be discovered a certain masked man, wearing a scarlet 
mantle, who visits your mansion under cloud of night—generally 
about the hour of ten — ^and who enters a postern by the way of 
FL^h-street." 

The old lord glanced hastily at Home and Hailes, but fortu- 
nately they were beyond earshot ; so he turned sternly to Borth- 
wick, and said, — 

" Fellow, art sure of what thou tellest me ?" 

" Sure as I have now the honour of addressing you." 

" A scarlet mantle, say you ; — the Lord Lindesay wears one ;— 
'tis like his insolence. Well, this eavesdropper shall die ! But 
who art thou ?" 

" A friend and follower of Sir Patrick Gray, who will vouch 
for my veracity." 

" A most worthy recommendation !" said the old lord, ironi- 
cally ; " but I thank you, sir, and will watch, believe me. This 
muffled man may find it perilous work, and that he had better, 
as our mott/O hath it, ffun^ warily, or byde at home. Camock 
— ^Balloch !" he added to the two gentlemen referred to, " come 
hither." 

They cantered up to his side; and with all the ardour of 
vengeance. Hew Borthwick watched their chief as he repeated 
the mformation just received, and no doubt gave them the neces- 
sary instructions how to waylay and discover this unknown 
interloper. 

" So much for thee and thy blow," said he, with one of his 
hyaena laughs ; " and this for thy simple father." 

For a moment he contemplated his letter, which was written 
on the coarse grey paper then coming into use, folded square, 
pierced at the comers with blue ribbons, which were tied 
saltirewise, and sealed with purple wax like a royal letter,— 
sealed, moreover, by the king's own private signet, which Borth- 
wick applied to this most infamous use. 

The traitor gazed complacently at his handiwork, and then 
concealiug it imder his scarlet mantle, he returnee^ to the 
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tapestried roomi where Kyneff was still drinking, and Sir James 
Shaw was now lying prostrate on the Tiiattcd iloor, and com- 
pletely intoxicated.* 



CHAPTER XVI. 

▲KOTHBB son-in-law! 

Bat state-craft, mainlf, was his pride and boast ; 

* The golden medium' was his guiding star, 
Which means * Move on until you're uppermost. 

And then things cant be better than they are 1' 
Brief in two rules, he summed the ends of man— 
JEeep aU you ?iave, and try for all you can! 

King Abthub. 

Next day was Sunday, and, as nsnal in that age, the people of 
Dundee, after mass, were shooting at the butts with arquebus 
and bow ; for, by the same act of the Scottish legislature which 
abolished the games of football and golf, targets were ordained 
to be set up by the sheriffs near every parish kirk, where, 
busked as archers, all the young men repaired to shoot at least 
six arrows, each a clothyard long, under fine of twopence ; and 
thus in every town, however small, there was an arrow-maker 
who drove a thriving trade, though firearms were rapidly super- 
seding the more ancient weapon, in the use of which the Low- 
land Scots never equalled the English or the Highlanders. 

The Duke of Rothesay, with Lord Lindesay and other young 
courtiers, mingled with the burgesses, and took shot about in 
their turn among the sailcloth-wabsters, bonnet-makers, and 
baxters at the butts ; for it was one of the greatest charms, and 
the leading wish of the Stuart princes while in Scotland, to be 
considered a part of the people, rather than as jewelled demi- 
gods enthroned on pedestals, and placed above the lot of common 
humanity. On this morning, it was remarked that the young 
prince did not shoot as was his wont, that his arrows fell wide 
of the mark ; that he was abstracted, careless, and fretful ; for 
overnight a trooper had arrived from the captain of the king's 
band in Annan, stating that there was a rumour of the old 
Bishop of Dunblane having been wantonly seized on the high 
seas by Sir Stephen Bull, an English captain, who had carried 
the reverend lord a prisoner, with all his papers, to Henry VII., 
at London. 

Tidings like these spread like wildfire among the people, 
aggravating the angry bitterness occasioned by the assault on 
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Barton's ships in time of peace ; the English faction, and those 
who, for their own infamous ends, were anxious to further 
Bothesay's marriage with Margaret Tudor, hung their heads; 
while the national party, whose eyes were always turned to- 
wards the continent for royal alliances, openly exulted, and ex- 
pressed the utmost resentment at an insidt which yet required 
confirmation. 

The first thought of the young prince was his Margaret, and 
of what her emotions would he ; for on that kind hishop's return 
she had garnered up the inmost hopes of her heart. Oh ! how 
he longed for evening, and cursed the lagging hours! 

Evening came at last, and then more sombre night. 

Masked, muffled in his cloak, and armed with his sword and 
poniard, Rothesay a^in left the little provincial palace of St. 
Margaret by the private door, and proceeded to the house of 
Lord Drummond. As he traversed the dark and narrow Fish- 
street, he did not perceive three watchers, who were also disguised, 
for they wore short black cloaks and iron salades, which com- 
pletely concealed their faces, having only a horizontal slit for 
the eyes ; they wore boots with felt soles, and had long swords at 
their girdles. 

These were Lord Drummond, and his clansmen Balloch and 
Caniock ; none of them recognised Rothesay, who, without per- 
ceiving the three figures which glided after him like dark shadows, 
reached the northern arcade of the old house, and by his master- 
key opened the private door which led to the secret stair (the 
entrance and windings of which Lord Drummond had hitherto 
supposed to be known to himself only), and ascended straight to 
the bower of his mistress. While his heart swelled with rage 
and astonishment, the chief resolved to discover the masker, and 
to probe the affair to the bottom. He drew his sword, and 
desiring his friends to keep sure watch in the street, followed 
cautiously, but noiselessly, behind the young prince. 

On that evening Lady Margaret had heard the rumour of the 
old bishop's capture, and, with a heart that was full almost to 
bursting, she sought the little oratory — everv house had one in 
those days — to pray and weep ; but it was already occupied, for 
her sisters Lizzie and Beatie, who had the special charge of the 
altar, were industriously dusting the cushions, and preparing all 
for the morrow's mass, after which they knelt down together, to 
pray and invoke the protection of St. Margaret, with whom their 
ancestor, Andreas Dromond, had come out of Hungary into 
Scotland. 

" Pray for me, dear Lizzie," said Margaret, in a tremulous 
7oice, as she paused at the altar-rail. 
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y I pnsjfatjon ftD^-my &tiier, Eaphemia, Beatiei and Sylyw — " 
said the fittle girl, in a whisper, as she tiednp abonqnet of white 
roses, ** and for my new doll, when it is good, and for kind 
Bobert Barton, and Sir David Falconer, when thej are on the 
sea. Do I not, sw^ mother?^ said the diild, looking np at a 
beautifhi white image of the Madonna, which, with the infant 
Jesus in her aims, stood abore the altar, draped by a t^ and 
crowned by a drdet of gold.^ 

" Oh, sister Idzzie," whispered Beatie, ''is not that a deair, 
dear wee baby P'" 

" How I should like to have jnst snch a baby, ftr my doll fell 
and broke its nose," responded the other ; " if you had such a 
baby, would you not love it, sister Maggie ?" 

Margaret thought of her little bate that slept in the secret 
alcove, and her tears fell fast. 

'* Say one prayer especially for me, for indeed tiie wishes of 
such pure aoms as yours must be like unto those of angels," 
replied Margaret, as she kissed her pretty little sisters on the 
forehead, and lest they should perceive her tears, though the oak 
oratory was but dimly lighted by a silver lamp suspended firom 
the roof, she hurried away to her own apartment, where she found 
Itothesay hanging over their sleeping ofl&piing, which lay within 
its curtained alcove, like a waxen doll. 

She threw herself into his arms, and gave vent to a long and 
passionate fit of weeping; Bothesay did all in his power to 
console her, and after a time succeeded. Rousseau remarks, that 
to the woman who loves truly, there is no nurfiin the world ; tor 
to her the object is more, and every other less ; and such was 
aweet Margaret's love for Bothesay ! 

As they sat with their arms as closely entwined as their hearts, 

" Dearest Maggie," said he, gazing tenderly and conscience- 
stricken upon her pure and pale Madonna face, and with that 
expression of eye that speaks of a love vemng on idolatry, while 
he smoothed the thick tresses of her ri(^ soil hair, " dearest 
Maggie, I must end this painful and unmanly secrecy, by avowing 
my passion, and our marriage, to the people." 

"Alas! then how shall I, a poor weak girl, withstand the 
power of two ambitious kings?" 

" Thou wrongest my good father, dear Margaret. His h«art 
is as free from ambition as from guile !" 

"But not fix>m the cold policy that would wed you to a 
princess." 

" I am not the first of our royal line who has wedded the 
daughter of a baron." 

" No— but from that I can gather bat little hop^" sighed 
Margaret. 
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" David n. married Margaret Logic, the daughter of a simple 
knight." 

" Ah ! and how fared she ? Repudiated hy her hushand when 
his love grew cold — banished from his court, penniless and poor, 
she sought the protection of Urban V. at Avignon, and died of 
a broken heart among strangers ; so that we know not where 
she, a queen of Scotland, found a grave. Better far, had she 
wedded in her own degree, to die beloved, and sleep among her 
kindred in the old chapel of Rattray." 

" But this was more than a hundred and thirty years ago ; and 
since that time Robert III. married Annabella Dnunmond, of 
your own family." 

" Alas, again ! was she happy P" 

The prince was silent, and Margaret continued. 

"Does not rumour say that she died at Inverkeithing of 
sorrow for the misfortunes t^at had descended upon the grey 
hairs of her good husband, and for the loss of her sons ; and 
then there was Jane of Somerset, who received into her body the 
same sword that pierced the heart of her husband, James I. If 
no better fate is in store for your poor little Margaret than fell 
to the lot of those queenly dames, better it were a thousand 
times, dear prince, that you had never seen — ^had never loved 
her." 

** But the king, my father, must and shall remember that love 
levels all distinctions, and indeed knows of none," replied the 
prince, impatiently ; " thy love for me, Maggie, raises thee to my 
rank, and mine for thee brings me down to thine, if indeed there 
is a difference, for a lady by birth is the equal of a king ! But 
why those sad misgivings ? and why look back to Margaret of 
Logic, to Euphemia of Ross, to Elizabeth Mure, to Jane, or Anna- 
bella, the queens of barbarous times, when our kings wore shirts 
of mail, drank out of pewter, and kept their courts in Scone or 
Rothesay. Be confident, little one, for I love thee with all the 
depth of a young and honest heart — ^yea, Margaret, with all the 
strength of a burning soul I Thou shalt yet be Queen of Scotland, 
for if my father, or others, drive me into this hateful English 
marriage, I will join with the malcontent nobles, and when the 
cubs turn upon the lAon, woe to Scotland then !" 

The prince kissed her with ardour. Then Margaret sprang to 
the little alcove, and noiselessly lifting out the rosy cheruD, which 
lay with its tiny hands folded under its dimpled and double chin, 
she placed it, still sleeping, in the arms of Rothesay, and knelt 
down at his feet, yet half reclined upon his knee, to contemplate 
their child, the dear idol of her affectionate heart-^the pledge of her 
pure virgin love— -nursed, as it had been born, in secrecy ; the only 
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solace of many a lonely and many a bitter hour. The yonnff 
pair were full of ecstasy, and oblivious of all but themselves and 
Iheir beautiful babe. To them it was a reverie, a joyous waking 
dream ! How happy they were, with their bright young eyes 
bent over that small plump sleeping face and rosebud chin, while 
the rich brown locks of Rothesay mingled with Margaret's 
still darker curls, as with all the expression of a Madonna she 
huBs over her infant, with her sofb eyes full of tears, and joy, 
and noliness. 

"If my father saw this beautiful child," said Margaret, "lam 
quite sure he would forgive me." 

" Be not over confident. Madam I" said a stem voice behind 
them. 

A faint cry rose to Margaret's lips, which, like her cheek, 
grrew ashy pale ; and with one hand round the infant, and the 
other on nis sword, the bold prince sprang up, to be confronted 
by the tall dark figure of Lord Drummond, leaning on his naked 
sword, which was at least five feet lon^. He was contemplating 
them with an expression of eye which it would be difficult to 
determine or analyse. He had overheard the whole interview ; 
astonishment had given place to indignation; indignation to 
grief and anger; and these had in turn been supplanted by 
gratified pride and ambition. 

Shame crimsoned the cheeks and terror sealed the lips of poor 
Margaret; while confusion, with something of anger at being 
surprised, reddened the haughty brow of Rothesay, and for a 
moment there was a painful silence on the lips of all. 

" Your Grace of Rothesay has wronged me — deeply wronged 
me !" said the old lord, with a terrible gravity of manner, as he 
struck his sword into the floor. 

" Had I words, my lord, to extenuate the offence I have com- 
mitted against you," replied the young prince modestly, as h» 
cast down his eyes, and clasped in his the hand of the kneeling 
Margaret, " I would explain and apologize for my seeming mis- 
conduct ; but at this moment there is no coherence in my mind, 
and I only dread to rouse your already too just indignation." 

" And thou too, Maggie 1" said her father, reproachfully and 
with bitterness ; " it was very bad of thee to deceive me, for thou 
hast ever been my favoiirite child, and none but the blessed God 
can know how much I loved thee." Then raising his voice, he 
added passionately, "By the Lord of heaven and earth, my 
daughter, prince, must be the acknowledged Duchess of Rothesay, 
or I shall slay thee, even as the Lord Athole slew thy grandsire 
James the First !" 

Margaret's sweet pale face became convulsed by griefi and shi 
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wept bitterly; but still her father's brow grew darker, and bis 
eye rested on the little babe in Bothesa^'s arms. 

"Am I to understand that you have ignobly made a Highland 
wedding of it, or been handfasted by some hedge priest or tramp- 
ing pardoner, to tiie fool dishonour of a hou«e as yet unsuliied 
by a stain P Answer me, Dake of Bothesay, for even were you 
heir to a thousand thrones instead of only one, I would not have 
the honour of my daughter and the honour of my name, trifled 
with even for a single hour." 

"Alas, my lord," said Bothesay, "why do men, who, like 
yourself, are no longer young, forget that they have ever been 
80 P I have loved your daughter long, yea, since I saw her first 
attend my mother's court in Stirling, a little demoiselle of the 
tabourette. Your lordship knows the hateful scheme of having 
an English wife for me, and how in my cradle I was betrothed 
to the Princess Cecilia of England, and thereal^er to Henry 
Tudor* 8 daughter. My heart, my afterlife and happiness, were 
bartered away like a useless isle or frontier town Dy cunning 
ambassadors and cold diplomatists; but as I grew older I revolted 
at such a state of tut;eiage, and in spurning the future soon 
learned to love the gentlest of your daughters. She knew how 
I was circumstanced, but spare her, and spare me, the recapitu- 
lation of all I said and did to procure the honour of her hand ; 
for in secret we were es^used, eighteen months ago, in the 
cathedral of Dunblane, as its registers yet can testify — espoused 
by Father Zuill, the admiral's chaplain, and with consent of my 
good friend, the Lord Bishop Chisholm, for whose return from 
Bome with a papal dispensation we have waited long and wearily. 
And here, to ail unknown save to her nurse and me, Margaret bore 
and nursed this babe — and oh, my lord, look gently on it, for it 
yet may wear the crown of a hundred gallant Kings." 

" Prince, thou amazest me I" said the old lord, with a tone ot 
severity ; " this secrecy—" 

"Think over it, my dear good lord and father," resumed 
Bothesay with energy, and in his most winning^ manner, for he 
felt that he was advocating the cause of the shnnking Margaret, 
rather than his own. " Had I openly espoused your daughter, 
taunted by the English faction, a nundred ambitious nobles had 
felt themselves and their daughters insulted ; had I obtained the 
consent of Parliament for such a marriag^e, then long ere the 
dispensation for our consanguinity arrived irom Bome, by poison 
or otherwise the subtle Tudgr had swept our Margaret firom his 
daughter's path ; for alas ! my lord, too well do we know that 
ever since the wars of Bruce there hath existed among us a fac- 
tion of traitor Saots» each of whom for English gold would sell 
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Ills dearest brother into slavery, even as Joseph was sold by bis 
bretbren — if by doing so place or pelf could be secured ; and this 
evil spirit toill never die J Beflect upon these things, my lord 
—reflect upon them — pardon and advise us, for I am the son of 
your king, and Margaret may yet be Queen of Scotland and the 
Isles." 

Though Lord Drummond maintained an outward aspect of 
severity and offended dignity, he was very far from feeling it in 
his he£urt, and indeed was at no small pains to conceal the real 
gratification afforded him bj^ this discovery of a third son-in- 
law, and by the prospect that if this secret marriage was properly 
brought before the king, the parliament, and country, his daugh- 
ter would, in the first place, be hailed as Duchess of Eothesay, 
and if she survived James III., would assuredly be queen con- 
sort of the realm. He saw the rival house of Crawford eclipsed, 
his enemies in Stratheam crashed, the house of Drumraond 
placed on such a pedestal as it had not occupied since the days of 
Kobert HE. and Queen Annabella, and the golden shower of 
honours, titles, perquisites, and everything that ambition could 
desire, descending upon his old and politic head. Even Hailes 
and Home, with their earls* coronets in perspective, dwindled 
down into mere nothingness before an alliance such as this ; and 
as for poor Robert Bai-ton, he was no more thought of at that 
moment than an old piece of ropeyam ! Lord Drummond raised 
his daughter and kissed her with great formality, upon which 
ahe threw herself into his arms in a passion of gratitude and joy. 

" Come to me, dear Maggie," said he ; "I forgive thee ; but 
gecret as ye kept this matter, be yet more secret now, I pray you, 
until the time appointed for revealing all. Te have been stand- 
ing, as it were, upon a precipice, for royal alliances and a noble's 
honour are not to be played with like gems or gawds ; for men — 
even the wisest and greatest — neither make nor mar them at 
pleasure. Be secret still, I implore you, keeping this unwary 
marriage from others, even as ye have kept it from me. The 
bishop has been seized, and Henry of England, for purposes ot 
his own, will destroy the dispensation ; but we will have a sharp 
war anent it, and then all hope for the English match will die 
amid the crash of swords and lances, the boom of cannon, and 
the flight of flanes. But come, prince, the night waxes apace ; 
the morrow is a new day, when I must, in uie first instance, 
confer with the king your father, and in the second, have this 
little babe — this poor wee imp of love, perchance of wrath^ 
committed to some of my surest vassals in Stratheam. Come, 
Bothesay, come." 

" Adieu, Maggie," s^d the prince, as he kissed heit hand and 
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retired by the secret door ; " adieu, my best, myfirst, and dea]> 
est hope !" 

And as the Lord Drummond hurried him away, he saw poor 
Margaret; as if overcome by the whole interview, sink down, 
pale, breathless, and exhausted, into her pric'dieu, with her face 
buried in her hands. 

He gave her an anxious and impassioned glance, the last he 
was fated to bestow on Margaret I)rummond for many a long^ 
%nd, many an anxious day. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

THE WABLOCK OF BALWEABIE. 

** The morning e'e saw mirth and glee. 

In the hoary feudal tower ; 
Of bauld Sir Alan Mortimer, 

The Lord o* Aberdour. 
But dool was there, and miekle care. 

When the moon began to gleam. 
For elve and fay held jubilee, 

Beneath her siller beam." — Yeddeb. 

While these events were occurring in bonnie Dundee, Sir An- 
drew Wood, intent on avenging the fall of his friend. Sir Andrew 
Barton, but no way dreaming that the fate of two affectionate 
hearts, perhaps the fate of two rival kingdoms, depended on his 
severely overhauling the ships of Edmund Howaijd, was cruising 
with his frigates on the German Ocean. 

The two ships, in pursuit of which we left the Yellow Frigate 
and her consort some pages back, proved to be only large three- 
masted caravels, belon^ng to the Prior of Pittenweem, laden with 
wheat and malt for Denmark; and when hailed through the 
trumpet, if they had seen aught of three English ships, their 
skippers answered in the negative. This discovery proved a 
source of great satisfaction to Cuddy the coxswain, who had 
feared that his messmate Dalquhat was about to gain the pro- 
mised reward. He took his place again in the main-cross-trees, 
and had not been there long before he reported other two sails in 
sight on the starboard quarter. 

Barton eagerly mounted into the mizen-top. The upper sails 
of the distant vessels were then visible, even to his unassisted 
eye, for they shone white as snow in the light of the morning sun, 
which rose in unclouded brilliance from the eastern sea ; and the 
ihore of Fife, with the bold bluff Isle of May, were dunly mel- 
lowed in the morning haze* 
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" How ao they steer, Cuddie ?" asked Captain Barton. 

** Dead for Dunbar Harbour." 

" Have they any colours flying, do'st think P" 

" Nane, sir." ^ ^ ' ^ 

" One is a large three-masted ship, with her mainmast fidded 
at the topcastle," said Barton, as he reached the deck ; " her fore 
and mizen are in one spar each, but with every rag of canvas set 
aloft ; the other is hull down yet, but I take her to be a small 
merchantman." 

" It matters not," replied the admiral ; " *bont ship and over- 
haul them." 

. The frigate was put about, a manoeuvre immediately followed 
by the Queen Margaret, and both steered for the Isle of May : 
by this time the two strange sails were placed upon the lee-bow. 
The bustle caused by this manoeuvre brought on deck Father 
Zuill, the ship's chaplain, a grave but kind old man, whose 
hrains were so much steeped in abstruse study, lore, and scientific 
vagaries, as to be of little use either to himself or others. To 
defend him from the cool, fresh air of the morning sea, he was 
well muffled in a coarse blue over-coat, shaped like a cassock, 
with wide sleeves, and a cowl which fell behind ; on his head was 
a coai'se blue bonnet. A cord encircled his waist, and thereat 
hung his cross and rosary, with a pocket-dial, or perpetual 
almanack, of brass. In one hand he had a pen, in the other a 
little volume, bound in vellum and clasped with gold ; he had 
been studying it overnight, till his eyes became red and inflamed, 
and he had applied himself to it immediately again, afler morn- 
ing prayers. 

It was one of this good man's crotchets to imagine that, by 
discovering the true burning-glasses of the ancients, he would 
supersede the use of cannon and gunpowder, and this idea being 
ever uppermost in his head, he saw everything through its 
medium. 

" If these should be English ships," said he, " have you no 
scruple, Sir Andrew, anent fighting on Sunday ?" 

" Scruple ! gadzooks, no — the devil a bit ! There is no Sunday 
in five-fathom water ; and here, I believe, we have somewhere 
about seventy by the line ; besides. Father Zuill, bethink thee of 
the saw — * the better day, the better deed.' Barton, run out that 
spanker-boom, and sheet home the foretopsail ; keep all hands on 
deck." 

These orders were obeyed in the time I have taken to write 
them. 

" Hast thou heard, father," resumed the admiral, " that Vr 
de Gama, a certain valiant mariner of Portugal, hath saikd 
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the Eook of Lisbon to reach India by weathering the Cape of 
Storms P" 

" Yes — but ho will never do it," replied the fiiar, emphatically. 

" I fear me so, for the good Bartholomew Diaz — ^he who gave 
me this Moorish poniard—tried it with two fair barks of fifty 
tons each, four years ago, and failed completely." 

** 'Tis because of an evil spirit who dwells on the top of tlie 
Table-Mountain," said the chaplain; "a spirit whose angry 
breath can whelm the largest caravel in the ocean." 

"Yea, father, the Storm Fiend," replied the admiral; "old 
Diaz told me that he saw his shadowy form in the clouds, over- 
hanging his mainmast head, for many days." 

" But De Gama hath received from his king a consecrated 
banner, having in its centre the white cross of the Military Order 
of Christ ; and, moreover, he hath a letter to Prester John, of the 
Indies." 

" Would that I were with him !" said Sir Andrew. 

" By my faith, laird of Largo, thou art safer within a league of 
the auld lele of May," replied the chaplain, who was somewhat 
piqued by the admiral's general unbelief in burning-glasses ; " for 
I verily believe that none can inhabit the torrid clime beyond 
Cape Non, which lies in twenty-nine degrees north latitude. 

" That maintopsaQ shivers, Barton," said Sir Andrew, stamp- 
ing his foot, as he gazed alternately aloft and at the yet distant 
ships, which they were approaching by crossing their south-east 
oourse ; " this devilish breeze is failing us already." 

" Would that I could give you the winds in a bag," said the 
chaplain, " like the heathen, of whom we may read in this little 
book." 

The admiral, who had no great love for the chaplain's books, 
which he thought savoured overmuch of sorcery, glanced suspi- 
oiously at the EtUe tome, which was no other than *' Th^ JBohe of 
JSneydos, made in Latin by that noble Poete and grete Clerke, 
Vyrgyle, and newly translated from the Prenche into Englishe" 
—a gift from James III. to the chaplain, who continued, — . 

" Ere long. Sir Andrew, I may serve you in other ways, and 
now I have a notable opportunity for experimenting." 

" What, with thy devilish glasses again !" exclaimed the 
admiral, as the chaplain descended the ladder and entered the 
door of the poop without replying. 

Almost immediately afterwards he reappeared, bearing in his 
arms a machine which very closely resembled something between 
those now used by a photographer and the theodolite of an 
engineer, for it consistea of a little oaken box, containing a long 
bras9 tube, with, a mnltitode of little minors, screws, and glasses, 
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ooncsve and ocniTex, the whole l>eing propped on tliiee legs, 
tiiangularly, and forming their apex. For want of a hetter 
name, this mysterious apparatus was christened hj the imlettered 
crew, "Father Zuili's hurdy-snrdy," and it wai^ a source ol 
secret ridicule with some and ofcuriosity with others; for when- 
ever he was seen to level his lenses at dmant ohiects, there was a 
oonfident expectation that they would go off with a report like a 
brass camion. The Bomans used moveable types for stamping 
their names upon cloth and vessels of clay ; thus they were veiy 
near discovering the whole art of printing. Father Zuill used 
lenses, and was quite as near disooverins the telescope, yet no such 
idea ever occurred to him. Considermg the whole affair as a 
mere whim-wham or harmless foible, the admiral. Barton, Fal- 
coner, the boatswain, and gunner, watched his operations, and 
made many a covert joke upon them ; but the crew, who had 
long since tired of experiments which ended in nothing, were 
grouped forward, watching the approaching ships, or dozing away 
the hours on the sunny deck. 

Father Zuill levelled his lenses and arranged his glasses in 
such a way that the bright morning sun, then straight astern, 
shone full upon one end, while the other was pointed at the head- 
most ship, which waft now on the lee bow, and beating hard up 
against a head wind. 

" Sir Alexander Mathieson will never sail ahead of us in a 
gunny day. Father Zuill," said Falconer, laughing ; " for he fears 
your operating on his canvas, and burning holes in it; — ^what he 
calls your * damnable hurdy-gurdy.* " 

" Now, Father Zuill, dost thou really believe in the power of 
these bits of looking-glass ?" asked the admiral ; who, with an 
incredulous smile on his honest face, and his hands thrust into 
the pockets of his gaberdine, had been watching the futUe 
attempts of the ehaplain to ignite the white canvas of the head- 
most ship. 

" As truly as I believe that Archimedes burned the Boman 
fleet with glasses at the siege of Syracuse !" retorted the chaplain. 
** He used concave mirrors ; and il' I could only construct a para- 
bolic specuhmi, the focus of which would reach three bowshots 
off, and bum tiiere, does it not indubitably follow, liiat by in- 
creasing the scale, I might construct another which would con- 
sume a city at three leagues, and scorch to death all who were 
in it P Hear me, sirs. If oTie mirror will light a spot one-fourth 
of its size, at a certain distance, assuredly we may presume that 
the reflected light of a hundred mirrors, all bearing on the same 
apot, will render the heat unbearable, and bring the light to that 
z«£ii]gent point at which it engendereth fire. So sayeth Anthe^ 

i2 
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miuB, who used hexagonal mirrors surrounded by others ; and so 
say Tzetzes, Zonaras, Lucian, and others. We read in ancient 
history, that the ships of Marcellus were consumed to ashes at 
the distance of a bowshot, when the sun's rays were at noon. I 
have heard of as much being done by two concave specula com- 
posed of polished brass. A little study, admiral, would make 
plain to thee (who use the cross-staff for striking the meridian), 
the geometrical mode of discovering the rectilineal propagation of 
heat and light, as it was understood by Eustathius and Ptolemy. 
Thou understandest me ?" 

" May T never more go to sea, if I do," replied the admiral, 
scratching his beard in sore perplexity. " I thuik all this sounds 
as like sorcery as one ropeyam seems like another. No, no I 
the gunner to his lintstock, the steersman to his helm, and tlio 
cook to the foresheet. Thou to thy book lear, and I to my sea- 
manship. By my £Either*s soul ! I would put more reliance in a 
good cannon-royale with a smooth bore, and a calm sea under 
the counter, than in all the glass hurdy-gurdies that ever were 
seen 1" 

By this time the Yellow Frigate had the wind upon her 
beam, and she was close upon the two vessels, which proved to 
be merely merchant-traders of Blackness, \\Kiose crews had seen 
nothing of the English ships in question ; and the admiral was 
beginning to fear that Jamie Gair had been mistaken, or that he 
had been sent on some false errand, for purposes unknown. His 
ships then stood close in shore, and steered again for the Tay, 
under easy sail ; and as they were near the dangerous rock named 
the Carrwick, Master Wad, the gunner, took the helm, and steered 
on the spire of the old Cistertian kirk at Crail. 

'* I agree wi' the admiral. Sir David," said the boatswain to 
the captain of the arquebussiers, as they leaned over the larboard 
bulwark, gazing at the coast of Fife, which was then sparkling 
under a brilliant noon-day sun ; " and I believe there is mickie 
mair o* sorcery than theology in Father Zuill's box o' glasses. I 
never kent o' man, wife, or bairn that throve under the influence 
o' sic fause contrivances." 

" Yet it may not be magic," repUed Falconer; "for the same 
thing was thought of our mariner's compass when it was in- 
vented. For there are many things in nature, Archy, which such 
simple fellows as thou and I cannot comprehend." 

" I ken this. Sir David," replied the boatswain, " that I never 
heard o' a skipper buying a fair wind frae the witches o* Pitten- 
weem or Anster, but was laid bare on his beam-ends some day, 
I would rather hear the close-reefed foresail blawn to ribbons, 
and feel the saut spray hissing owre my head, than resort ix> 
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Biocan contrivances ; and I conld spin ye a yam that would let 
ye see. Sir David, how puir mortal men shoidd just content them 
wi* whatever God is pleased to gie." 

" Spin away, then, hoatswaiu ; out with it, off the reel, while 
the line will run." 

" It was told me by my father, puir auld Lodie, who is now 
keeping his deid reckoning in the kirkyard o* Anster Easter, 
where he has been aground these thirty years and mair. Weel, 
sir, it was this :— 

" In the days when the last King Alexander kept court at 
Scone, and whiles in the auld Castell o' CraU, the ruins o* whilk 
ye may see through the simmer mist on yonder hazy headland, 
auld Sir Michael Scott, the warlock, byded at Balwearie, near 
the Linktoun o' Kirkcaldy, where his great castle is yet to be 
seen ; and where, on the anniversary o' the night on whilk he 
was summoned awa irae earth, as men say, the shadow o' a great 
hand, wi' a forefinger as lang as the spritsaol yard, appears on the 
wall; thrice in the moonshine it beckons an unseen spirit awa; 
and when the bell at the Abbotsha* tolls one, it vanishes. Being 
a Fife man mysel, though frae the East Neuk, I ken the place 
as well as the trout-holes o' the Dreel Bum. I have seen the 
gate where, when Sir Michael stamped his foot, the deevil came 
up in the form of a black Barbary courser, with a silver bridle 
and saddle o* crommosie, the same on whilk he was carried to 
Paris in one night, and whilk, by every stamp of its foot, made 
every bell dance in the kirk of ifotre Dame. I ken the window, 
whare, by a wave o' his hand. Sir Michael raised the storm that 
rolled the German Sea upon the Links o* Eorgue in Aberdeen- 
shire, and there they will roll for ever; that tore the Lang Craig 
frae the Inch at Leith, and swallowed up the boat wi' the dead body 
o' his mortal enemy. Sir Alan Mortimer, when, at midnight, the 
monks, wi' tapers and torches lighted, wi' censers smokmg and 
choristers chaunting, were rowing the funeral barge wi' muffled 
oars, frae the Castle o' Aberdour to the Abbey of St. Colme ; and 
there, where the yawning sea engulfed the crusader's corpse, in 
its leaden coffin, cross-legged, with sword-at-side and spur-on- 
hed, men to this day call the place the Mortimer* s Deep ; and 
deep it is, I trow ! for ye may pay out a thousand fathoms of 
line, and never reach the bottom. On that awesome night, the 
Donjon o' Aberdour was rent &ae cope to ground-stane, and Sir 

Patrick Spens, 

" * The best sailor 
That ever sailed the sea,* 

was weel nigh wrecked at St. Margaret's Hope ; for his topsaiU 
were bkwn dean out o' the boltropes ; and the Laird o' Hart- 
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shaw, as he walked on the deck, was brained bj a flap o' his 
mainsail. 

** In these days, there was an auld fisherman, called Logan o* 
the Weem, who served King Alexander wi* fish, when he oyded 
at the Castle of Crail. Logan and his gudewife, Mysie, had anoe 
seven sons, but six o' them had perished off EUe, in that fearfu' 
storm after which the herrings forsook the coast, and there 
wasna a fish to be had in a' the fishing grounds between King- 
horn Craig and the Bed Head o' Angus. The time of Lent was 
at hand, and then EIng Alexander, wi' a great train o' lords 
and knights, auld Bruce, the pawkie Lord o' Annandale, the 
Earls o' Mar and Buchan, true Sir Thomas the Rhymer, and 
mony mair, were to keep the festival at Crail ; and a helmet^' o* 
bannet-pieces were offered for a creelfu* o' fish. 

'* On l^e first day o' Lent, Logan o' the Weem, a dour and 
determined auld carle, presented himsel at the Castle o' Balwearie, 
and begged permission to see Sir Michael Scott; and, without 
muckle ceremony, but wi' a beating heart, he was ushered into a 
wee dark chalmer, like a coal-sloop's cabin, where, chin-deep 
amang great books, wi' a globe on ae side o' him, and a stuffed 
monster on the other. Sir Michael, a' dressed in sable taffeta, sat 
reading by the light of a lamp, which threw nae shadow behind 
him, for the warlock knicht had nane, Aboon his head, a blue 
star burned on the tapestried waU, and Logan could scarcely keep 
his een off it, for it glinted and ^one, as it grew sma' and broa^ 
and flashed and shrunk, by turns. 

'' Auld Michaers hair was white as the thistle-down, his beard 
descended to his g^irdle, on whilk was graven a row of shining 
letters. His head was bald, but his eyen shone like two diamonds, 
or like those o' the black cat and wmte owl that sat on the back 
o' his chair, fi.'om whence the one spat and the other whisded 
like the de'il in a gale o' wind, as Logan approached bauldly, 
but wi* his braid bonnet in his hand. 

<< ' Well, Carle Logan,' said the warlock, sternly, ' what seek 
ye here P' 

" * Fish,' quo* Logan, trembling a wee. 

'"Dog! dost thou take me for a fisher-loon P* asked the 
Knicht o* Balwearie, wi* a terrible frown. 

" * No,* said Logan, growing desperate 5 ' but I tak ye for a 
mischevious auld warlock, that will ruin a* the fisher-touns 0' 
Fife, by scaring the herrings frae every firth and bay ; and IVe 
come to beg as a boon that ye will tak the spell off tne water, so 
that the herring draves may again come back to Crail and St. 
Monan's.' 

" ' Sayst thou that I have layed a spell upon the water P' cried 
Balwearie, furiously. 
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** ' I do**erer dnoe the night when Mortimer's corpse was 
lost.' 

" ' Then I tell thee thou artapresamptaons liar, whom I shall 
yet flee hanging in hell by the tongue !* cried the warlock, rising, 
while the cat flattened its ears, erected its back, and spat again ; 
the owl croaked, whistled, and raffled its feathers, and the bln6 
star on the tapestry flashed wi' sparks o' fire ; but Logan never 
flinched, for he remembered that his gudewife, and the gudewives 
0' many, were starring at hame. 

" * Thou hast a son r * a^ed the warlock. 

*' ' The last. Sir Michael, that you and the storm have left me 
•— alake! alakel' 

" ' Carle Logfoi, thou hast dared to do what never mortal man 
has done before ; thou hast bearded Michael Bcott under his 6wn 
roof-tree in the Castle of Balwearie, and it is but fair that such 
insolent courage should have its reward. To-morrow, at mid- 
night, commences the Feast of St. Adrian, the mart^ of the May, 
launch then your boat alone, and cast your line m Mortimer's 
Peep, and thou wilt see what will happen then. Bid your son, 
at sunrise, drop his nets off the Cave of St. Monan, and he will 
have in it such a strange haul as neter fisherman, since the davs 
of the blessed St. Peter, brought out of the great deep before i 

" On this the cat purred, the owl whistled, the star flashed fire,, 
and wi' a surly laugh the warlock received the thanks o* auld 
liogan, who was right glad when he found himsel dear 0* the 
great Castle o' Balwearie, and hurrying alang the bright green 
Snks o' Kirkcaldy, when the summer sun was setting behind the 
Lowmonds o' File. 

" The morrow's midnight came ; the Feast o' St. Adrian was 
hdd in a' the fisher-touns o' Fife, and the priests o' Pittenweem 
were saying solemn mass for the souls of him, of the Bishop 
Stalbraud, and of the six thousand six hundred tiiat perished wi' 
them when the heathen Danes sacked all the Isle o* May and 
the towns o' the East Neuk. Logan's gudewife, Mysie, as she 
lay alane in her warm box-bed at Pittenweem, put up many a 
prayer to St. Adrian o' the May for her puir auld fisherman, who 
Lad launched his boat alane, and sailed to the Mortimer's Deep, 
The night was calm and dear ; her son was away to the fishing- 
ground off St. Monan's Cave, and there he was to drop his nets, 
as the warlock had said, at the uprising o' the sun. 

" It was about the middle watch o' the night when Mysie 
dreamed that she saw her gudeman's boat wi' its lugsail floating 
on the dark waters o' Mortimer's Deep. A bright moon shone 
on the Isle o' St. Colme, and the abbev liehts were glinting on 
the water ; but the great Castle of Aoerdourf and ita wooded 
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beach, cast a gloomy shade on the place where Logan's boat was 
drifting, and where the dead crusader lay. She saw him drop 
his line, and stoop owre the gunnel ; then she saw him bringing 
it in hand-owre-hand — ^for all in a dream passes quick ; he had 
caught something ! Was it a fine fish, for which the chamber- 
lain would gie a golden price at the Castell o* Grail ? Up it 
came, slowly and heavily, and lo ! a mailed hand arose from the 
water, it grasped her husband by the throat, and dragged him 
down — down beneath the sea — and the empty boat drifted awa' 
in the munelight, with its lug-sail flapping m the wind. 

" Wi* a shriek — a wild despairing cry in her ears, the fisherman's 
wife awoke, and before her on the wall there glinted B.hlue star; afar 
off she heard the splash o' water, a hissing, gurgling sound, and 
the voice of her eudeman moaning as he drowned, thirty miles 
awa*. The star mded, as the awesome sounds sank, and mirk 
darkness, terror, dool, and silence fallowed ! . . . . 

** But I maun e'en be quick, or I'll hae to pipe the larboard 
watch before my yam's spun. ^ 

" The sun rose brightly frae the sea, and Mysie's son, when 
the first blink o't glittered along the water, lowered his nets into 
the clear green waves that danced off auld St. Monan's; the 
kirk windows, the steep red-streets and rocky shore were a 
shining in the glowing light. Young Logan let his boat drift 
by the net for a wee while ; at last the floats began to bob and 
sink ! ha ! there was something heavy in the net at last, and he 
dragged it in, thinking this J^raw haul would be brave news for 
the auld couple at hame. Hand-owre-hand he brought the wet 
twine, floats, and bladder on board ; and then he could see some- 
thing glittering in the net as slowly it rose to the surface. Up, 
up it came at last, and lo ! there was not even a codling in the 
net — ^but there was the dead body o' his puir auld white-headed 
father! And surely, never fisherman had such a haul before. 
Now, Sir David, what think ye o' that yam o' sorcery and 
devilry ? " 

" Tnat, if trae, boatswain, it is more wonderful thaa the story 
of the Lnp that strangled Gibbie o' Crail, for stealing his top- 
light." 

" True ! by my faith. Sir David, it is as true as that mermaids 
sing when the wind rises, and drag doon droonin^ men." 

The frigates continued their course, and keepmg outside the 
Inch Cape Bock, passed the broad estuary of the Tay about 
sunset. Sir Andrew then gave orders to keep them away " north 
and by east," and still in search of the Englishmen, they stood 
along the coast as far as the Bed Head of Angus, favoured by 
the strong current, which there runs alternately south-sou.* 
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west and noith-nor'-east. In his impatience he carried all the 
sail lie could crowd, till the masts strained, and he ordered the 
watch to heave the log every quarter of an hour, to ascertain the 
ship's speed 

At this very time, and favoured hy the same wind, the three 
vessds of Captain Edmund Howard were holdly, and undercover 
of the descending night, hearing straight for the mouth of the 
Tay, with top-giulant-saols set, a £aix breeze, and a smooth sea. 



CHAPTER XVni. 

FATHER AND 80K. 

*' Don Alfonso ! Don Alfonso ! 

Thoa art heir onto this throne ; 
None thy right would wish to question, 

None thy sovereignty disown. 
But the people sore suspect thee. 

That by thee this crime was done." — ITte Cid. 

Two days had elapsed since the prince's last visit to Mai^ret 
Prummond, and her father's discoverv of a union which, ambi- 
tious as he was, had been altogether above his dearest hopes, and 
beyond his most daring schemes ; and true to his plan of having 
it regularly announced to the nation by the voice of a new chan- 
cellor, when the Parliament assembled' in the capital, he did not 
breathe a syllable of the important secret even to his most faith- 
ful friends or followers, or to his daughters, Euphemia and Sybilla, 
who were sorely puzzled to find that the two young Lords Home 
and Hailes were likely to become constant visitors at their house ; 
that in two days each of these nobles had paid them four visits, 
and that beautiful hawks, with scarlet hoods and silver bells, had 
been* presented to them ; that elaborate little cases, containing 
gloves of Blois trimmed with miniver and perfumed to excess, 
Turkish fans ed^ed with swansdown, and Cordovan slippers 
beautifully embroidered with gold and seed-pearls, had come to 
them, they knew not from whence ; and that the sudden admi- 
ration and regard expressed by their father for these two border 
lords was unbounded, while he seemed to be ever in the best of ' 
humours with himself and with every one else ; and guessing 
wide of the truth, because such thoughts were farthest from 
their own hearts, the timid girls believcS and dreaded that this 
usdden and unwonted friendship was but the sure forerunner of 
some desperate raid against the courtiers of the king. 
During these two dayi Botheeay, with Lord Lindesay, Sir 
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Patrick Qraj of Kjneff, Sir William Stirling of Ew, and 
others, liad been hunting on Montrose's estates near the Braes of 
Angus ; consequently, when he returned, on the morning of the 
third day, he knew nothing of the storm then gathering at court* 
where Lord Drummond had imparted to the king the secret he 
had discovered. 

Laying aside his hunting costume of green cloth, Rothesay 
was equipped by his pa«[es in his favourite gala dress, whidi was 
blue velvet, slashed with cloth-of-gold, and tied by aiguilettes 
and three hundred little trefoils of gold ; for he had now resolved 
to pay openly a visit to Lord Drummond's family. The last 
point of his elaborate costume had just been trussed, when John 
Kamnay, Lord of Bothwell, the young captain of the Royal 
Guard, appeared, and said that the king required his presence in 
his private cabinet. 

With an unpleasant foreboding of what was to follow, and 
with a beating heart and flushing brow, the young prince hur- 
ried to the presence of his father, whom he found seated in a 
little wainscoted room, the windows of which faced the sunlit 
Tay and the opposite coast, where the rich corn-fields of Fife lay 
ripening and basking in the noonday sun, and where the waving 
woods of Balmerino, Monkquhannie, and the Peak of Craigsan- 
quhar blended the golden grain with emerald green. The ceiling 
of this apartment was profusely decorated with coats of arms 
and gaudy ornaments ; the floor was of oak, polished and var- 
nished. Books, globes, musical instruments, hunting-whips, 
handsome swords and ivory bugles, were strewn about the chairs 
and side tables ; but the principal object was a grotesque and 
venerable buffet, which had belonged (as tradition said) to Saint 
Margaret, and thereon were placed six ancient silver goblets, 
which had belonged to King Robert I. ; and above them hung 
the shirt of mau worn by him at the Battle of Bannockburn ; 
seven valuable relics treasured by James III. with peculiar care, 
and which, long after his death, were preserved in the Castle of 
Edinburgh. 

The kmg was clad in a plain dressing-^wn of green silk, the 
open breast and loose sleeves of which displayed his rich shirt, 
with its diamond buttons ; his vest and hose were of grey velvet, 
and his boots of soil white leather, with scarlet heels. A great 
ruby ring was on one of his fingers, and Father Zuill's pedantio 
Treatise on Burning-glasses lay open beside him. 

By the aspect of severity which clouded the usually open and 
kind face of his father, Rothesay perceived in a moment that his 
secret was known to him. Reclinmg back in his arm-chair, with 
a hand resting on each of the carved arms, James IIL gased 
with calm but stem eyes on the young prince^ and said, — 
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''Shame oa thee, Bothesay, for iihou bast deceived ine, who 
have ever trusted and yet love thee so well ! But woree than 
that, thon hast deceived the people thou mayst one day govern 
Alas ! the Lord Drummond has told me all." 

"I did indeed deceive you — ^hut how was I to act? The 
intrigues of England, my successive betrotlial to two princesses 
o£ that nation, my relationship to Margaret Drummond through 
our ancestress Queen Annabelia, and the necessity for a public 
dispensation, must all plead my excuse for her; for myself I 
make none ; upbraid me as you mav, I feel that I deserve reproach 
for deceiving those who loved me, out not more than Margaret 
Drummond.' 

Bothesay gathered a courage, as it were, firom desperation; 
and aware how much the happiness of the future depended on 
the effect produced at this first interview on the subject, he endea- 
voured to rally all his presence of mind. 

" This John Drummond," said the king, bitterly, " when only 
liaird of Stobhall and that ilk, was a good man and true ; but 
in the same evil hour when I created John Hay, Lord of Zester, 
Itobert Crichton, Lord of Sanquhar, and John de Carlyle, Lord 
of Torthorwald, I placed a coronet on his head, and immediately 
his heart became infected by the ambition, corruption, and false- 
hood which make the peers of Scotland a curse to the nation and 
to us. I could read the inmost thoughts of that ol^ man's hollow 
heart, when smiling he stood before me, and t(dd how the crown 
prince of Scotland had in secret wedded his daughter ; and while 
affecting to reprehend such secrecy and disobedience in proper 
terms of severny, he could but ill conceal the joy with which he 
contemplated a second daughter of his house sharing the hcmours 
of an imperial crown." 

" The Lord Drummond," urged the prince, " is the most faith- 
ful of your majesty's subjects, and his forefathers have all been 
true to their country ; one fought by Bruce's side at Bannock- 
hum, and destroyed the Engl^h horse by the Csdthrops, with 
which he strewed the field ; another was slain at the battle of 
Durham; a third took Piercv prisoner at Ott^bum; and the 
present lord is a venerable and upright noble." 

" Do not deceive yourself^" replied James, still more bitterly; 
*' grey hairs do not indicate a wise head or honest heart, any 
more than bright armour indicates a valiant soldier ; besides, I 
ever think meanly of him whose sole merits are based on those 
of a dead ancestry. Drummond will prove true to the innate 
principles of that high-bom but hollow-hearted class who are at 
all times ready to betray their country. But listen to me, Eothe- 
Mkj" continued James impressively, " the public duty and the 
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common weal, your own honour and justice to the nation, to say- 
nothing of simple prudence, require that you must conquer this 
most unfortunate attachment, and repudiate this irregiuar inar- 
riage, which the Church can and shall dissolve; tfll when, I 
require you to see no more the too willing and too artful daugh- 
ter of this ambitious and designing lord." 

Rothesay was thunderstruck by these words. '* This severity 
will distract me !" said he, clasping his hands, — ^for he loved and 
revered his royal father with a love and reverence that were 
never surpassed; "my dearest— my unfortunate Margaret! 
Thou too willing — ^thou too artful ? Alas, you know her not ! A. 
sweeter nature, a fonder heart, a purer or a nobler love than 
hers, never warmed a human lareast! It is I who have been 
criminal. It is I who have been false, artful, and beguiling; and 
most justly to me she looks for reparation, vindication, and re- 
dress. She is my wife— wedded in the Cathedral of Dunblane — 
wedded solemnly before God and man, and is Margaret Duchess 
of Rothesay, Countess of Carrick, and Lady of Renfrew." 

" Prince! prince !" urged the gentle king, overcome by the fiery 
energy of his son, " remember that these Drummonds are only 
Barons of Stobhall." 

" Father," retorted the proud young prince, " do you forget 
that we Stuarts were once but thanes of Strathyryffe P" 

" I do not," said the king, rising ; " and by that proud memory 
command you to renounce this woman !" 

" Impossible ! mortal man may not now put us asunder." 

James III. grew pale with anger. 

" If, like King Duncan, thou hadst openly wedded the miller 
of Forteviot's daughter, I could have forgiven it; but the 
secrecy, the deceit of thee, and of this Lord Drummond, whose 
friend and benefactor I have been, sting me to the soul. He has 
but wiled and intrigued with thee, that his daughter may be a 
queen, and I dethroned, even perhaps before my wretched days 
are numbered. Now my own son conspires against me !" added 
the king, wildly, as he covered his face with his hands ; " for I 
have fallen on evil times. Ah ! woe is me 1" 

"I beseech your majesty to pardon me!" said Rothesay, 
who was crushed for a moment by the grief and bitterness of his 
father. 

" Promise me, first, the renunciation of this artful woman !" 
said the king, looking up, imploringly. 

" Rather than conceive a thought so base, I will take my 
sword, and, renouncing the Scottish crown in favour of my little 
brother the Duke of Ross, or even of the exiled son of my uncle, 
Albany and Anne of Auvergne, I will enter the service oi' 
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Cliarlos VIII. T30 fight against the Breton lords, GT of Ferclinand; 
the Catholic, to fight the Spanish Moors ; I will go wherever my 
sword can find me bread, and leave this land for ever !*' 

James III. grew pale again, for he knew well tho rashness of 
which Eothesay was capable. 

" Another menace such as this," said he, snatching up a silver 
whistle which lay on the table, and I will send thee under guard, 
to the Tower of Lochmaben or the Castle of Inverlochie. Incon- 
siderate boy, this rash espousal is every way illegal, for ye ares 
both related within the third and forbidden degree of blood !'* 

" The Lord Bishop of Dunblane " 

" He has been captured on the seas by English pirates.* 

" Alas I I know, but he was bringing our dispensation from 
Bome." 

" Ho I what is this thou tellest me ? A dispensation ! Could' 
Henry VII. know of it ? Impossible ; yet why seize the poor- 
bishop and destroy his papers." James bit his lip, and, smiling^ 
disdainMly, added, "This wily Tudor toils hard to have hi* 
daughter wedded to a Stuart — but Barton's bones are yet un- 
buried, and his kinsmen will yet avenge his death. But do, dear* 
Bothesay, pause> for it seems that this irantic love hath bewitchedi 
thee." 

" I have no reason to blush for it. Have not the bravesfc 
soldiers, the wisest philosophers — ^yea,the most virtuous saints — 
been vanquished by its power ? Think over it calmly, my dearcsfc 
king and father, and say, wouldst thou have me to deceive one: 
who has trusted to me, and whose love for me is not second evem 
to thine." 

" No, on my soul, I would not have thee to deceive her ; but 
oh, Bothesay, I would rather have lost ten lowland earldoms • 
than the hope of such an alliance for thee as Charles VIII. of 
France or Catharine of Navarre could have offered, if this one- 
with England failed. But leave me now," added the good and- 
indulgent king; " a time may come when I shall forgive you,, 
but not just now." 

" The young prince's heart danced with joy; tears started into* 
his fine hazel eyes, as, with a burst of affection, he kissed the* 
proffered hand of his father, and hurried away to visit Lord- 
Drummond's house, while James prepared for that daily council 
or levee which was one of the tasks our sovereigns had to undergo* 
during their annual progresses through the kingdom." 

Leaving the Palace of St. Margaret by the principal entrance > 
in the Nethergaitt, the happy prince, without any followers or 
attendants, hurried along tlie crowded and sunny street, and- 
turned to the right, down the quaint old wynd of St. Clement^ 
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where he was suddenly met by Lord Dnimmonc, wlio was 
coming up hurriedly, and followed by his constant attendants the 
Lairds of Camock and Balloch. 

"Your servant, my dear lord/' said Rothesay, uncovering; 
** you are abroad betimes this morning." 

" Prince, thou hast wronged and deceived me most foully !'* 
said the stem noble, in a voice rendered hoarse by passion, as he 
unsheathed his long sword ; *' I am an old man, but beware, for 
not even a prince of the blood shall insult me. My daughter 
Margaret — ^where is she ?" 

" Where P" reiterated the prince, with confasion and alarm. 

" Yea, where — speak, speak !" 

" Is she not at home with you, my lord?" 

" With me — ^no ! All last night her chamber has been vacant, 
her bed unslept in; the window of her turret was found open; 
the tables overturned, the hangings torn ; her babe half dead by 
cold; a rope ladder dangling — ^yea, it dangles yet — ^from the 
window that &ces Fish-street. My daughter is gone, none 
know whither, and her poor babe mourns and whines for her in. 
vain. Prince, by this abduction thou hast doubly disgraced and 
insulted me. Say, where is my daughter — this best beloved of 
five? — say, say, lest my too just indignation turn this sword 
against thee — ^prince royal though ye be I" 

" My lord," said the prince, clasping his hands, " I swear by 
all my hope in Heaven's mercy, by that blessed altar before which 
I received her hand, and where I gave my solemn troth, that I 
know not where she is ; but will spend the last drop of my blood 
to discover and to save her." 

" Go to !" said the enraged father, hoarsely; " dost think I 
will believe all this P 'Sdeath, he who deceives me once may 
readily do so again. But I will have vengeance sure for iL 
Every man in Stratheame shall be in his helmet ere the morrow's 
sun sets, and I will nail my gauntlet on your father's palace- 
gate, in token of what a Scottish peer may do." 

On hearing this threat, the two Drummonds, who shared all 
the indignation of their chief, twisted their shaggy mustachios, 
and played with the hilts of their long iron-mlted swords, in 
their fiery impatience. 

*' I am as httle accustomed to deceive, my lord, as I am to be 
disbelieved or misunderstood," replied the prince ; " and again I 
swear to you, by all we hold most sacred, that I have spoken to 

the verity, and the verity alone. My Margaret " 

** Behold the only trace of her," said Lord Dnimmond, as he 
roughly grasped Rothesay's hand, and drew him a few paces 
down ^ wynd, to where they could see the north-east tower of 
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Ilk mansioiL There Roiihesay's eye first caught sight of Mar- 
graret's well-known window. It was open ; the fragments of a 
rope-ladder were yet streaming out upon the wind, and various 
passengers were gronped in the street oelow, conferring and sur- 
mising, with upturned faces, on what had happened were over- 
night. On beholding these ocular proofs of some terrible cata- 
strophe, the prince lost alike his patience and presence of mind. 
He unsheathed his sword, and exclaimed, 

" We have been discovered and betrayed !" 

" Thank God, this emotion seems genuine !" said Dmmmond, 
as he leaned on his long weapon, and grimly scrutinized the 
prince ; *' betrayed, sayst thou ? but by whom, dost thou think?*' 

" By some of my Other's favourites." 

"Bightl by the hand of St. Fillan, I thought these varleU 
had something to do with this outrage. Can the king know it, 
think ye ?" asked Dmmmond, with a terrible glare in his eyes, 
as he turned to his kinsmen, Balloch and Camock, who both 
drew their swords, as if by instinctive use and wont. 

" Alas, I said not that" replied Bothesay, giving way to tears ; 
but my mind is a chaos — ^I can no longer think." 

" 'Sblood— act, then !" 

"How now, my lord — ^your highness — gentlemen, what is astir?** 
asked Sir Patrick Gray, stepping out of a daggermaker's shop at 
that moment ; " beware, sirs — and up with your swords ; re- 
member that it is an act of treason to draw within four miles of 
the king or the lord high constable, and both are now in our 
burgh of bonnie Dimdee." 

" Damn the constable, and the burgh of Dundee to boot ! 
My daughter Margaret has been carried off by violence ; there 
hath been hership and hamesiicken overnight. Sir Patrick, and 
as a knight and gentleman, and moreover as the king's good 
soldier, I chum your assistance." 

** Carried off ! — ^the beautiful Margaret!" exclaimed Gray, with 
well-feigned astonishment; "by St. Mirran! there hath been foul 
play, then ; for alas, my lord, as last night I rode along the beach 
to Broug^ty, I heard shnll cries, as &om a woman on thq 
water." 

" £3rrie Eleison!" ejaculated the prince, trembling, and |^owing 
paler than death, at the terrible t&oughts this inibrmation sug- 
gested, and he wept aloud. 

" Some of James's courtly minions " began Gray. 

**Have been at work here," interrupted Lord Dmmmond, 
passionately ; " thinkest thou so, too ? Then the kinff shall do 
me justice, or this right hand, which has so often lenced his 
isther's ihioney shall be the first to thrust a lighted torch p'!»ier 
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it lioxv. Come witli me, sirs/' he added, hurling his long sword 
into its sheath of crimson velvet ; " come with me, the King is 
now in coimcil." 

As they harried up the wjnd, taking the hewildered Bothesay 
with them, they heard the clatter of many hoofs, and saw the 
Earl of Angus, sheathed in complete armour, and attended by 
not less than five hundred spearmen on horseback, all heavily 
accoutred, pass at a hard gallop along the Nethergaitt, towards 
the king's residence. 

" Now, what may this portend ?" asked Camock and Balloch 
together, with surprise. 

" Heaven only knows," said Gray, laughing under his thick 
beard ; " but the Douglasses never mount without good cause, be 
assured, sirs. How this plot thickens," thought he, as he looked 
towards the dim blue sea ; " and how readily this muleheaded 
old lord, who hath no ideas of his own, adopts the good or evil 
suggestions of others. Now, Sauchie and I have them all, like 
puppets, in our grasp! But I would faan see the mouth of 
yonder fellow, Borthwick, stopped with earth for ever I" 

At that moment they entered the palace door, and followed 
Ix)rd Angus straight to the presence oi the king. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

HOW BOETHWICK FULFILLED HIS PBOMISE. 

** My path was waylaid by a band 
Of ruffians hired to kill ; 
They seized and tied me hand and foot, 
Though me they owed no ill. 

" A dreary night and day I passed; 
All hope was far removed ; 
I thought each hour would prove my last; 
Yet Anna still I loved:'— The Druid. 

In fulfilment of his boast made in the Tower of Bronghty, 
Borthwick had fully examined " all the avenues" to the chamber 
of Lady Margaret Drummond, preparatoiy and previous to her 
abduction. By inquiries cunningly pursued among the domestics 
within, and by observations made irom without, he had discovered 
'l\e exact locale of her bed-chamber, and her hour for retiring; 
and now, being aware that the prince was hunting in the Howe 
•f Angus, he resolved to make the attempt at once. 

As yet there was no appearance of the Laird of Largo's dreaded 
ships returning ; but the evening of the appointed day closed 
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darklv and liazily in, and the three vessels of Captain Howard 
had been descried by Sir Patrick Gray from the Craig of 
Broughly, as they crept slowly and stealthily in ohore. 

It was one of those evenings when the chill east wind brings 
a thick hoar, as the Scots name it, from the German Sea, when 
the moon veils her head in the clouds, and a murky gloom 
envelopes everything. 

It was one hour past Margaret's usual time for retiring, yet 
she was not in bed. During the whole of that day and the day 
preceding, the new joy which had replaced her usually sad and 
quiet demeanour, the light that sparkled in her calm sofb eyes, 
and the buoyancy of her spirits, were remarked by her sisters ; 
but they knew not that Margaret was happy because her im- 
portant secret was shared and approved of by her father, who 
had ridden away to Dunblane, accompanied by Camock and 
Balloch, to examine the cathedral registers, and assure himself 
that nothing was wanting but the Papal dispensation to make all 
dear, on announcing to Parliament, when it met in the metro- 
polis, that his daughter was Duchess of Bothesay, and the * 
mother of a little princess who yet might wear that crown of 
thorns which was tne inheritance of the Stuarts. 

The fact of a priest and bishop being cognizant of a marriage 
within the degrees forbidden by the church, affords a strong 
proof that the corruption and neglect by which that church was 
crumbling down in Scotland were beginning a hundred years 
before the Reformation was achieved by Knox and his followers. 
Margaret was happy, too, because she would soon be able to 
impart to her dear sisters, whom she loved so tenderly, the 
perilous secret, which she was ever upbraiding herself for having 
withheld from them so long ; and she imagined how great would 
be the astonishment of Euphemia and Sybilla when her baby 
would be shown to them, and the joy of little Lizzie and Beatie 
finding themselves aunts to a real live princess. 

Wearied with long surmises and thoughtful reveries, and with 
fondling her pretty little Margaret — for it had been named after 
herself and uie queen-mother — and ^th hushing those feeble 
cries which as yet had never gone beyond the thick stone wdls 
of the tapestried room, nor oeen heard by any one save her 
faithful olcL nurse and constant attendant, the beautiftd young 
duchess had fallen asleep on her bed, partly undressed, and with 
the babe nestling in her bosom. On the inside her door was 
secured by those complicated bolts of wood and iron with which 
all internal doors were then fastened in old Scottish houses, but 
her window, which was in the round-tower at the street-corner, 
HUl appears never to have possessed a grating. 

K 
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Twelve tolled in the tower of the " Blessed Virgin-in-the- 
islds." The mist was thicker, and the night darker than ever. 

Margaret did not hear the sound of feet in the narrow street 
below, for the lurkers there trod softly ; neither did she hear 
their voices, for they spoke in whispers; but there, masked^ 
mufBed, and disguised as peasants, in broad round bonnets, 
frieze gaberdines, and deerskin boots, were the governors of 
Stirling and Broughtv, with Sir Hew Borthwick; other followers 
they had none, for this expedition was so desperate and daring 
that they could trust none, even from among the many well- 
chosen ruffians with whom the two chief traitors had garrisoned 
the royal castles committed to their care. 

Margaret did not hear the jarring of two long lances, tied 
together, against the panes of glass, as by this means they affixed 
the iron hooks of a rope ladder to the stone mouldings of the 
tower window-sole, and uien held it firm and steadily at the foot, 
while Borthwick clambered to the casement, which (although it 
was twenty-five feet from the ground) he reitched with ease, and 
raising the sash entered sofuy. He then stood within the 
apartment, with two naked poniards in his belt, for defence, in 
case of surprise or attack. 

All appeared just as we have described it before — the rich 
little couch, the cskTved prie-Dieu, the Venetian mirror, with its 
bottles of rose-water, pots of essence and other appurtenances, 
and the thick dark tapestrv. The wax tapers m the silver 
girandoles on the diossing- table were dimly burning and flicker- 
ing, for the wicks were long, and snufiers were not invented 
imtil the epoch of James lY. 

Margaret lay on her couch, fast asleep, with one white arm 
extended on her pillow, and the other round her infant, whose 
little head reposed on a luxuriant mass of her thick brown hair, 
which had escaped from that golden net or caul, then worn by 
the ladies of the court, and was streaming over her pillow. The 
ribbon points of her long boddice were partly untied, and on the 
dressing-table lay a multitude of those skewers of gold and 
ailver tags and clasps which noble dames then used, before the 
simple invention of the pin, which was first adopted by Catharine 
Howard, an English aueen. The rosy and dimpled hands of the 
infant, like its rouna and sleeping face, were nestling in the 
1)08om of its young and delicate mother. 

It was a touching picture of perfect innocence and love re- 

Eosing together ; but it affected not the sensual and cowardly 
eart of the ignoble Borthwick, or of Sir Patrick Gray, whose 
black head, through the mask of which his fierce and sinister 
eyes, that gleamed likd two evil stars, might have been seea 
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peering over the window-sole into the chamber of the sleeping 

K'rl. Something that glittered in the mouth of this baroni^ 
Bvo, a nearer mspection would have shown to be a dagger, 
which he held between his teeth. 

^ Well, 'pon my soul, the prince's taste is not bad !" grumblei 
ihe other ruffian (who was flushidd with wine), as he contemplated 
the beautiful girl, whose soft and r^ular breathing was the only 
found that broke the silence of the sanctuary on which he was 
intruding hii unhallowed presence. "A baby, too ! Oho 1 now, 
whose brat may this be P*' 

Margaret turned her noble head, parted her fine Hps, and 
■miled tenderly in her sleep. 

Borthwick thought she was about to waken, and shrunk irre- 
•olutely back ; but the dreams of such innocence as hers are ever 
pleasing and gentile, so the younff girl still slept on. 

** Donnart fool ! why dost mou tany P" asked Ghray, in a 
hoarse whisper. '' Be quick I" 

His voice half wakened Margaret, and she moved her head 
again, and a sirrh escaped her lips. 

Borthwick d.cw from his breast one of those large and gaudy 
Dutch cotton handkerchief which were then common in Scot- 
land, and with brutal energy tied it completely over the head of 
Margaret, and, tighteniug it acroBs her mouth, muffled and 
•tided any crv she mieht have uttered ; but the slightest sound 
was impossible, for sudden terror deprived her of all power of 
thought or action. He then rused her in his powerral arms, 
even as he would have done the wakened infant, which now 
began to raise its plaintive little voice, and which he shook 
roughly off, as it grasped its mother's thick soft hair. He bore 
her to the window, and thrust her through it, upon the right 
ai^n of Sir Patrick Gray, who grasped with his left hand the 
rope ladder (which was firmly secured below by Sir James 
Shaw), and which he descended in safety to the ground. 

Borthwick sprang after them, but as Shaw lent lus assistance 
to bear off Marsaret, the light ladder swayed about in the wind, 
which dashed the growling and enraged conspirator against the 
jouffh wall like a plummet ; by this means it snapped, and he 
fell heavilv to the ground, but he hurried after the two barons, 
who were bearing Margaret down to the beach, which was then 
within less than a mstol-shot of the house. 

As she had now freed her head from the muffler, she uttered a 
succession of shrill and piercing cries ; but none heard or attended 
to them, for the stillness and darkness of midnight rested on the 
mist-shrouded town and river. In that " good old time," when 
the oonntiy-houses of the Scottish gent^ were manned and 

k2 
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moated garrisons, or towers that were entered at an npper story 
hj ladders, which the careful inmates drew ap after them ; when 
tneir towns had walls with harrier-portes, and their streets had 
neither lights nor pavements, hut when every window was grated, 
and eveiy close and wynd secured hj a massive gate; when 
people carried lanterns at night, and every one went armed to 
the teeth, as a security against every one else — ^the clash of 
swords or the cries of fear and danger excited hut little interest. 
Thus, without suffering the least interruption, the knightly 
ruffians and their accomplice reached the heach, where, within a 
howshot of the chapel of St. Nicholas, Captain Edmund Howard, 
with a well-armed boat*s-crew ofpicked linglish seamen, awaited 
them in the yawl of the Royal Marry. 

" Do not he alarmed, fair lady," sud he, as Margaret was 
home over the chafing surf, and placed in the stem-sheets of 
the boat by a man who grasped her with the tenacity of a vice, 
and who whispered huskilv and impiously in her ear. 

" Be not anraid of me, lady, for X am innocent as the Paschal 
Lamb, and as gentle to boot." 

" By that blessed name," she implored, " I conjure you to tell 
me the meaning of this P and who you are " 

" I am Sir Hew Borthwick, knight of an unfortunate ilk, but 
your most devoted servitor, lady." 

"0, heavenly mercy!" she murmured, on hearing that 
terrible name, and believing that all her old forebodings were 
about to be realized, immediately &inted, or became powerless, 
and had no longer any capability of coherence in speech or 
thought. 

" Devil be thanked — ^now we shall have no more trouble with 
her," said Borthwick, as Captain Howard kindly spread his own 
velvet mantle over her. 

" Poor little thing," said he ; " she has fallen among evil 
hands ; but, thank heaven, this dog's duty will soon be over. 
To-night she will swing in her hammocK, aboard the Royal 
Harry" 

** ijid to-morrow may mingle her tears with the waters that 
bear her to English Harry's prison," added Sir James Shaw, 




Hold water a moment, my lads," said the English captain, 
as he flung a purse to Borthwick, who caught it as a hungry 
dog does a bond. " Master Hew, this is the last largess of Kmg 
Henrv's I hope you will ever receive from my hand." 

" Thank you. Captain Howard — ^life is a race, and money the 
prize. In this world we always scorn honest poverty and 
worship gilded crime." 
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** Phflosophy in a cur's throat," muttered Howard, " Adieu, 
gentlemen; when next I unfurl St. George's cross in these 
waters, I hope to do it in fair daylight, when bringing to your 
shores a bnght-eyed English queen. And now give way, my 
hearties," he added, as the oars were dipped into i£e water, and 
the boat was slewed round — "give way for life !" 

" Or death," said Borthwick, with a chuckling laugh, as he 
concealed the heavy purse in his broad leathern gu:dle. ** Fare- 
well, sirs." 

'* Farewell," cried Howard, with one hand grasping the tiller 
and the other placed at the side of his mouth to convey the 
sound — ** and may the great devil go with you for a rascally 
Scots pirate and ^ound shark." 

Margaret lay m a death-like faint, and this gallant English 
gentleman, while commiserating her fate and cursing the secret 
duty on which his subtle king had sent him, still urged his men 
to ffive loay, and at every stroke their fourteen oars almost 
lifted the light boat out of the water. Howard raised the mantle 
repeatedly from the pale &c« of his prisoner, and the soft beauty 
01 her features servecl every moment to increase the disgust he 
felt for himself and his Scottish colleagues. 

The tide was ebbing fast, and as the river was running 
like a mUlrace, they soon reached the Royal Hwrry, which, 
with her oonscurts, was abreast of Broughty Castle, faying to, 
with her fore and mizen yards aback; but it was not until 
she was placed on one of the cushioned lockers of the great 
cabin, where proper restoratives were kindly and judiciously 
applied by .two pretty young female attendants whom Howara 
had brought for her from London, that poor Margaret began to 
recover from her first shock of terror, and to become aware of 
where she was. 

With the wind right ahead, the JECa/rry began to beat out of 
the narrow channel, on each side of which are broad and dan- 
gerous sandbanks, which then were alike destitute of lights and 
buoys; but a quartermaster was in the fore-chains, constantly 
heaving the lead. The night was misty, for a thick eastern 
keuMT yet floated on the bosom of the sea. The moon, now full- 
orbed and brilliant, was shining, like a lamp-globe of obscured 
glass, shorn of its beams, which lent a palpable whiteness to the 
mist they could not pierce. As the wind freshened a little and 
made gaps through tilie fogbank, the moonlight played along the 
waves, which followed each other in long white Imes of glittering 
loam. 

The English ships heeled over as the breeze freshened, for they 
were now always cLoBe-hauled, The stately Sorry rode grace- 
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Mly over each long rolling swell that curled under her prow ; 
but Howard thanked his good angel when he was clear oi that 
dangerous estuary, and when his next larboard tack enabled him 
to run &r beyond the shoals of the Buddon-ness. 

At times uie mist was so dense that the two consorts of tba 
Marry could not discern her top-light ; the watch rang the ship's 
bell every ten minutes, and they responded. This monotonous 
ringnne continued for nearly two hours, when suddenly the watch 
of the leading English ship was startled by the report of a heavy 
culverin, apparently only a few fathoms distant from their 
weatherbow, or so close that the red flash was seen through the 
white and moonlit haze. 

All hands were piped, and with alacrity the seamen stood to 
their quartern, but m considerable excitement, £br Andrew Wood 
was murmured along the decks as the ports were opened and 
the loaded guns run out, while Howard hurried Margaret 
Drummond to a place of safety below the water-line. But in 
accordance with King Henry's express orders, he was resolved to 
avoid hostilities if possible, .and u the stranger should prove to 
be the famous Scottish admiral, to deceive him by answering his 
hail in French, 



CHAPTEEXX 

WOOD KSETS HOWABD* 

f* What though onr hands be weaker now 

Than they were wont to be, 
When boldly forth our fathers •ailed, 

And conquered Normandie ? 
We etill may sing their deeds of fame, 

In thrilling harmony ; 
They won for us a gallant name. 

Baling the stormy sea r^-SoOeKf » 

Apteb running along the coast of Angus so far as that remark* 
able promontory named the Bed Head, which rises to the height 
of two hundrea and fifty feet on the southern shore of Lunaa 
Bay, Sir Andrew Wood had put his ships about, and under easy 
sail bore back towards Dundee, without seemg any trace of the 
strangers he was in search of. From the tops the light had been 
discerned in the Big of Arbroath, as the seamen named the 
great circular window of St. Thomas of Aberbrothwick, which 
was then illuminated at night by the (diaritable Benedictines of 
that ma^ificent abbey ; and it formed a glorious landmark for 
those who traversed the German Sea, from whence it could be 
seen shining aJOar off, like a vaat moon resting on the sloping 
xomontory. •' 
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Aboat nddnigbt the vessels were creeping along the sandy shore 
of Barrie» where the waves rolled far upon the level beach, and 
chafed against the heaps or tumuli which cover the graves of the 
Danish invaders, when Master Wad, who had the middle watch, 
pricked up his ears on hearing the distant sound of a ship's bell. 
The silver mist was still so thick, that when viewed from the 
stem, the ship's head, and even the mizeu crosstrees, were involved 
ill obscurity. 

"I hear a sound," said Falconer, who, lover-like, was still 
loitering on deck, and restlessly musing over the hazle-eyed 
Sybilla, from whom he calculated he was now only about eight 
or ten miles distant " Willie," said he, " that sound is like the 
ringing of metal, or is it the deid bell in my ear P" 

" I would hope not," replied the gunner ; " for if it is sae, soma 
o' Qs will be shpping our cables before day-dawn." 

" There it is again — ^no imaginary, but a solid bell, and it riog^ 
in the mist. Can it be the Inchcape P" 

"Nay, Sir Davids the moon is in the west, and the tide is 
ebbing, so by the soundings we should ha'e the Buddon-uefli 
about three miles off on our lee-bow." 
" And the Inchcape Bell P" 

'* About eight miles to windward. Ewhow, sirs I there are 
the top-gallant sails of a large vessel glinting in the moonlight 
and aboon the mist like snaw on a hUl-top ; a pint o' sack to a 
pint o' bilge, it is the English captain ! Call up {Robert Barton 
•—pass the word to the admiral !" 

The arquebussier who stood on guard near Jacob's ladder 
passed this intelligence through the door of the poop, and in a 
moment Captain Barton and Sir Andrew came on deck. As all 
sailors do, they first glanced at the compass, and then cast their 
gaze aloi^, to see that all the sails were mlL" 
" How does she bear p" asked Sir Andrew. 
" About a mile off, on the lee-bow, between us and the Qaa 
sands." / 

" Gadzooks I her draught of water must be small." 
" There she's noo, sir, wi' top-gallants set alofl, ibr the wind is 
but light." 

As the gunner spoke the canvas of the strange vessel was seen 
to glitter like snow in the moonlight ; but for a moment only, as 
she was again immediately shrouded in mist. 

*' What dost thou take her to be, Bobbie P" asked the admirat 
" English," replied Barton, tightening his waist-belt, " English 
by the rake of her masts and fashion of her top hamper." 
"Art sure P" 

" I got a full glisk of her just now, as she shot out of one fogi» 
bank into another. Hark 1 there goes her bell again 1" 
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" Master Wad, get ready a gun there, for on the next tack we 
may fall aboard of her ; I do think she is English, though theie 
was no red-cross on her fore-topsail. But clear away for battle^ 
Barton, for if it is the gallant Howard, we shall avenee thy 
father's fall, and make sach a din on these waters as will scare 
all the fish between Fifeness and the Carlinheugh. Take in sail* 
and beat to quarters." 

The kettle-drum rolled and the trumpet was blown ; in three 
minutes the ports were opened; the sails reduced by the watch; 
the magazine opened by the gunner ; the arquebussiers of Fal- 
coner manned the tops and poop, and flinging aside their bonnets 
and gaberdines, five hundred seamen, grasping the rammers and 
sponges, the linstocks and tackle of the cannon, stood in fighting 
order, while Master Wad fired a gun, and ran a red lantern up to 
the mast-head, to let Sir Alexander Mathieson, who was half a 
mile astern, know that the admiral had cleared for action. 

" Sail ho ! — ^here she comes again !" cried a hundred voices, as 
the gigantic outline of the English ship, looming like a great 
cloud through the mist, approached on the opposite tack, and 
within pistol-shot. Both shortened sail by backing their fore 
and mizen-yards. By the line of lights that glittered along the 
stranger's deck, her crew were evidently stanmng by their guns, 
and dl equally prepared. Trumpet in hand. Barton, whose heart 
was brimming with fiery joy, sprang into the main-chains on the 
starboard side. 

" Silence fore and afb !" cried he ; but the warning was need- 
less, for then one might have heard a pin fail on board the 
Yellow Frigate, 

"Ho— the ship ahoy!" 

" JSola-ho r replied a voice from the waist of the stranger. 

''French!" muttered Barton, in a tone of disappointoient; 
"what ship is that?" 

" The Sai/nte Denis, caravel of Monseic^eur the admiral of the 
galleys to his Majesty Charles the Afiable." 

" This is the Yellow Caravel of his Majesty the King of the 
Scots. We knew not that the admiral of France was m these 






'* We are in pursuit of three English ships commanded by 
Captain Edmund Howard, brother of the lord admiral of England. 

" So are we, and would give all the teeth in our heads to over* 
haul them. Sir Andrew Wood craves leave to pay his respects 
to Monseigneur d'Esquerdes, admiral of the galleys." 

" Monseigneur the Laird of Largo is welcome." 

Archy, the old boatswain, was piping away the crew of tht 
luurge, when the pretended Frenchxnan, having no desire for sodi 
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a Tint, bankd Ins wind, fanoed vp bis yards, and stood rigbt 
sway into the mist, with his topsaols glittering, after which Sir 
Andrew Wood saw no more of him. The ports were lowered* 
the eolTerins secured ; Master Wad locked the magazine with a 
sigh, as he reflected iliere was no chance of fitting ; the ham- 
mods were piped down ; the yards were sqnared ; and with no 
<Mndinaiy feeongs of dia^pointment, the crew of the Yellow 
JMgaie fennd themselres once more alently passing the Tower 

Intent onlv on readung Engluid without perilhng the crooked 
measures of his sovereign. Captain Howard was glad that he had 
SQooeeded in " throwing dnst»" as he said, " into the eyes of old 
Andrew Wood," and when sorely importuned by his oflBoers and 
crew to fight the Soots, is reported to have lost pationce, and said, 

" God confomid ye, fellows ; dost think I wSl carve out my 
coffin to please yon r ' 

But wbd, however, and the waves and wind were against him ; 
for before daybreak the mist was swept from the German Sea by 
a sadden and heavy gale firom Uie sonth-east, which nearly threw 
the Harry on her beam-oiids, and compelled her to ran before it, 
in the very opposite direction finom that which Howard wished to 
porsoe. Me was driven along the dangerous coast of Cncardine ; 
and before the second day's sonset, ir^gt^ of making the coast 
of England, as they bad hoped, the crews of the three English 
ships were straining every nerve, and using all the art of sea- 
manship to weather the dangerous Cape of Bacban-ness, nearly 
ninety miles northward from the monm of the Tay , 

How it fared with Margaret Drommond in the meanwhile 
will be related in another chapter of this history. 



CHAPTEBXXL 

9BB PBICB OF THSBB TBNEXBHTS. 

"▲ letter fbiged! St Jade to speed ! 
Did erer knight so fool a deei* ?"— Jfennion.' 

A TSW paeee back, we left the Duke of Bothesay, the Earl of 
Anffus, and Lord Drommond seeking the presence of James in., 
all m a high state of excitement. They soon reached the hall 
(ahready described) where, during his annual visits to Dundee, 
the king received petitions and heard complaints, or held 
oonndl, with what success we have already shown. It was, as 
usnaly crowded by oonrtierB and nobles, with their armed foOowen 
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and dependents ; and Hailes, Home, the Forester of Dram, the 
Steward of Menteith, and other discontented personages, were 
grouping and whispering together. 

The king was seated in the great chair, under the purple cloth 
of estate ; near him stood John Abercrombie, the learned Bene- 
dictine, and they were examining with deep interest Lorenzo 
della Magna*s edition of Dante's Inferno, which had been printed 
at Florence seven ^ears before, and had thirteen illustrations 
engraved by Baldini. This had been a gift to James from the 
Papal ambassador, the Bishop of Imola; and the almost un- 
lettered Angus gazed with wonder and pity at a king whose 
mind was so narrow that he could feel interested in a trifle so 
pitiM as a printed book ! 

The usually stem expression which clouded the dark face of 
this great lord of Galloway was partly concealed bv the visor o£ 
his helmet; but the excitement under which he laboured was 
evident, for he frequently approached James, and withdrew again* 
as if irresolute how to broach the subject that oppressed him. 

Lord Drummond and Kothesay were equally excited, and their 
emotion was balm to the gloomy soul of Sir Patrick Gray who 
accompanied thein, and who, with his pale thin lips and fine but 
sharp teeth, his small wiry hands and cold delusive smile, seemed 
to be the evil genius of them alL 

" My Lord Angus," said the Constable of Dundee, " dost think 
this king of ours will ever prefer the marshalling of hosts to the 
making of books aud ballad^ — the dank of armour to rustle of 
silk — or the iangle of spurs to the patter of cork-heeled shoon P*' 

" We shall soon see," renlied Angus, hoarsely, through his 
clenched teeth, as he darted a savage glance at the Duke of 
Montrose. 

" It woidd seem not," added the warlike Constable, who, when 
a mere youth, had slain the aged Earl of Crawford at the battle 
of Arbroath; " he is overmuch of a derk and carpet squire 
for me." 

Neither Angus nor this Lord of Dudhope had much love for 
each other, but like many of the hostile nobles, they cordially 
agreed in keeping an iron hand over the poor king, and in 
resolving to defeat his projects, whether wise or imwise, and to 
destroy every favourite chosen from " the herd," as they desig- 
nated the people, from whom unfortunately the &vourites of the 
Stuart princes were generallv chosen. 

" Fool-king !" growled the furious earl, " while thou tovest 
with some wretch^ ballad-book, I hold in my hand that whioh 
shall startle all Scotland like the note of the last trumpet." 

" Yea»" responded the Constable of Duudeei " these ballade^ 
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and book-makers remind me of so many birds of prey boyering 
about tbe tbrone." 

" Tbese carles in iron seem like so many crocodiles watching 
the poor kine/' whispered the Benedictine at the same moment 
to William Dunbar, the sweet author of the Thrissel and the 
Hois, for there was then a feud between the men of the sword 
and itiQ men of letters, as it was not an age when they could 
entertain a high veneration for each other. 

Bothesay's excitement at last became insupportable. Pale 
and trembling with grief and anger, he approached the royal 
chair, and stretching out his hands, with his nne eyes full of fire, 
tears, and upbraiding, said to the king, — 

" Father, is it thus thou hast deceived me !" 

** Deceived thee — in what P" asked the astonished monarch. 

" Tea, deceived me. The Lord Drummond told thee how I 
loved and was wedded to his daughter ; and you gave me hopes 
of clemency and fbrc^veness, while knowing that overnight she 
had been most cruelly and foully abducted — torn away from me 
—from me who lovea her better than my own soul I" 

It is impossible to describe the astonishment that was visible 
in the iaoes of all who heard this startling avowal and charge; 
but in no face was it more stronffly impressed than the king's^ 
and his silence appeared to Bo&esay the dumb confasion id 
discovered guilt. 

" Father and king," said he, firmly, '* where is my wife, the 
Duchess of Bothesay P" 

" Bash monarch !" added Lord Drummond, with a hand on 
his sword, " I, too, demand, where is my daughter P" 

** By my soul as a man— by my honour as a king, I know 
not !" replied James, with digniiy and indignation, as he rose 
from his chair, and threw the poems of Dante on the dais. 

" Bestore her to me !" continued the voung prince, frantically, 
while his dark eyes sparkled through tneir tears ; '* restore h^ 
or in three days I will set all Scotland on fire !" 

" 'Tie a wils of the English faction to further then: Tudor 
marriage," said Lord Lindesav, an opinion in which many nobles 
concurred ; " beware, my lord, beware of what you say and do I" 

Auigus stood silent and confounded by this double revelation. 

" 'Tis enough to weep once over i^ose we love," said Lord 
Drummond; " I have wept for my lost daughter, for she was 
my deareet and best beloved, the most gentle and bonnie of five ; 
and now I shall think of vengeance I None but thee, James 
Stuart, oouM have an interest in removing or destroying her, so 
restore her, dead or alive, or venjg^eance wul be the occupation of 
mj li&I The honoor <tf a Soottish noble cannot be trifled with. 
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even by a Scoitisli king ; so beware tbat, when plonmg intb tlie 
abjKS of rebellion I do not dra^ thy throne down with me !" 

Stunned by this terrible ana, at such a time, mo^t dangarous 
accusation — dangerous, the more so that it came from the lips 
of his own son, the soodi and amiable king gazed irresolutely 
among the nobles, and read a threatening expression in all their 
clouded brows ; even Montrose, his most trusty councillor, cast 
down his eyes in doubt, and now the stem face of Angus, who 
stood close by him, leaning on his sword, rivetted his wonder- 
ing gaze. 

" My lord earl," said he, " what is the matter P Why 
approach me in harness, and almost in a close helmet P Say, 
dost thou believe me capable of a deed so vile P" 

There was a solemn silence, for it was known that the majority 
would adopt the opinion of this potent military chief. 

" I do aeem thee guilty of this most cruel abduction ; yea, 
and of worse !" replied the stem Earl, as he threw up the barred 
umbriere of his black helmet with a jerk, and drew from his 
gauntlet a letter which was folded with care and tied by a ribbon, 
sealed with purple wax, and inscribed " secret, with care" " And 
to prove how far the bitter memory of our raid at Lauder, and 
the love of the faithless and vile will carry thee, I will take the 
libertv of reading to this most illustrious audience a letter which 
is addressed to his Grace of Montrose, but which, by a blunder- 
ing pikeman, was brought to my secretary, who made himself 
master of its contents. My lords, these are terrible! Strict 
honour required that it should have been forwarded to the Earl 
of Crawford — ^pardon me — (with a sneer) I mean your Grace of 
Montrose ; but the common safety of the First Estate required 
its imme^te publicity." 

The stealthy eyes of Sir James Shaw sought those of Gray, 
and an icy smue was exchanged; but to others, their faces seemed 
imperturbable. A commotion immediately pervaded the hitherto 
still assembly ; and the old Duke of Montrose, with his sword 
half-drawn, was approaching Angus, in great wrath, when his 
arm was grasped by the King. Seeing a storm impending, 
several of the peers, the Sieur de Ooucressault, the Lord 
Lindesay, and Bamsay, Lord Bothwell, drew near the throne, 
the malcontent nobles drew near Angus, while the pale and 
irresolute Bothesay stood like a statue between them. 

" Tou know tins signature, my lords," said Angus, displaying 
the letter. 

" It is the king's," said Shaw, almost the only man among 
them who could read or write with ease. 

" And this seal, bearing two rocks in ike eewtre tfa ttormy 
sea, with the motto ' Dubabo P' " 
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'* The king's private signet/' said Sir Patrick Gray ; " we all 
know that as well as our own faces." 

*' Bead, read, my lord," cried twenty voices ; and with some 
trouble, though the handwriting of this document of Borthwick, 
which is now before us, is very plain, Angus sternly and em- 
phatically read as follows : — 

" To his Gh-ace the Duke of Montrose and Earl of Crawford, 
our trusty and heartily beloved Mend, Lord Great Chamberlain, 
&C., be this delivered. 

" Montrose, we greet you well. The help of the same blessed 
God, who has delivered us from many perils, will, I doubt not» 
with the assistance and advice of such powerful and zealous 
subjects as your grace, soon free our unhappjr realm and oppressed 
people from that cruel nobility who tyrannize over all, I have 
now all prepared for the great banquet to be given in the Castle 
of Edinburgh, where, when Angus, Hailes, Home, and all that 

Skrty, are birling the wine pot, we shall show them the Black 
ulVs Head, Fail not to come with all your most trusty 
adherents — men who will dose their hearts to every emotion of 
pify and remorse, and who will have no thought but the wish to 
save Scotland by extirpatiuff a traitorous nobility, who in all 
a^es have been ready to sell Sieir souls and bodies to the English 
kings for gold. With the fathers, all the sons above the age of 
twelve years should also be invited, and such I think was the 
suggestion of your grace at our last meeting. It now remains 
but to fix the time of this auspicious banquet. What say you 
to the feast of St. Monina — ^that evil day of July P From our 
Castle of Stirling, the 7th day of May, 1488. 

" James Eex." 

Exclamations of anger and astonishment burst from every lip, 
for this letter contained some artfril hits, such as the Bull's Head, 
which was the signal for the murder of the Earl of Douglas iu 
1440, and Mionina's day, which was the anniversary of tne raid 
at Lauder, 

The king was fearfully pale. 

" My Lord Earl of Angus," said he, controlling his righteous 
indignation, " on your allegiance a| a subject, I command you to 
surrender up this tissue of falsehood — this infamous forgery." 

"Nay," replied the earl, with a grim smile; "if your Majesty 
wishes it consigned to the custody of the Lord Clerk Eegister, 
let him and other parasites seek it at my Castle of Thrieve, in 
Gallowav, where, by the cannon's mouth, it shall be faithfully 
ddivered to them or their messengers." 

" Beware, Archibald Douglas, lest ye overtask my patience." 
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" Beware, James Stuart, for thon playest a perilons game ! So 
this precious banquet is to be on Mouina's day in July. I trust 
that party will aU come with their best sworos by their sides." 

" The anniversary of the raid of Lauder," said the governor of 
Broughty; " an ommous day." 

" This is infamous — ^this is intolerable V* exclaimed the white- 
haired Duke of Montrose, unsheathing his sword. 

" So say T," added Angus, with a bitter laugh. 

" All who dare aver that the king wrote such a letter to me," 
continued Montrose, " or that such was the intention of our state 
banquet at Edinburgh, lie foully in their throats, and are false 
cravens ! Let us betake us to our swords at once, for the sword 
alone can wrest a charter for the people's liberty from this subtle 
and tyrannical nobility." 

''Duke," said James, "liberty is the inherent right of the 
people- They give us prerogatives, but it is not in the power of 
princes to give a people what they possess by right of inheritance 
—liberty." 

" Montrose, thou sayest well," said Angus, who did not under- 
stand the hint conveyed by the king's reply; "the sword, the 
sword, 80 be it then," he added, with lofty pride and stem joy ; 
" and with God's blessing, let the battle field decide whether this 
kingdom of Scotland shaJl be governed by its hereditary peers or 
the parasites of a kin^. James II. slew two earls of my house; 
one' was murdered in the castle of Edinburgh in the midst of a 
friendly feast, another was stabbed to the heart by a dagger in 
the Castle of Stirling — stabbed by the royal hand, and then was 
flung over the chamber window upon the rocks below, like the 
body of a slaughtered hound rather than the corse of William 
Douglas, Duke of Touraine, and Lord Supreme of Gralloway. I 
shall be wary how your father's son adds a third to the number." 

Angus glared with hatred at Montrose, who was the first 
subject in Scotland after the little Duke of Boss, being the first 
of the nobility who attained a ducal coronet, a distinction quite 
sufficient to gain him the enmity of all the earls of the Douglas 
factions 

"Oh, Angus," said James, reproachftilly, "thou art a fierce 
subject, in whose lawless heart uncurbed ambition rages like a 
devouring flame ; but wouldst thou have thy king to stoop 'to 
theeP" 

"And why not, if that king hath erred P" asked the earl, 
bluntly. 

^ " God be the judge between us/' said James, raising upwards 
bis hands and t^rful eyes. 

"Decide, decide," said Angus, whose anger was increasing 
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erery moment ; '' banishment to such evil conncillors as Montrose, 
and death to all ignoble favourites — or death to the peers of 
Scotland ; and here, at the foot of that throne for which I and 
ten generations of my house have often shed the Douglas blood, 
I throw down the gage of battle !" 

With these daring words Angus drew the steel gauntlet from 
his right hand, hurled it at the foot of the throne, and withdrew, 
followed by Dmmmond, Hailes, Home, Qray, and others, who 
led the bewildered Duke of Rothesay away with them. The 
young Lord Lindesay, and his &ther the venerable Montrose, 
both sprang forward to pick the gauntlet up, but the latter was 
guocessfnl, and both these loyal nobles, with several others who 
loved and pitied the king, followed him to his private cabinet, to 
which he immediately withdrew. 

"Said I not that I would put all Scotland in a flame P" 
whispered Borthwick to Sauchie, as he put his foot in the stirrup 
to mount at the ualace gate. 

^ " Tea, and venly thou shalt have, as I promised, three of my 
best tenements in Stirling, by deed of a notary's hand," replied 
the Laird of Sauchie. 

Abercrombie the Benedictine, William Dunbar the poet, and 
other literary men, were left behind in the ball. The angry 
altercation had somewhat scared them, but they could not resist 
an expression of pleasure at the prospect of their enemies, the 
militsury nobles, confronting each other on the field of battle. 

" I would not, for a king's ransom, be in the boots of him who 
penned this specious forgery !" said the chief of our ancient poets, 
m his East Lothian patois. 

"Ay, Willie Dunbar," said Father Abercrombie, "with the 
nobles it proposed to slay their eldest sons — ^no bad hint." 

" Why, this would make our poor king a heathen, like the 
Jews of old," replied Dimbar. 

" Yea, and it reminds me of a passage in the first act of the 
JElectra of Sophocles." 

" l^ou remember of the pa^an emperor, who amused himself 
catching flies P" said the translator of Sallust, laughing. 

" 1 warrant you. Brother Barclay," replied Dunbar, "the king 
will find these carles increase like unto so many wasps. But hint 
not that, even in jest, our blessed king conceived a thought so 
vile as tliat banquet of blood." 

"Alas!" said the young poet Henrison, sorrowfully; "who 
amon^ us can foresee the end of all this P Life is imstable as 
sunshine on the water." 

" Yes, my good master of arts," replied Barclay, " it is even 
our friend Dunbar nngs in hi« sweet iament^' 
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'* Onr pleasaunce here is all yane glory. 
This false world is but transitory; 
The flesh is bruckle, the fiend is dee— 
Timor mortis eonturbat meP' 

Dunbar gave a gratified smile at this quotation from his poem^ 
and bowed to the learned Benedictine. At that moment the 
clatter of hoofs drew them all to the north windows of the hall, 
and they beheld the noisy train of Angus eallop alone the street 
with lances uplifted, and his banner witn the red heart dis- 
played. The earl, with the Duke of Eothesay and others, were 
with them, and save the prince, all were brandishing their drawn 
swords, and crying, *' A Douglas I a Home ! to arms ! Bemember 
the raid of Lauder !" 

To these tumultuous cries many added others, such as, " No 
English alliance, no invasion of Bretagne ! Bemember Andrew 
Barton !" And making a terrible din as they poured along the 
narrow street, Angus, with five hundred armed men, issued from 
the western gate of Dundee, and, conveying the youn^ heir of 
Scotland with him, took the road direct for the royal burgh of 
Stirling. 



CHAPTEB XXIL 

THE SILKEN GOBD. 

** Faintingly h^ heacl she bendeth. 

And on vaj dim and dewy eyes, 
A kiss her purple mouth bestoweth. 

Sweet repayment, while she sighs— 
' Ah, that fondling in thine arms. 

Thus may I ever live and die !' 
She ceased, and the heart of Euphrasie 

In the Joy forgot the sigh." 

We must go a little back in this, our history, to inform the 
reader how the daughters of Lord Drummond received his pro- 

E>sition of making one of them Lady of Home and the other 
ady of Hailes. He did not find them quite so pliant or ac- 
quiescent as the noble lords for whom he destined them. 

In the morning, before Margaret's abduction had been dis- 
covered, and when the cold roasted beef, the venison pies, and 
tankards of hot spiced ale, on which the good folks of those days 
breakfasted, were awaiting them in the dining-hall, he sent 
impatiently for Euphemia and Sybilla, and announced his views 
regarding them, simply saying that the safety of the state in 
stniggle which all men saw approaching required many bonds Ok 
union among the nobles, and tnat the bonds of matrimony beir| 
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the sQiest, it was reqnisite, by an alliance with these two military 
chiefs, to strengthen his house, as he was now well up in years^ 
had many enemies, and so forth. 

Poor Sybilla, whose lover had avowed his passion to none save 
herself, and whose claim upon her love and honour were known 
to her onlv, received this startling announcement with terror and 
dismay; lor it crushed and bewildered her like a sentence of 
death. But Euphemia, who was proud and fiery, and the day of 
whose marriage with Robert Barton had been already named, 
and was now only post^ned in consequence of his father's death, 
received the proposal with astonishment, and with the indigna- 
tion it merited. 

" My father, this cannot be !" she exclaimed, setting her pretty 
foot firmly on the floor, and nervously adjusting her satin hood ; 
" you know that I am solemnly, and by a ritual of our Church, 
promised and afi^ced to Booert Baiton. My uncle, the Dean 
of Dunblane, heard my trothplight at the altar, when I received 
this betrothal ring ; our promise of marriaee is sanctioned and 
blessed by the Church, and can no more be broken than the band 
of marriage itself, without committing sacrilege and sin." 

The old lord fidgetted about, for he felt the truth of what she 
said. 

" Oh think a^ain, dearest father, of what you require of us P" 
added Euphemia. 

" Usr— M* ? I address myself to you, in the first place. Dame 
Euphemia. The noble lovers I provide for you are not to be 
trifled with, and will assuredly brush £rom their path the son of 
Barton {he merchant— 



»n ine mercnam/ " 



Sir Andrew Barton, the knight and admiral," interposed 
Euphemia — ** Barton the Laird of Bamton and Almondell !" 

" Barton umquhile skipper and trader," said the father, an^rilv, 
as he tore open the ribbons of his doublet and walked hurriedly 
up and down the oak floor, stamping hard on his red-heeled 
boots at everv turn. 

" Dear &ther," urged the plaintive voice of Sybilla, " bethink 
thee what our dearest mother would have thought of such a pro* 
position.*' 

" Just what she thought when such a proposition was made to 
her thirty years ago— God assoilize her I She was a good and 
loving wife to me, and yet— dost know how we came to be 
espoused?" 

" Because you loved her, I would hope." 

" Loved — fiddlestick ! not a bit, at that time at least. When 
I was a beardless young callant, the Murrays of Athole marched 
into Stratheam^ and came down by the woods of Ochtertyre 

L 
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and Comrie, with pipes playing and banners displayed, to hart^y 
the lands of Drummond of Mewie, and levy at the swordli 
point the tiends of the kirk of St. Bonan at Monzievaird; 
Mewie was slain by them — shot dead by three arrows. This was 
not to be borne! I marched with all the stout lads of tho 
stewartry against the MniTays, but they were too strong for me 
then, and I was obliged to gang warily until Lord Crawford 
oifered to lend me five hundred lances from Angus. We soon 
cleared all Upper Stratheam of the Hurrays, and drove them 
through Glenturrit and Glenlednock. We besieged them in St. 
Bonan's kirk — fired its heather roof, burned one half of them 
alive, and claymored the rest. In gratitude to Crawford, who 
had more daughters than he knew what to do with, I married 
Elizabeth Lindesay, and a good wife and true she was to me— 
although at first she made many a moan, for she had been affi- 
anced to Drummond of Mewie ; but who cares for woman's tears 
when trumpets are bl6wn ?" 

** Father," said Euphemia, "thou forgettest that a woman has 
but one heart to l(»se — one heart to bestow." 

" 'Sdeath ! T shall lose my patience, and bestow my curse on 
some of ye. Some harper or balladeer, some tramper or Egyp- 
tian hatn put this stuff" into your head. Whoever heard of hearts 
or lovers standing in the way of great lords — of castles and broad 
acres — of bands of mail-clad menP Stuff', I tell thee, Effie} 
Hailes and Home will both be made earls, and you shall both 
become countesses. I swear by every altar in yonder kirk of 
Mary, you shall ! We have had a queen and a Lady of the Isled 
in the family, but never a countess yet !" 

" Father, this cruelty and sacrilege will break my heart — it 
will kiU me." 

" I never heard of a lusty lass like thee being killed by mar- 
riage yet. Now do not provoke me, for my mind is made up. 
Come nither, Sybilla; thou wilt not take a plaguey love-fit to vet 
thy old father ?" 

« Alas ! father " 

" What ! 'sdeath ! hast thou no heart either, and wilt thou be- 
come a contumacious gipsy ?" 

" Hear me, dear father '* 

" I'll hear nothing but thy promise to be the bride of Hailes, 
or of Home, I care not whicn; but one yon shall have, so settle it 
between ye. They are both brave and handsome gallants, with 
a good retinue at their cruppers. I have no time for more of 
this," he continued, buckling on his enormous sword ; " or for 
responding to the devil's litanies of such eadabouts as eithet 
Of ye." 
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The axmonnoement of Lady Margaret's disappearance ^ave a 
sudden change to this extraordinary conversation, and sprmgine 
at a wrong conclusion, Lord Drummond impetuously rushed 
away in search of Rothesay, whom, as already related^ he met in 
St. Clement's Wynd, from whence they proceeded to the poor 
king, leaving Sybilla and Eaphemia overwhelmed with griei and 
consternation by this new and sudden calamity ; for no trace of 
Margaret could be found, and the discovery of her poor little babe, 
concealed in the alcove of the turret, served but to augment their 
sorrow and perplexity. 

Next morning the anchors of the frisate were barely down 
before Jamie Gair, who acted as pilot, ana others who came off in 
the shore-boats, informed those on board of the strange rumours 
then current in Dundee. One man informed Archy the boat- 
swain of how the Lady Margaret Drummond had been carried off 
by the king's order, and drowned in the pools of Errol ; another 
told Master Wad how Angus and Drummond had quarrelled with 
the king, and would have slain him but for the timely interven- 
tion of the French ambassador, the Mareschal de Concressault^ 
and the Lord Hie^h Constable ; a hundred other stories, equally 
absurd and improbable, were heard by other members of the crew ; 
and the excitement which evidently prevailed ashore, caused some 
alarm on board of the ships. 

The admiral doubled the guard of arquebusses on the poop and 
forecastle, loaded the cannon, moored the ships with a spring 
upon their cables, ordered that aU boats should be kept a bow- 
snot off, and desiring the barge to be piped awav, hurried ashore 
with all her crew armed by jacks of mail below their canvas 
gaberdines. 

Falconer, Barton, and the admiral were in half armour. The 
latter hastened to the presence of the afflicted king, whom he 
found highly excited by his late altercation with Angus and 
Rothesay ; while the two oompanions — ^the lovers — ^repaired to 
the mansion of StobhalL 

Borthwick, whom Sir Patrick Gray had desired to act as a spy 
upon the inmates of that stately residence from the moment tne 
ships had been seen in the estuary, threw himself, sans leave, upon 
a ooalier's horse, which he found tethered to a rine in St. Clement's 
Wynd, and gal!rpcd to Brou^hty, where the malcontent noblesse 
were assembled in solemn but somewhat angry conclave ; and 
there he informed Lord Drummond and his two intended sons- 
in-law that the voung ladies had visitors. Upon this, tlie trio 
formed a little plot within their greater conspiracy, to remove, or 
as Lord Drummond said, to brush Barton and Falconer from their 
path for ever, and if possible to entrap the good old admirali aud 
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et the two king's ships into their own hands ; for the Yellow 
^rigate and the Margaret were then the flower of the Scottish 
fleet, which, in the in&ncy of oar maritime affairs, mustered only 
a few sail. 

In that time England had no more; for Henry Vll. and 
Henry YIII., when requiring ships for warlike purposes, seized 
without ceremony upon the largest merchantmen in their English 
ports. In 1512 the fleet of James IV. consisted of forty-six sail, 
and was in no way inferior to the fleets of Henry of England or 
Don Emanuel, King of Portugal. 

Borthwick, a wretch whose whole life had heen a lie, a cheat, 
a web of mischief and infamy, informed the three lords that 
Robert Barton was in the house with Lady Euphemia, and that 
Sir David Falconer was in the garden with her sister. On this 
they all rushed to their horses, summoned the Lairds of Camock 
and BaUoch and other armed followers of trust, and left the tower 
of Broughty intent on some desperate outrage. 

" So, then, 'tis Falconer whom Sybilla loves," said Hailes ; 
" and 'tis she whom I have made up my mind to win if I can. I 
have observed that in his. presence she always became brighter 
and more beautiful. I was sharp enough to see that a speU was 
upon her ; but I had no idea then that she would ever be more 
to me than her aunt, the old dame of Montrose." 

" Prick on ! prick on !" urged Home, spurring his horse ; " we 
will soon teach these varlets the penalty of raismg their eyes to 
noble ladies." 

Unaware of the coming storm. Barton sat with Euphemia in 
the chamber of dais ; and Falconer with Sybilla in a summer 
house or alcove at the foot of the garden, the southern boundary 
of which was the bed of the Tay. 

Shaded from the brilliant sun of noon hy the trellis-work, the 
thick honeysuckle and the privet, the lovers sat within their 
hower. The shining river chafed the yellow sand at their feet; 
in all its greenness and verdure, the opposite coast seemed to 
palpitate in a blaze of light ; and midway between, with all their 
yards squared by the boatswain's critical eye, their white sails 
neatly handed, and their great blue ensigns drooping listlessly 
over their carved poops, the stately caravels of the Laird of Largo 
rode at their moorings with their heads to the ebbing tide. 

Believing that none were watching and that none couM see 
them, Sybilla, in the excess of grief for her sister's mysterious 
disappearance, had tiirown herself upon the breast of Falconer. 
All his whispers were ftdl of hope and affection, and Sybilla wept 
while she listened. Confined in its caul of gold, her glossy hair 
hung in a heavy cluster on the shoulder of Sir David, and her 
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liands were locked in his. The lover endeavoured to convince 
her that their sad and gentle Margaret was not, as the credulous 
burghers averred, destroyed by the king, but most probably was 
abducted by him or young Rothesay, and secured in some of the 
royal castles, but for what end none could then foresee ; at all 
events, to be assured that her safety was certain, and that they 
would infallibly hear of her soon, as none could have a pretext 
for injuring a being so good and gentle. Sybilla allowed herself 
to be persuaded, and a faint smUe began to steal over her soft 
and downcast face. 

Neva: did the rich costume of the court of James III. appear 
to better advantage than on the fine form of Sybilla Drummond. 
Her kirtle was of green brocade, and an open robe of cloth-of- 
silver fell behind her, edged with fiir and Imed with white satin. 
Her ^rdle was of silver, and there, as at her white forehead, her 
swcllmg bosom and delicate little ears, hun^ long pearl pendants. 

Women are said " to love those who follow desperate profes- 
sions ;" but in those days, though the men of Scotland were all 
desperate fellows, they had no professions to follow save the 
church, the sword, or the sea ; so it was rather the chivaLric 
uprightness of his character, the gallantry of his bearing, and the 
superiority which his educated mind gave hinn over the brutal 
barons and unlettered lords of her time, that made Sybilla yield 
up her pure and simple love to this youn^ soldier, who was one 
ot James's favourites, and a prot^g^ ; for ms father had died in 
battle on the deck of his ship, defenduig the harbour of Blackness 
when assailed by the English fleet seven years before. 

They did not speak much, this young and dreaming pair, for 
their hearts were too fiill of tenderness and hope, desperate hope, 
that their love might be successful; and being loth to pain 
unnecessarily the heart of her lover, Sybilla, unlike the haughty 
Euphemia, did not confide to him the intentions of her father 
r^arding that young noble whom he had sworn to make his 
son-in-law at all hazards ; but with the superstition incident to 
her time, rather than to herself, she enumerated a number of 
omens of impending evil which noto can only excite a smile — ^and 
Falconer smiled at them even then. . 

Yesterday, when going to the chapel of the Grrey Sisters in the 
Overgaitt, she had seen a single crow flying straight before her-- 
an infallible omen of mischance; and this morning at sunrise, 
when watching the swans that swam on the river, one uttered a 
wild, wailing, an& melodious sound, such as she had never heard 
before. She thought it was enchanted ; but an hour after it was 
seen to float upon the water with outstretched wings, quite dead 
—another temble omen 1 
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** The swan was dyinsp, dearest Sybie, and was singing its own 
sweet dirge/' replied Fuooner ; " but thoa bast beard wbat few 
have the fortune to hear — ^though there is nothing wonderftil in 
it. K Arohy of Anster our wight boatswain were here, he could 
tell thee of stran|a^r things ; of an ocean where the fish turn all 
manner of beantifol colours before they die ; of gigantic plants 
that flower but once in a hundred years, and happy is he who 
beholds them then ; of islands where every tree utters a melodious 
sound when the soft wind sweeps through their fairy leaves, and of 
birds that live for six long centuries, and having no mate, bum 
themselves to death in a nest of spices, from whence a young one 
springs forth with all its plumage sprouting — the phceniz of 
Arabia I In the bosom of Nature, dearest, there is hidden many a 
secret of which we know nothing." 

** I have heard Father Zuill speak of such things to my sister 
Margaret," said Sybilla, weeping at her name. 

'*Our chaplain — ah I he hopes one day to invent a mirror 
which will consume ships and cities, scorch forests to charcoal, 
and mountains to cinders, and put cannon and arquebusses 
quite out of fashion, like the mangonels and balistsB of the 
olden time. What would become of me then P I should have 
to learn some other trade than soldiering, or go to battle with a 
mirror on my back. It is the insanity of science." 

" Yet I have heard that your old Dominican is a famous 
preacher." 

"Ay, Willie Wad, our gunner, swears that when he ex- 
pounded on the Deluge, one day, all the fishes arose from the 
water and sat upon their tails to hear his discourse, as they of 
old to St. Anthony, when he preached. But Cuddie, the 
admiral's coxswain, averred that it was only because they had 
more reason to be grateful than other animals, being the sole 
portion of the animated creation that escaped the great flood in 
the davs of old Admiral Noah. But thou dost not smile, Sybi^^ 
sweet-keart." 

Between these two there was a reciprocitv of sentiment so 
complete, that conversation was, perhaps, little wanted at that 
sad and anxious interview. Neither had a thought, a hope, or 
a fear, in which the other did not participate ; and now, for more 
than another hour they sat dreaming side by side, or only ex- 
changing mute and little caresses, as Sybilla reclined her head 
on Falconer's shoulder. Her eyes were fixed on the still flow of 
the sunlit Tay, while his were gazing on the radiance and 
serenity of her pure and delicate face. i 

He uiought tliat a time might come when this dear spell would | 
be broken— when the tendril that clung to him, this gentle one 
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wlu> liad entwined herself around bis heart, and who loved him 
with all the purity and fervour of a young and confiding girl, 
would be torn from him and given to another. It might be; 
inch things happened ofben in Scotland then ; and at that fore- 
boding thought, a &own wrinkled the brow of Falconer ; a cold 
anguish entered his heart, and he was obliged to turn away, lest 
the timid Sybilla should see the expression of menace which he 
knew such a terrible anticipation wrought upon his features. 
Was this a foreboding of what was to comeP 

At such moments Falconer would feel the white straight brow 
of Sybilla come nearer his cheek, and her hand tighten its clasp 
in his ; then his angry fears evaporated, in the tenderness that 
mute caress inspired. 

Poor lovers! they heard not the stealthy steps that were 
creeping down the gravel walks; they saw not the fierce and 
mocking eyes of those who, from without the leafy bower, were 
watching, with mingled scorn and amusement, this interchange 
of endearments and this purity of soul, in which they could not 
share ; for, acting on the information received from Borthwick, 
those inseparable companions, Hailes and Home, with the Lairds 
of CamocK, Balloch, and others, were all dose by, armed and 
intent on some deed of cruelty. 

Suddenly their ominous shadows darkened the sunny entrance 
of the bower ! The lovers started, and beheld five or six pairs 
of eyes regarding them with expressions of nojenace and 
insolence. 

" Villain, draw !" said Lord Hailes, imperiously, 

" Ton my soul, you have a polite way of announcinff yourself,*' 
said Fdconer, scornfully, as he drew his sword and ^aced him- 
self before the terrified Sybilla, around whom he threw his left 
arm as a protection. 

" I most humbly crave pardon for this unpleasant intrusion, 
Lady Sybilla/' said Hailes, uncovering his head, and bowing till 
his plumed bonnet swept the grass — but bowing with bitter 
irony : " we must hale forth this man, whose presence disgraces 
you." 

" Fellow, oome forth!" cried Home, unsheathing his sword; 
** the crows shall hold thy lykewake to-night." 

" Gie him Lauder Brig owre again," said Drummond of Car- 
nock, making a thrust, wnich drew a shrill cry from Sybilla, and 
a success^ parrv from Falconer, whose sword twisted the other's 
blade out of nis hand, and sent it flying over a tree-top behind 
him. 

"A devil of a fellow this !" said Ballooh. 

^ An insolent ohurir added the two lords. 
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"Allow me to suggest to your lotdsbkis the cultivation of 
courage as a qoali^ — ^the ac^uisitLon of politeness being an 
impossibility/' said Falconer, with a withering glance. 

At this sneer the rage of his assailants knew no bounds ; and 
they lunged at him again and again severally and with all their 
swords together, but being witlmi the bower he kept them com- 
pletely at Day. 

" dome forth, I tell thee, villain 1" said Home, imperiously, 
" that I may handsel a new sword on thy plebeian head." 

** Proud lord," said Falconer, as by one well-directed thrust he 
pierced the sword-arm of Hailes ; '* ere lon^ we will teach thee, 
and such as thee, who fight only to uphold long pedigrees and 
overweening privileges, uiat the Soottisn people will not submit 
to be trampled on by a horde of titled traitors." 

" May I die, fellow, but thou shalt eat these words," cried 
Hailes, hoarsely, and still pressing on, while his sword-arm 
dripped with blood. 

" I know one thing thou wilt never die of— shame," said 
Falconer, laughing, as he thrust him back at full length on the 
sward. At that moment, the gallant young arquebussier, who 
was so fully occupied in front that he did not near Borthwick 
breaking through the bower behind him, suddenly felt his arms 
seized bv that personage ; and then his assailants, two of whom 
were inniriated by wounds, rushed upon him ; tore the screaming 
SybiUa from his arm, wrested away nis sword, and dashed him 
to the earth. Now there was an ominous pause, as to whether or 
not they should despatch him at once. 

" Gie him Lauder Brig, I tiU ye I" cried Balloch again. 

" Thou art right, laird," said Home, fiercely ; '* but we have no 
tent cords." 

" But here is my scarf," said Hailes, whose hands clutched the 
throat of Falconer like a tiger's fangs. " Knot me a noose some 
of you, and pull with a will." 

" Quick," added Carnock ; " pull--pull ! By Saint Beelzebub, 
my fine fellow, thou wilt soon look like a gled nailed on a byre- 
door." 

In the hands of so many, Sir David Falconer, though young, 
powerful, and athletic, was completely overmastered; and now 
ensued one of those terrible scenes which so often darkened the 
annals of our country. The scarf, which was of soft silk, was 
tied round Falconer's neck in a 8lu>-knot, with grim deliberation. 

" Save me firom this butchery. Lord Home — ^for her sake" said 
Falconer, making tremenduous efibrts to free himself ; "or, at 
least, remove her in pity. Hear me. Home — ^Uiou wert once 
loyal and gallant*" 
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** Peace, viDain/* replied that ferodous peer, as he smote the 
brave suppliant fall and heavily on the mouth with his hand. 

" Mercy/' implored Sybilla, sinkyig on her knees, and clinging 
to the hand of Borthwick, who held her as in a giant's grasp ; 
" mercy for him, and for the love of God ! Man — man — thou 
hsst been a priest, and must yet remember that the merciful are 
blessed, for tiiey shall obtain mercy. Have pity ! have pity ; 
by the Star of Heaven, by the Queen of Angels, I implore you 
to* have pity I" 

But fiorthwick, who was wholly employed in looking down 
upon that snowy bosom, of which her kneeling position enabled 
him to see more than was ever meant for eyes hke his, heeded 
her not ; but grasped her with the strength and tenacity of an 
iron vice ; and now, while her cries and entreaties would have 
melted the hearts of any men but those of the Scottish noblesse 
of 1488, these miscreants began to strangle and drag Falconer, 
by the knotted scarf, towards the river. 

** For God's love — ^for her sake — gentlemen — ^my Lord's — good 
sirs, do not murder me thus before ner face — ^before her ; remove 
her — ^beloved Sybilla — ^pity, pity — ^mercy, am I to die like a dog 
— ^or her — ^for her sake, monsters — God ! " 

The tightening of the knot cut short the crie^ of Falconer, 
who in that terrible moment thought only of Sybilla ; but dragged 
as he was by the throat, strangiuation immediately ensued ; his 
handsome features became swoOen, livid, and frightful ; his eye- 
balb protruded. He tossed his arms about him wildly ; but the 
third time he was dragged round the bower, he was senseless, 
lifeless, and stiff; and the assassins, after bestowing a few part- 
ing kicks on the body, carefully sheathed their swords, which 
had been lying on the ground, and retired, leisurely and without 
precipitation. 

"Adieu, lady," said Lord Hailes, with a stem loftiness of 
manner; "now we have revenged your honour on this pre- 
sumptuous churL" 

« Farewell, and I sive you joy of your lemane, sweet madam," 
said Borthwick, mockingly, as he released her. 

With a shriek Sybilla sprang to the breathless body of her 
lover. Her fingers were fremlmng, weak, and powerless ; thus 
she strove fruitlessly to loosen the hateful scarf which encircled 
his neck* The attempt was vain, for there was no strength 
in her. 

Then, overcome by the frightful, swollen, and blackened aspect 
of that beloved fiioe, she uttered another wild, despairing cry, and 
fell prostrate and senseless upon him. 

So ended this scene of horror! 
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CHAPTEE XXlll. 
t 

LOBD BBTJKHOND AVD BOBSBT BIBTOI^ 

** How ean I 'loape Antonls I — ^how erade 
A fltther*! stem inflexible decree? 
Paint bat the means, I ne'er shall be afraid 
To tread a path prescribed by love and thee." 

SridtaqfPUa. 

Whilb this atrocity was acted in the garden, and about a pistoi- 
Bhot distant from the mansion, Eob^rt Barton recei7ed from 
Lady Euphemia a sorrowful and excited explanation of her 
father's new and peculiar views reg^ding herself and her sister ; 
on hearing which the Wer lost all patience, and said all one 
might be supposed to say on receiving such startling information. 
David Falconer would, perhaps, have heard it in silent sorrow, 
for he felt himself poor and powerless ; but the wealthy heir of 
old Sir Andrew Barton had no doubt on the subject of his own 
conduct. 

" 'Zounds, Effie, what is this you tell me P Would your father. 
Lord of that ilk, and Steward of Stratheam though he be, wrest 
thee from me ? thee whom the Church hath given me — ^who art 
all but my wife, and wear on that dear hand the betrothal ring, 
which soon must be a bridal one F No, no I Tender lieth the 
frigate, and the barge's crew are at the Craig of St. Nicholas ; 
say but the word, and I shall place the broad waters of the Tay 
between thee and these Lords of Home and Hailes I They may l!e 
the prouder and the sterner, but that fchey are either richer or 
better men than Bobert Barton of Leith I deny. 'Sdeath, 'tis 
little I value such holiday loons! Mass! I would like rarely 
to see them both piped aloft in a close-reefed topsail breeze to send 
down the topgaliant-^ard, or haul out a weather-earing! On my 
faith, it would be a sight for old Andrew Wood." 

" Alas ! they have seldom less than each a thousand lances at 
their back ; and thou, dear Bobert, hath none." 

" None, say ye, Effie P I have every man in yonder Yellow 
Frigate, and the Q/ueen Margaret to boot ; I have every seaman 
in Leith and Dundee. Faith ! I would not lie in the hosen of 
him who wronged the son of Andrew Barton ; but to. let these 
lordlings get the weathergage of me and Davie Falconer — rHailes 
and Home — ^two varlets only fit for carrying powder or wringing 
wet swabs — ^no, no Effie, it never shall be I" 

** But alack ! they are both brave and determined.'' 

'* Likely enough— brave fellowi in smooth water i but 111 
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teach them how to dip their spoons in the captain's mess ; by St. 
Marylwilir 

Euphemia Drommond threw herself upon his breast and wept, 
as she said— 

" Surely, they will never have the evil heart to take me firom 
thee P On, were my nncle the dean, or our good Mend Ihe old 
bishop here, they dared not even to think of it." 

" Bnt your uncle the dean is attending a chapi^r at Dunblane, 
and our good friend the bishop is drinking King Henry's sack in 
London Tower, to which he has been wantonly conveyed a pri- 
soner, by those same Englishmen who quite as wantonly slew 
my poor father on the open seas. But some one approaches — 'tis 
tiiy father, Effie ; leave me to speak with him on this matter— 
for a moment onlv, my sweet one." 

As the old lord raised the arras at one end of the apartment 
and entered, his eldest daughter retired bv a door at the other ; 
and Bobert Barton, while his heart swelled with sorrow and 
honest indifi^ation, approached with a lowering brow the &ther of 
the girl he loved, and one whom until now he had ever esteemed 
^B a dear and venerable friend. 

" Good my lord," said he, ** I prav you to pardon me, if 
I intrude upon the grief occasioned oy the disappearance of 
Lady Margaret, by making a humble offer of my service and 
assistance." 

" I thank you. Master Bobert Barton," replied Lord Drum- 
mond, with something of confusion and much of stem coldness 
in his manner ; " but I believe that to the king — ^and to him 
only — must I look for the restoration of my dearest and most 
gentle daughter." 

« To the king P " 

" Ay, to the king ! I spoke plain enough. She is the wedded 
wife of his son, the Duke of Bothesay " 

" Bothesay !" 

** Ay, ye well may start ; but James, still hankering afler 
those grasping Tudors (may God confound them all !) liked not 
the match, and hath had her kidnapped. He hath dared to do this; 
but the act shall cost him a crown, should I spend the last of my 
breath and the last of my blood to tear it &om his brow. False 
king !'* he added, apostrophising the wall ; " didst thou forget 
even for a moment that she was a daughter of Lord Drummond P" 

" Hark you, my lord; I am the king's liegeman, and deplore 
you should nurse thoughts of treason, or have such words of 
danger on vour tongue ; but still more do I deplore that you 
should harbour in your heart sentiments repu^ant to tne pi?^ 
dples of honour, ana to the happiness of your ddest daughte- 
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and as its foe, gang warily. Fare ye well, Bir,-^ha! ha! my 
daughters shall wed with new made earls." 

" *Tis true, my lord, I am no noble, and consequently I am the 
better Scotsman ; but I believe I am rich enough to please even 
you. My father has left me a fair estate upon the Forth and 
Almond, where the land is so fertile that, as we old rhyme says, 

" A rood of land on links of Forth 
Is worth an earldom in the north." 

" I care not," replied Lord Drummond, doggedly ; " thou shalt 
never have daughter of mine, wert thou rich as James III., and 
rumour says his black chest in the castle of Edinburgh is brim- 
ming with ingots and precious stones. I will not wea a Dram- 
mond to the son of a merchant trader." 

" My Lord," — Barton began, proudly — 

"Nay, nay," interrupted the old lord, impatiently; "get thee 
some huckster lass about the timber holfe, at Leith ; she wiU 
better suit old Barton's son than will a daughter of the Steward 
of Stratheam." 

At this gross speech Barton srew deadlj pale, and laid a hand 
on his sword, but immediately relinquished it, saying with 
oalmness, 

" No insult will tempt me to forget that you are the father of 
my dear Euphemia ; that your hairs are grey as my poor father's 
were ; and more than all, that (alas !) you loved me onoe !" 

" 2k)und8, fellow, I shall lose idl patience !" replied the lord, 
angrily, for, in truth, he felt ashamed of himself, and wished to 
be worked up into a passion. " Wouldst thou place thyself in 
competition with the Lord Home, the son of the Hereditary 
Bailie of Coldinghome, or with the Lord Hailes, the son of that 
gallant peer who slew the Lieutenant-general of England at the 
battle of Sark, and won that glorious £iy for Scotland P" 

" The son of Sir Andrew Barton may compete with any man ! 
True, he began life as a poor ship-boy and skipper's varlet ; but 
he died a knight and Laird of Bamton. Woe to both Home and 
Hailes, if they come within arm's-length of me ; some day I may- 
overhaul them, and show them the foretop with a vengeance ! 
Farewell, my lord; when next we meet I will not trouble you 
with entreaties even for your daughter; and so, till then, God 
keep you." 

Barton bowed, and with, a heart swollen almost to bursting 
with rage and ^rief, and a brain that seemed to swim under the 
influence of his conflicting emotions, he staggered from the i 
chamber, and descended unattended to the outer-door, and with, 
all the aspect of a man flushed with wine. On gaining the I 
Avement he saw the Drmnmonds of Camock, Bailoch, and 
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Mewie, all witii the hollj-branch in their bonnets or helmets, 
loitering under the arcades in the Fish-street, and all well armed. 
He was harrying past them towards St. Clement's Wynd, when 
some one called aloud, — 

" Hallo !— Captain Barton !" 

Too much occupied by his own bitter thoughts, he did not hear 
the cry, but walked hurriedly on. 

" Dost thou not hear us, rascal P" cried several voices. 

Barton now turned to discover who was addressed. 

"Ah," said Lord Hailes, who with Home and others issued 
into the street, " I thought he would know we meant kim" 

" Villain !" said Barton, unsheathing his sword, and trembling 
with a terrible joy; " what mean you oy this P" 

" By the black rood, my fine feUow, but your tone is high for 
a 8kipp«r of Leith !" said Home. 

" It is the tone to which I am entitled." 

"Ah, we shall prove that," said Borthwick, drawing his 
sword, while his eyes gleamed with cruelty and malice ; and the 
rest, to the number of seven or eight, also unsheathed their 
weapons. 

Barton did not wait for the attack but fell on bravely, dealing 
long and sweeping cuts with many a thrust between. One of the 
latter ripped un the sword-arm of Borthwick, and hurled him 
against the wall of a house ; one of the former fell full upon 
the hampan which Lord Hailes wore under his velvet bonnet, 
and rolled him ignominiously in the gutter ; but the rest closed 
in, fighting in a circle, and notwithstanding his bravery, skill, 
and m&t strength of arm peculiar to all seamen, Barton would 
have been beaten down and slain without mercy had not the 
sudden arrival of old Sir Andrew Wood, Cuddie Clewline, the 
coxswain, and the whole barge's crew, armed with boatstretchers 
and poniards, given a sudden change to the aspect of the conflict. 
With a stentorian shout, such as only can come from the throats 
of those who are wont to out-bellow the wind and waves, they 
rushed into the fray, with cries of — 

" Ho for Barton ! Clear the hause here, loons and lubbers ! 
Ware your gingerbread masters — ^Largo for ever !" 

Barton, who had been driven back against the wall of a house^ 
was soon fireed, and his assailants put to immediate flight, but 
not before several severe blows had been given and received. 
With the admiral there was a tall and handsome man, who was 
clad in a coat of rich gold brocade, and whose face was concealed 
by a salade. This person immediately assailed Lord Home with 
great impetuosity, and at every blow cried-* 

" Down with the tiaitor sobles^i-perdition to the foemen of 
the king r 
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Home met him with great resolution, but on i«ceivixig from 
Cnddie a side blow, right in the pit of the stomach, this great 
lord of the Merse was doubled up, as the admiral said, " like a bolt 
of old canvas," and stretched without breath on the causeway. 

"Now that we have cleared the fairwav, let us trip our 
anchors and be off," said the admiral, " for Home has a hundred 
mosstroopers and more in the market-place. Away to the Craig 
of St. Nicholas, my lads, and shove off!" 

They soon reached the landing-place and sprung into the 
barge ; the oars were shipped, Barton grasped the tiller, and with 
the blue ensign trailing m the water astern, they pulled away 
towards the ships. In his excitement the captain forgot his ])oor 
friend Falconer; then suddenly the recollection flashed upon him; 
he turned to address the admiral, when lo ! he found that the 
tall gentleman whose voice and sword had been so active in Fish- 
street, had now removed his salade, and was no other than the-* 
king! 

On recognising him, the barge's crew sus^nded rowing for a 
moment, and doffed the bonnets amid deep sdence, while Barton 
also uncovered. 

" Give way, my lads," said the admiral, smiling ; " 'tis his 
Majesty the King, who, finding only fiEdsehood and rascality 
among the loggerheads ashore, is commg to sail merrily with us 
on the sea, where we shall teach him how to knot and splice, to 
grease a mast, to hand, reef, and steer, and to sleep in the top- 
gallant-sail, as soundly as in the Castle of Stirling. Barton," he 
added, in a whisper, " the nobles are rising in arms ; the men of 
Angus are alreaay mustering in the Howe, and the barons hold 
conclave at the Tower of Broughty. We are on the eve of a 
dark rebellion, and as yet nowhere hereabout could the king be 
safe but on board the tellow Frigate" 

Barton bowed, for he had no words to reply in. His heart 
was already too fiill of anxieties of his own — anger, bitterness, and 
sorrow, not unmin^led with fear for the persecution that might 
be endured by Eupnemia, and the domestic tyranny to whieh she 
might be subjected. 

Li a few minutes they were close to the frigate. Cuddle 
caught the mainchains by his hook, and the boat »ieei%d along- 
side the steps. The boatswain's pipe was heard — ^the kettle- 
drum beat, and the arquebussiers stood to their arms as the king 
stepped on board, followed by Wood and Barton. He was f^en 
marshalled with great formality and the deepest respect to the 
great cabin. 

Then the royal standard, the yellow banner with the red ion 
rampant, was hoisted at the mainmast-head, to indicate that the 
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Idng was on lx>aid. On this appearing, a oommotion was obsenr- 
able immediatel;^ on board the Margaret, which lay a bowshot 
further up the river ; her drum was beaten and her barge's crew 
piped away, to bring old Sir Alexander Mathieson, " the King of 
the Sea," on board the Admiral, while all her port-lids were 
triced up, and the cannon run out. 

The salutes of the two great ships, which fired each a hundred 
guns, announced to the people of Dundee and of the opposite 
tioast, that the king was on board. Hence arose that rumour, 
which proved perhaps so fatal to the interests of James — thai he 
had aodicatea, and was going with Admiral Wood to Holland 
or Flanders. Circulated industriously by the highborn enemies 
of the throne, the report spread like wildfire, and though there 
were no means of travelling in those days but on foot or on horse- 
back, it was known with many strange additions at the cross of 
the metropolis on the following day, and it gave a great impetus 
to the bad cause of the malcontent nobles. 



CHAPTER XXIV, 

BATID FALCOKBB. 

** Then on mj mind a ihadow fell. 

And evil hopes grew rife ; 

Ilie damning thought stnok in my heartt 

' And cnt me like a knife^-^ 

That she whom all my days I loved 

Should be another's wife!" 

Summer and Winder Bourt. 

With the last words of Barton rin^g in his ears and rousing 
a voice of reproach in his heart, Lora ]>rummond flung aside his 
velvet doak and descended into the garden, which was at the 
back of the mansion, and lay between it and the margin of the 
river. Some remembrance of happier, and perhaps of less am- 
bitious days came over his memory ; he felt something of remorse 
for having so ruthlessly deliverea over Ids daughter's plighted 
husband to the violence of his enemies ; but as he had no wish, 
either to alter the deadly cast of the die, or to hear the clashing 
of the assassins' swords in the street wiUiout, he walked througa 
tibe garden hurriedly and muttered — 

"I have done wrong — I have acted ignobly, and not as Robert 
Barton would have done by me, or to the meanest in Scotland ! 
Yet I did not tell him to love my dauehtor Effie — and Home 
and Hailes shall both be earls, if 8wor£ and lances can make 
them so. Yet — yet^-tush ] I have behaved like an old woU^ 

K 
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Bat there was no remedy — ^I had betrayed too much to hi 
BO cold steel must seal his lips for ever. And vet^ alack ! those 1 
have often been npon poor Effie's cheek, ffo— no— let me 
think of it ! ■ But who is thisP A captain of the kin 
arquebussiers — and Sybilla too ; — pest ! here is another lover 

Beside the bower he saw Sir David Falconer lying upon 
ground with the scarf of Hailes (which he knew well) twis 
round his throat. The young man waa not dead, but nea 
strangled, and was now beginmng to recover. Near him, on J 
knees in a stupor of griei; with blood-shot eyes, and with 1 
dress disordered, SvbiUa was sobbing. Powerless and unable 
rise, she stretched her hands to her father, saying-^ 

'' Save him, father-'Hsave him !" 

For a moment the heart of the ambitious old man was touche 
he forgot that he had basely surrendered Barton to destructic 
or remembered it only with an emotion of terror ; and now 
hastened to save Falconer. He freed his compressed throat fr< 
the rich silk and golden i^arf of Lord Hailes, and opened t 
collar of his velvet doublet to afford- him air ; he bathed his fi 
and hands in the bright salt water of the firth that was rippli 
on the yellow sands close by, and in a few minutes the rescu 
man was able to raise himself upon his hands and look arou 
Aim. Sybilla, still kneeling beside him, placed an arm caressing 
around his livid neck, and while glancing thankfully and ii 
ploringly at her father, placed her trembling lips to the dj 
torted brow of her lover, murmuring— 

" Joy, joy— oh, David, dearest David, thou act still spared 
me !" 

''Good morrow, fair sir," said Lord Drummond, griml 
'* Now what am I to understand by all this P" 

" That your lordship — ^has — ^has saved me from a cruel death,^ 
from a deHsth the coward hands of Home and Hailes destined f 
me — ^for me who never wronged them," said Falconer, with di 
ficultv, and at intervals. 

Sybilla wept aloud, and again wrung her pretiy hands. 

*'Hold, little one," said her father; "this noisy exhibition i 
love and grief but little beseems a noble lady. Though one < 
King James's new-&ngled knights, do you forget that this ma 
is but the son of a merchant skipper P" 

Though this was said in a low voice Falconer heard it, and : 
gave him new energy, Sbwly and tremblingly he rose to hi 
teet and said— 

*'My lord, with your daughter's love and your esteem I ooul 
achieve anything— Yea, I could ennoble myself,— yet both wer 
alone sufficient to ennoble any man," 
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Unsubdued }jj this oompliment, the prond old noble made a 
gesture of impatience. 

" Another lover !" he mnttered, stamping his spurred heel on 
the gravel walk ; " was there ever a poor man so pestered by 
three gadabout daughters P This will be another fellow for us 
to kill, I suppose." 

** Ah, my lord, if you knew how I love her, and how to me 
her love is a richer and a greater treasure than our good Idng'a 
favour." 

*' The king's favour P Umph— a poor inheritance to-day, per- 
haps a poorer one to-morrow f" 

*' How, my lord," said Falconer, anxiously; "what is it yoa 
meanP" 

'« Ton will soon learn, for this night pevlians may see those 
standards which we ftirled at Blackness unrolled against the king. 
He who serves James is the foe of the nobility ; he who is the 
foe of the nobility is also mine. So come, Sir David, get thee 
gone to thy ship, for the day weara apace, and I would not for 
the brightest jewel in mv coronet have my daughter seen in thia 
nnseendy dress. Thou knowest this internal king has stolen her 
sister, and that I'll have sure vengeance ; yea, by Him who 
preached in Jerusalem and died on Calvary, I will ! Come 
madam, come " 

A shout interrupted the old lord's sudden burst of anger ; 
bright dresses and glittering swords were visible among the 
shrubbery; Home, HaUes, and their friends, smarting with 
wounds, bruises, and an(<er, after their conflict in the adjoininflr 
street, came tumultuous»^y towards the bower, for they had resolved 
on hanging Falconer's body at the market-cross, in reparation of 
what they termed their wounded honour." 

Sybilla uttered a cry of terror ; again her heart trembled and 
stood still ; but she threw herself with outstretched arms before 
her still feeble lover, whom the ferocious assailants again recog- 
nized and greeted with a shout. 

" How now, my lords and gentlemen," exclaimed Lord Drum- 
mond, unsheathing his sword ; " would ye commit hamesiicken P 
Bespect my presence, my property, and authority, if you regard 
not the life of this man, or the powers of the Lord High Con- 
stable P Are the rights of the baronage and nobility to be in- 
fringed by the nobles themselves ? Li the streets or highways 
slay as many as you please ; but here, even a dog's life is 
sacred." 

" We have sworn to hang this half-strangled parante of James 
at the market-cross, and hanged he shall be !' replied Hailes, 
makixig a deadly thrust with his swordi which was skilfiill,^ 

x2 
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parried by Lord Dronunond, yet it passed within thtee Inches 
Falconer's heart. 

''Thank you, my good lord/' said the latter; "I am we$ 
but will rather trust to my own limbs than to vonr power 
TOotectiony or to their humanity. Adieu, dear SybiUa, and mj 
Gkid bless thee, kind one, for we may never meet again." 

He staggered towards the water, and rushed in until beyond h 
depth, and then struck out to reach the ship. 

Like a herd of wild animals disappointed of their prey, h 
tormentors sprang after him, midleg mto the water; but he vri 
already beyond me reach of their swords. They then hurlc 
stones from the beach, and two tall Highland gillies, who ha 
folitwed Balloch from Lochlomond side, strung their bows an 
shot their feathered shafts after him, but without success ; fo: 
weak as he was. Falconer was an expert swimmer, and was soo 
£eu: beyond bowshot. 

Aft»r all he had undergone, it was evident that he never coul 
reach the ships without succour; but, fortunately, th^ uproar o 
the beach had been observed by the watch on deck ; the uintiiij 
swimmer was seen to make signals of distress ; a boat was pipe 
away and lowered; and just as poor Falconer was slowly ani 
despairingly relaxing his efforts, and sinking beneath the calc 

flassy current of the river, he was seized by the strong nervou 
ands of Willie Wad and Cuddle Clewline, and dragged oi 
board. 

Svbilla uttered a cry of joy and fainted, just as the first cannox 
of the royal salute pealed over the shining river. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

HOWABD AKD HABOABBT. 

** Lady, those hours for aye are gone, 

Our days of youth and Joy are past; 
And each new year but rolls along 

To that which soon must be our last. 
Our early Mendship— early joy, 

Moments affectionate and dear, 
Hie rules of life too soon destroy, 

And leave a barren deseit here.*' 

Mab&abet had now been three days on board of the Sarty, 
which, with her consorts, the White Hose and Cressi, had been 
vainly endeavouring to weather the dangerous Ness of Bachan, 
and gain the open German Sea ; but as Howard's evil forhine 
would have it, the stiff breeze blew right ahead, and they were 



foioed to tack and tack again, running eastward and westward oa 
the same line, like that &ted ship wmch, in the nantical legend, 
IS ever striving in vain to weather Table Bay. 

Howard, on leaving Exigland, had provided two attendants for 
Hargaret---prett7 jonng English girls, whose names are recorded 
as Bose and Cicely. They were senile and attentive, and did 
all tliat their kind natures dictated to soothe the prisoner's grief, 
which, after the first wild paroxysm had subsided, became a cahn 
and settled bitterness, sadness, and dejection ; and her tears fell 
incessantly for her child, which had been left in the secret alcove, 
where, perhaps, none might discover it, and where its feeble cries 
might be unheard till it perished ; but then she remembered that 
Bothesay would know and reveal the place, and save its little 
life at aU hazards." 

She was now aware of being in the power of Henry's aeents, 
and that she would be removra. in secret, to make way &r an 
Exiglish princess. 

Howard, a gallant and poHshed gentleman, had visited her 
twice ; the first time she repulsed him with flashing eyes and wild 
upbraiditfes of inhumanity and cruelty; the second time she 
heard all he had to say in silence, remaming pale and immovable, 
with eyes downcast,, weeping and inflamed, for her powers of 
utterance were almost gone, and despair was coming iast upon her. 
Her great beauty of face and grace of form, when unitea to her 
grief, touched the manly h^irt of Howard; deep and sincere 
emotions of pity were stirred within him ; and soon a deeper and 
a softer influence began to steal into his breast, and he muttered 
to himself again and again, as he walked on the weather-side of 
his poop— 

" jBy St. George, I would rather stand old Largo's heaviest 
broadside than the witching glance of this fair woman's eyes 1 
If I could but teach her to love me, a doable end would be gained : 
it would win me Henry's favour on one hand, and such a charm- 
ing wife on the other, as never a Howard had in his bosom 
before." 

Then he loneed to visit her asain, and try his powers of con- 
solation. He descended to the door of her cabin. 

" How is the Scottish dame P" he inquired of Uttie Will Selby, 
one of his pages, who remained bebw m attendance. 

" 111 enough at heart, but pretty well in body, sir," replied the 
lad, with an unpndent smile. 

** Pretty well, sir," added his brother, tall Dick Selby the 
gunner, a strong and athletic son of old Father Thames ; " espe- 
cially after parting with her loose ballast in the last night'n 
bre^z^" 
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Howard knit his brow at this coarse speecli. 

" Poor little thing," he mottered ; " may the great devil take 
this pitiful errand, say 1 1 By m^ soul, John o'Lynne/' said he 
to his sailing master, or second m command, " I wonld rather 
walk orer the standing part of the fore-sheet, with a shot at eeudk 
heel, than do all this diity work over again !" 

He knocked softly at the cabin door, which was opened by 
Bose, one of the attendants. Exhausted and overcome^ Lady 
Margaret had £EJlen asleep on one of the cnshioned lockers ; a 
velvet cloak was spread over her ; one white hand, and her pretty 
feet in their red velvet slippers richly embroidered with gold, were 
only visible. Her face was deathly pale; her ejrelids unusually 
«wollen and inflamed, while their long lashes were matted by the 
bitter tears she had shed. Her rich soft hair was in disorder. It 
hung half in and half out of its gold caul, and Cicely was kindly 
and gently endeavouring to plait it into braids, while its owner, 
her new mistress, slept. 

''Thou art a good girl, Cicely," said the captain, *' and shalt 
have a ring of gold for this." 

Though ne spoke in low voice, Margaret was roused firom her 
uneasy slumber, and started into a sittmg position. Cicely and 
Bose withdrew into the inner cabin, and their lady began, as usual, 
to weep in silence, for the tears, which she had not the power to 
Tepress, rolled in large drops slbwlj over her face. 

" Btill so sad, so sorrowhil I" said Howard, as he knelt on one 
knee, and taking her cold white hand in his, gazed kindly into her 
fine blue eyes; ''still weeping, dear madam; still those tears, 
which, like your reproaches, cut me to the soul !" 

"Alas! sir, what other solace have the wretched^ but their 
tears?" 

" I am but a plain English seaman, ladv ; I have been some- 
what of a courtier in my time, but the salt water, as it washed 
the perfume out of my doublet, obliterated also the fine speeches 
that were then at my tongue's end, and I may not now fashion 
soft nothings to suit a lack's ear ; but I speak from mv heart, 
and with ul the sincerity of an honest purpose. Oh ! would, 
lady, that I could find some means of serving yon and drying 
those tears ! I beseech you to be painfied, and to nope — for whil^ 
life remains to us, there is always hope to bear us onward like a 
fair good breeze." 

" If once I see your English shore, what hope shall I h&n 
then?" 

" Heaven only knows what may happen before we have old 
England on oar lee, ladv. Tms head-wind freshens every 
minute, and you may see that the rocks of Buchan are still upon 
our starboard quarter, while the sea looks black to port." 
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XargaEret gased aoxioiiflly from the cMn winddws, and saw the 
hM OMst of rnvercmden hal£ shrouded in the haze of eTeiiiii|^, 
as the sun sank hehind it ; she saw, also, the waves rolling in 
white mountains on the Bowness, the most eutem point of 
Scotland, where the rooks are so steep and the water so deep, that, 
in one of the rooms of the High Constahle's castle, a glass of wine 
has been drunk from the top-gallant yard-arm of a vessel, as an 
old tradition tells us. 

" If you would hut land me, even on yonder' stormy point, I 
know one who would lay an earldom at your feet— a Howard, an 
Snglishman though you be." 

" I would not disooey my king or betray his orders for all the 
Mrldoms in Scotland, ladv. My father was an English lord, 
true ; but the English nobles are not a race of sordid slaves like 
the Scottish peers, lady, ever ready to barter their country and 
their MTTioe^fomg^ gold and iain." ' 

"Too true — ^too tnie!" said Margaret, wringing her hands; 
** I feel myself the victim of this cupidity." 

" But I pray you to pardon my harshness of speech," said the 
Jiandsome Howard, with great gentleness. 

Amid all her grief^ Margaret had sufficient perception to 
observe Howard's modulatea tones, and the full, earnest, and 
anxious expression of his eye, which indicated the emotion then 
stealing into his heart. At first, the idea flashed upon her mind 
that she would make the poor Englishman's dawning passion 
subservient to her purpose and the achievement of her hberty ; 
but Margaret Drummond was too artless and too honourable for 
audi a course, and at once repressed the thought ; for there was so 
much of open candour on his manly brow, and so much of kind- 
ness in his fine eyes and well-formed mouth, that she could per^ 
oeive, although ke was the instrument of her wrong and misery, 
that he was at heart her friend, and might yet prove her most 
powerful protector. To such a man, she knew at once all bribes 
would be offered in vain ; and she knew that she had nothing to 
hope for but from his generosity, his pity, or his love. 

She gaaed fixedly and with agony at the lessening shore, as the 
Marry stood off with its head towards the German Sea, and a 
pause, filled up by sighs, ensued. 

"You still refuse to restore me to liberty P" she said, while 
her tears fell fast again. 

" Absolutely— once and fyt all." 

" For the first time in my life, I have received a refusal from a 
gentleman," said Margaret, proudly and bitterly. 

" Alas I that this unfortunate should be me 1" 
^ " But it matters not ; we are still in the Scottieh seas, and a 
time may come when you will be forced to listen to me." 
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'^Lbten! oh, Lady Margaret ! if you know tho seoce^ whioh 
is liiiahed in my heart I" replied Howard, who felt her repioadies 
deeply. ** I do heseech you to pardon me," he continued, in a 
sad and earnest manner, " for I ohey the dictates of a cold and 
politic king, not those of my conscience or my heart." 

''A brave English gentleman should be above being the tod 
even of a kinfi^." 

" Madam, I would deem m^^self the most unfalla&t of Englisk- 
men if I reftused you anything that la^ wimin my power to 
grant, but liberty must lie with Henrv himsel£" 

"Libertv! but I am not an English subject. Oh, Bothesay, 
Bothesay ! ' continued Margaret, giving waj to a fresh burst of 
grief; " what will be your thoughts on finding that I am gone P" 

" Believe me. Lady Margaret," said Howard, in his saddest 
tone, and yet with somewhat of pi(][ue in his manner, " you will 
recover your love for this boy prince, and King Harry ma^ mato 
you to some gallant English courtier." 

** Thou thinkest me very facile," sidd Margaret, coldly, and 
with a pout on her pretty mouth. 

"Nay, ladv, I only tnink you beautiM, gentle, good, and, 
indeed, most loveable ; so I crave pardon if I viewed you lik^ a 
court lady too. They easily forget an affection; for women, 
alas ! are very facile — ^yea, variable as wind and weather." 

" Many women never loved at all, sir." 

" No woman ever had only one love, gentle lady," replied the 
aeaman, laughmg. 

Again Margaret renewed her entreaties to be set ashore; but 
she no longer resorted to bribery, for she saw how the noble 
Howard was stung when she formerly did so. Now she appealed 
only to his generosity, his courtesy, and his chivalry, and she 
plied her cause with all the power and doquence that grief 
mspired, but pliedrin vain, though Howard became fearful that 
he would not be long able to withstand her pleading tongue, whoa 
aided by two such speaking eyes ; he thererare begged permisskm 
to retire on deck, where his presence had lone b^ required, for 
the south-east wind was increasing to a squafl, and sail after sail 
had to be taken off the three Ibiglish ships, which were now 
separated and far apart. 

The dan^rous coast of Buchan, of Oruden, and Peterhead, 
with all theur bluffs, and ree&, and boilinfip caves, were on their 
lee ; half-vefled in watery clouds, the smi had sunk behind the 
lull of Bennochie — ^that landmark of the ooean--and an angry 
sea was rolling in huse billows on the stem and terrible shora 
To increase Margaret s mental and bodily miseries, a severe storm 
«ame on, and she had only one thought in the intervals of her 
giokness, as she lay weeping and swpremelj wxMbed on a couch 
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«*-ond desire—that this hated English ship might Ix. dashed 

rher native coast, and that she might nave one desperate 
» of ending her sorrows — of being saved or drowned. She 
would freely have risked one for the other ; but then she remem- 
bered the poor mariners, who in that event might perish ; and 
she prayed Qod and St. Olaos the patron of that rocky shore, to 
forgive her evil wishes ; and, after reckoning on her white fingers 
the honn she had bee^ absent from her poor babe, and after 
becoming totally exhausted, she fell into a deep, deep sleep, and 
was long unconscious of all that passed around her. 

The English ships floated on ihe chaos of waters. With 
evening a pale ashy hue stole over them, and the whole sea 
darkened as the clouds lowered above it ; then the wind swept 
past witii its mighty breath, rolling the waves like vast ridges of 
mountains crested with foam, and having long dark vales of 
water between. 

Meanwhile, Howard, an able seaman, was using incredible 
exertions to weather the storm and that deadly lee shore, behind 
the bluffs and peaks of which the sheets of lightning were red- 
dening the cloudy skv. He reduced the sails to a few strips of 
canvas, and lowered the top-gallant jarda on deck. Beins 
Ignorant of the strong currents, as the night-cloud deepened ana 
Ihe hoarse thunder died away, he feared much tiiat some of his 
consorts might be stranded; he could see nothing of them, for, 
on hoisting a lantern at the main-mast head, no answering 
signals were returned. Every wave that swept over the Sarry 
bore something from her deck ; and John of Lynne was ordered 
to cut away her two large anchors, after which she rode more 
lightly over the black tumbling biHows, and lay a point nearer 
the wind. 

But the increasing storm compelled Howard at last to put his 
ship about, and away she flew like the wind itself, round Kattray 
H^, a promontory of Aberdeenshire; and so he bore away 
towards the Moray Firth, in search of shelter and of safety. 



CHAPTER XXVL 

THB chaplain's OABIIT. 

** They moved, a gallant oompanle 
Of stately ships, along ; 
While Scotland's banner in the van. 
Led on the warlike throng."— .SaOoi. 



Ths king f emained on board of the Yellow Frigate for some 
daysr during which the nunour that he had abdicated and retired 
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to Holland, to avoid a new civil war, spread far and wide, from 
the eates of Berwick to those of Kirkwall. Meanwhile, the 
&ithful LindesayH of Crawford and Montrose, with Thomas, Earl 
of Mar, and other loyal peers, were exerting themselves to raise 
an armed force for the protection of James, who appointed the 
Tower of Alloa as the place of tryst ; and thus, imniediately after 
the storm, the Yellow Frigate and her consort weighed anchor, 
and bore away for the Firth of Forth. 

All communication between the ships and shore had been cut 
off since the king's embarkation, as the town of Dundee was full 
of malcontents ; and indeed there were great fears that an ex- 
change of shots might take place as the vessels passed Sir 
Patrick Gray's garrison in the Castle of Broughty. 

Falconer and Barton had no means of ascertaming what was 
passing at the house of Lord Drummond ; but rumour reached 
them mat he had sent his four daughters to his Castle of Drum- 
mond in Stratheam, under the escort of the Laird of Balloch. 

It was a beautiful morning, about the last day of May ; the 
river shone like a mirror, but its shores yet slept in the sunny 
summer haze when the frigates weighed anchor. The^iing was 
in his cabin, but he heard the din of preparation for sea, as 
Barton gave the order to " ship the capstan oars 1" 

Then, while his pages dressed him, ne heard the sound of the 
fife and the stamping of feet, as the sailors in their deerskin 
Iboots tripped merrily round the capstan to the old air of " Trolee 
lolee lemane dou." 

" Away aloft," cried Barton ; " let faU." 

Then the sails feU, and filled as they were sheeted home, on 
which the frigate gathered way. '* Set the fore-topmast staysail 
^-quick there — ^up with it, out of the cat's cradle." 

Muffled in a surcoat of scarlet cloth trimmed with sables. King 
James came on deck as the vessels passed Tents-muir Point, and 
all the seamen took off their bonnets, while the drummer beat a 
march, and the arquebussiers gave a profound salute. 

" I feel now more keenly than ever how hollow is all this pomp 
of royalty," said he, as he walked up the poop with the admiral, 
" and how paltry the inheritance of pride ! The poorest archer 
or pikeman in any of my castles is happier than I, who to-day 
am called a king. Believe me, admiral," he contmued, sadly, 
" if my death would be a bond of peace between my divided 
tmbjects, I could die happily 1" 

" And let those rapscallions get the weathergage of you P No, 
no — I would never die while I could live — never sink while I 
could swim, and that I consider good salt-water philosophy. 
Yet when the deatii-watch is piped, doubt &ot« your mi^esty. 
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thftt old Andrew Wood will be found at his post, thonffli he would 
be sorry to strike bis flag before be bad broagbt a tew of tbese 
traitors up all standing at tbe bar of Divine Justice. Your 
mijestj is only balf my age — and to tbink of dying " 

" Fatber Zuill," said James, turning to tbe cba^ain, who at 
that moment came on deck ; " in this matter, what opinion have 
you to offer me P" 

" We should remember the words of Seneca,'* replied the 
priest, folding bis bands on his breast, and looking down ; " he 
says — it is uncertain at what place death awaits thee, so wait 
thou for him in every place. Before old age be careful to live 
weJl, and in old age be careful to die weU — and herein Seneca 
gave sound advice.' 

"Alas, good priest," responded tbe sad king, "art thou a 
Scottish subject, and yet forget that thy kings — unhappy race ! 
—never live to become old men ?" 

" But their virtues and honour survive tbe tomb," replied the 
chaplain ; " true philosophy can only be acquired by mental suf- 
fering. There was a learned Persian who was wont to aver that 
he who bad not suffered knew nothing." 

Here the Admiral, who had a great aversion for this kind of 
oonversation, which he did not understand, hailed the maindeck* 

" How is she going. Barton ?" 

" Eight knot8---clear off the wet reel. Sir Andrew." 

" Keep her away a point or two to the south, and dose the 
lee ports, for now we are past tbe guns of Broughtv." 

" We weary thee, worthy admiral," said the gentle king; "but 
I pray thee. Sir Andrew, to excuse my sadness." 

liargo bowed, and reddened with a feeling of vexation, that the 
king had detected his impatience. 

" I am a cold comforter for those who are in trouble," said he, 
''for I am but a plain-spoken mariner, who know of nothing beyond 
the ropes of a sliip and the points of a compass ; but we sadois, 
though our tongues may be less ready than bur hands, have our 
hearts in the right place ; our anchor is hop'^, and the blessed 
gospels our heun and compass — ^religion is our polestar, and 
loyalty our pilot" 

" I defy thee. Father ZuiU, to have expressed this better," said 
the king, with a smile ; " how many of those dog nobles who 
are the curse of Scotiand could say as much P" 

The sun was now above the sea, which rolled like a mighty 
sheet of light around each rock and promontory ; the low flat 
shore of Angus slept in that sunny glow, but the bolder bluffs 
of Fife were sbwly becoming visible as the morning haze drew 
upward like a oartain of gauMk The otoar briUiance of tho sea 
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and son made Father Zoill think of his baminff-ghsses, and he 
invited the king (who found a great pleasure in visiting everr 
part of the ship) into his cabin, whither the admiral ftlt nimseu 
constrained to accompany them ; for, as there were many points 
and features in the chaplain's studies which he did not admire^ 
Jie never entered this cabin when he could avoid it. 

Small, low, and panneled with oak, it was surrounded by 
shelves, laden with books, glasses, retorts, and chemical i^ypa- 
Tatus, stuffed animals, and various antiquities, fossils, and pre- 

Sirations, the use of which the simple-minded seaman could not 
vine. 

From one of the beams overhead hung a Boman lamp of 
bronze, which had been found in the city of Camelon ; and ap- 
pended thereto were the e^g of an ostrich, a large amber bead, 
used as a charm to cure blmdness, and an amulet of green stone, 
the meaning of which, Sir Andrew, after some hesitation, in- 
quired. 

** It is an Egyptian Nileometer," replied the priest; '* in hiero- 
^(lyphics this was the symbol of stability, and as such was 
given of old to Fthah and Osiris." 

Sir Andrew, who did not appear to be much more enlightened 
on the suljject, rubbed his short beard, and ventured on one otiber 
inquiry. 

** What means this black devil imprinted here on stone P" 

*' It is the Scarabeeus, the symbol of Fthah and the emblem 
of creative power, inscribed on a tablet, supported by Serapis 
and Anubis." 

" Fiend take me, father chaplain, if I understand all this V* 
said the admiral, testily ; " yet it may be all true as Barton's log- 
book, for aught that I know to the xpntrary. But were these 
persons you name demons like he TOO dwells at the Cape of 
Storms, and by one puff of his sulphurous breath blew old Barty 
Diaz on his beam-ends P or like the sea-ape — ^that scaly monster 
which hath the voice and figure of a man, yet is, after all, but a 
fish P or like the great sea-serpent whose yawning causes ^e 
whirlpool of LofodenP" 

" Nay," said the king, '' they were the fialse gods of the pagan 
Jjgyptians." 

" Well, I do not like having their trumpeiy on board the 
Yellow Private" replied the admiraL " Do they not smell of 
witchcraft?" 

" Nay, replied the chaplain, angrily, " not half so much as 
these two books behind you." 

The admiral turned abruptly, and ]^erceived two gigantic 
volumes, bound in vellum and cuBped with iron ; they lay upon 
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tho stock of a large brass culverm, which, as the port was closed, 
was lashed alongside the gun-wall, or, as it is now named, 
gunnel. 

** And what may they be anent P" he asked. 

" The writings of Joannes de Sacro Bosco, De iSphara Mundt, 
and the mane book of Eirani, King of Persia, with the four 
treatises of Sir Michael Scott of Balwearie, De Secretis iVo- 
tura; his tracts on the transmutation of metak, chiromancy, 
and astrology." 

" Priest, I do not understand all this," said the admiral, grow- 
ing quite angry. " Gadzooks ! to me it would seem that thoa 
speakest very much like a sorcerer, and all this place must be 
wdl swabbed out, for it hath a devilish odour of necromancy* 
But the gunner to his lintstock, the steersman to his helm, and 
the cook " 

" Sorcery r interrupted the poor chaplain ; "Heaven forbid! 
Dost think, if these relics of the olden tune had aught to do with, 
sorcery, they would lie side by side with this holy volume P" h» 
added, opening an oak-bound tome, containing St. Ghresory'S' 
Homilies on the Four Gospels. "Nay, this amber bead and 
this hieroglyphical tablet would then explode like a bursting: 
cannon." 

The admiral craved pardon, but mentally resolved that, in thet 
first gale of wind, he would contrive to have the ship lightened 
of all these strange and mysterious wares. 

" Dost thou speak Latin, admiral P" asked the chaplain. 

" Latin," reiterated the seaman, angrily, " how should I speak 
Latin P" 

" With your tongue," replied the chaplain, simply. 

"Thou laughest at me, Father Zuill; dost take me for a 
puling student or a smock-faced friar, that I should know Latin P 
Nay, when such drones as thee were at the grammar schule,. 
and trembling like a wet dog under a pedant's ferule, I was a 
bold sailor-l^, learning to hand, reef, and steer, and being- 
made a man of, even while my chin was smooth as a lady'a 
hand." 

" Father Zmll was merely about to refer to a certain learned 
writer, who wrote of the secrets with which Nature is filled," re« 
plied the king, in a conciliatory tone. " Was it not so P" 

" Exactly, please your grace ; for with all his seamanship, 
he hath much yet to learn. Now, admiral, with what is m9 
water fiUedP" 

" Fish," was the laoonio reply. ^ 

The chapLun smiled, and pouring a drop into the palm of the 
admual's hand, placed a magnifying glass above it 
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" Look, now, Sir Andrew," said he. 

The admiral bent his eyes over it, and lo ! an trnknown worl4 
of little monsters were crawling there ! 

** Now, by Our Lady of Pittenweem, there is sorcery here !" 
said he, aghast, as he flung the water on the deck, and rubbed 
his hand on his trunk hose, and examined it again and again, to 
see whether all were gone. 

" Nay, nay," said the king, with one of his sad smiles, " thou 
wrongest our good friend ; for I assure thee, admiral, there is 
nought of sorcery here. This will show thee. Sir Andrew, how 
unsafe it is to laugh at anything merely because we do not 
understand it." 

** Your majesty is right," said the chaplain, beginning to 
screw and unscrew the mirrors of his warlike machme ; " thus 
the admiral laughs at me, because he knows not the theory of 
light, or the principles of its production. Why do decayed wood 
and dead fish emit a light P You know not j yet Pliny, who 
lived fourteen centuries ago, knew and wrote of these thing;s. 
Every earthly body will emit light when heated, for the particles 
on their surfaces shine by attrition, and light is the first prin- 
ciple of fire. Ah," continued the learned projector, setting all 
the little mirrors in motion, and making them flash and gfitter 
m a very alarming manner, " if Heaven give me grace, I may yet 
achieve much by my burning-glasses." 

" Father ZuiU," said James III., who had been reflecting that 
this poor priest, in his realm of strange inventions and abstruse 
study, was much happier than a King of Scotland and the Isles, 
" thou mightest achieve more by striving to develop the use of 
the magnifying-glass. Dost remember what Seneca says of a 
crystal convexity P" 

" Yes ; and of a glass globe filled with water, which maketh 
letters appear larger and brighter when viewed through it." 

" I pray your majesty to excuse me," said the admiral, bow- 
ing ; " for, gadzooks, if this goes on for another ten minutes, he 
will give me a fit of apoplexy. By the sound on deck, I think 
the wind is dead ofl-shore ; and as we have not a king \mder oar 
pennon every day, I beg leave to retire to the deck, and see how 
the land beajv." 
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CHAPTEE XXVIL 

THB I8LB8 OF FOBTH. 

^ Die moon was in the dark blue sky, 

And mirrored in the dark blue deep ; 
The placid wave rolled noiseless by. 

The winds like babes had gone to sleep ; * 

While o'er the vessels shadowy side, 
The pilot viewed the glassy tide." 

Os rounding that lonff promontory known as the Ness of Fife, 
tiie wind, which had oeen npon the heam, hecame, of course, 
ahead, and as the friff&tes entered the mouth of that magnificent 
estuary, where the Forth, after a course of a hundred and 
seventy miles, joins the Glerman Sea, they had to tack from shore 
to shore, consequently their progress hecame slow and protracted. 
The king, who lovea to be among his subjects, to learn their 
wants, their wishes, and ideas, had been through every part of 
the ship between stem and stem, and had heard Willie Wad's 
explanations on various points of gunnery, and the boatswain 
expound on seamanship and the intricacies of standing and running 
rigging. He had been through the magazine, the bread-room, 
the hold, cockpit, and cable-tier, and amid the various new thinefs 
he heard and saw, forgot for a time, perhaps, that he was tne 
imhappy King of Scotland. 

He rejoined Father Zuill and the admiral on deck, where the 
former told him many a tale and legend of the castled craigs, the 
kles and rocks they passed ; and amid these stories of the olden 
time, the chaplain forgot his crotchets of buming-elasses and 
other learned absurdities, and all who were near, drew nearer 
stiU to Usten. 

About noon, thev were between the Isle of May and the 
straggling town of Anster, with the castle of the Anstruthers of 
that Ilk, and all its rough, brown, antique houses that cluster 
round the mouth of the Dreel-bum. Brightly on sea and river 
shone the unclouded sun on the white dins of the isle, and the 
rugged shore of Fife, with all its caverns, rocks, and towers, 
its ancient burghs, with their pointed spires and long and 
8trag|^ling fisher-villages that dot the sandy beach. The scene 
was lively and beautuul ; but with saddened eyes and a sorrowful 
heart the thoughtftd king gazed from Sir Andrew's lofty poop 
on the shores of his rebelhous kingdom. The Forth shone like 
a stream of lucid gold; the Bass Kock, in the vaults and towers 
of which 80 many a wretch has pined; the Isle of May, with its 
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prioiy and gifled holy well ; Anster, with the enchanted Castle 
of Dreel ; lonely Crail, with its Chapel of St. Bufds, and the 
Weem, wherein King Constantino was murdered hy the Danes ; 
St. Monan's, with the cavern where that martyr-hermit dwelt in 
the ninth centnry, and where he was slain, on that day of hlood 
when the Norsemen ravaged all the coast of Fife, and slew six 
thousand persons ; — all these were visible at once, and bathed in 
ruddy light. 

Aroimd the ships vast droves of porpoises were leaping joyously 
in the bright sunshine, and near the shore at least three hundred 
£sher-boat8, with all their varnished sides shining in the noon* 
tide glow, were shooting their nets ; and now a cheer floated 
over the water from their crews, in greeting to the valiant Laird 
of Largo, whose Yellow Frigate was so familiar to them alL 
Above these boats the white sea-mews were flyini? in wUd flocks, 
thoB indicatrng where the droves of herring were? 

Perceiving that the kin^ gazed fixedly at the picturesque old 
town of St. Monan, with its venerable church having the walls 
of its steep-roofed chancel washed by the encroaching waves, the 
chanlain drew near, and pointed out a deserted path, which leads 
to this beautifol fane, by the side of a little stream that rushes 
through a ravine upon the beach. By that path King David II., 
when in sore agony from a wouna received at the Battle of 
Neville's Cross, came humbly to crave the intercession of the 
dead St. Monan by praying at his shrine ; and even while he 
prayed, the rankling wound, which had defied the care of the 
most skilful leeches, became well and whole, for the barbed head 
of an English arrow dropped from the scar as it closed ; — so say 
the mouKS of old. 

In the days of which we write, the bell that summoned the 
people to prayer hung upon a venerable yew, which stood in the 
churchyard, just where the saint had placed it seven hundred 
years before ; but once in every year it was removed durine the 
herring season, for the fishermen of the East Neuk averred that 
the tomng thereof scared all the fish from the coast. 

In the roads of Leith the king was joined by the Salamandef 
and several other armed ships, commanded by the admiral's 
brother, by John Barton, and other brave seamen whose names 
are distinguished in the annals of their country. 

The western breeze blew down the Firth as the vessels tacked 
between the narrowing shores, and Father Zuill or the ^rruloui 
boatswain had a tale to tell the kins of every rock and isle ; nof 
was the legend of Alexander II. and the Hermit of Emona who 
saved him from shipwreck, fi^rgotten; and they dbowed a rock 
where the little prince his son was drowned, since named Inok 
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nan Mhic Rhi; and before this story was finished the vessels 
were passing through the Ferry and standing slowly up the 
river, wliich there opens out like a vast lake, Dounded by hills 
and wooded shores, oetween which its waters were ripphng in 
the evening sun : but still the wind blew hard ahead, and Sir 
Andrew's ships lay as close to it as possible, being anxious to 
land the king at Alloa, the muster-place of the loyal barons. 
Bepeatedly Captain Barton reported to him that he feared " the 
tide would not serve, and the ships would run aground." 

" No matter,*' s^dd he ; " bear ahead at all risks, and remember 
our auld Leith proverb — Obey orders, though ye break owners." 

Next morning, when the pale and anxious monarch came on 
deck, the ships were at anchor off the town of Alloa, which lay 
on one side of them, while on the other stretched a number of 
beautiful isles or Inches, covered with the richest pasture, and 
among the sedgy banks of these the stormy petrels yet build 
tiieir nests at times. It was one of those hot summer days, when 
a smokelike vapour seems to pass in the sunshine over tiie fields 
of ripe com, and in that sunny haze the hills of Clackmannan 
and the fertile shores of Stirling were steeped. The water was 
then deeper at Alloa than it is now, otherwise the ships of Wood 
could not have come abreast of the town, even though favoured 
b^ St. Mungo's tide, of which the crews, who of course knew the 
nver well, took due advantage. This double flow is somewhat 
remarkable, for when the tide appears full it suddenly fiedls fifteen 
inches, and then returns with greater force, until it attains a 
much higher mark. 

Tradition accounts for this by stating that when St. Mungo, 
the tutelar saint of the district, was proceeding with certain 
missionary priests to Stirling, by water, their vessel ran aground, 
and could not be cot off, as the tide was ebbing ; but the Saint 
prayed, and lo ! the ebb returned with greater strength to bear 
the holy freight on their way ; and in memory thereof, a double 
tide rolls even unto this day on the beach of uie ancient Alanna. 
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CHAPTER XXVlll. 

THB FIEST SCOTTISH BEV0LT7TI0N. 

*' Shall I resign the sceptre of my sires, 
And give the haughty barons leave to reign? 
Ko I perish all before that fatal hour. 
I will sustain the majesty of kings, 
And be a monarch while I'm a man 1" — Jiumuunede, Act 4. 

It was the meridian of the Ist of June, 1488. 

Partial gleams of sunlight fell or died away and flashed again 
alternately on the ancient town and still more ancient tower of 
Alloa, the stronghold of the Erskines, which crowns those strata 
of rock that lie between the fertile carse and the higher grounds, 
and break off abruptly above the harbour. The narrow and 
irregular streets of this picturesque little burgh were clustered 
round the strong donjon, the walls of which are eleven feet thick, 
and more than ninety feet high, and had often in Scotland's 
braver times repelled the chivalry of the first Plantagenets. A 
few crayers and barks, with their brown pitched sides and browner 
sails, were lying beside the rough stone quay that forms the i)ow 
or creek into which a rivulet flows. 

The old lime-trees and venerable avenues of hedge, closely 
clipped in the French fashion, were in thick foliage around the 
old grey walls ; the tide was full, and the Forth ran slowly past, 
still, calm, and waveless, as, with an imperceptible motion, the 
tall ships of Sir Andrew Wood warped close towards the town. 

The gleam of arms was seen in the quaint old streets ; steel 
helmets and cuirasses glittered on the quay, for armed men were 
watching the approaching ships, and a blue banner with a pale 
sable was unfurled on the tower, where Thomas, ninth Lord 
Erskine and second Earl of Mar, a loyal and irreproachable 
noble, with a numerous band of men-at-arms, drawn from his 
barony of Alloa, his forestry of Clackmannan, his estates of 
Nisbet, Pit-arrow, and Newton, awaited the landing of the king. 

The nobles were everywhere rising in arms, and repairing to 
various muster-places, some for the King, but many more to fight 
for Angus, and against the court, in vindication of their imagi- 
nary rights and assumed privileges ; while the hearts of the 
people, like their liberties, were oppressed and cast down. 

It was a peculiarly close and sultry month, the June of 148 8 
and on this day in particular the air was breathless, hot, and 
stilL Lowering thunderclouds, through the openings of which; 
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llie Bxmlielit shot in sickly flakes, obscured the STunmer sky. 
Omens of evil preceded the coming civil war. In the fertile 
carse of Gowrie the peasantry had observed numbers of field- 
mice lying dead about the footpaths among the ripening com—* 
dead without any apparent cause. 

A wonderful scorpion had been killed in the jousting haugh of 
Linlithgow ; and a terrible comet — ^men called it a fiery dragon 
—passed over the Castle of Kothesay, from whence it was visible 
between the Folestar and the Pleiads, and for three nights this 
source of terror floated in the darkened sky. The stone unicorn 
on the cross of Stirling uttered a cry at midnight ; the shadowy 
figures of armed knights were seen to encounter on the battle- 
ground where Wallace defeated the army of Edward I., under 
the brow of the Abbey Craig ; the helmeted or hooded fish, called 
monachi marini, which never appear in the Scottish seas but as 
the presage of some terrible event, were seen to swarm in the 
firths and bays ; and, to his great dismay, Jamie Grair had thrice 
netted an entire shoal of them. The minds of the people (natu- 
rally and constitutionally superstitious) became filled with the 
most dire forebodings of the great events that were at hand; 
and on the hearts oi none did tuese omens fall more heavilv than 
those of the two sisters, Euphemia and Sybilla Brummond, who 
were secluded in their father's solitary Castle of Drummond« 
where no tidings reached them of their missing Margaret, and 
where they could only hear vague and flying rumours of the 
great events which then convulsed the kingdom. 

Their father's words when he left Stratheam for the insurgent 
camp had made them aware only of two things : — ^that he would 
fight to the death against the false king who aad carried off his 
&vourite daughter, and that they-^ou the rout of James's forces 
and the destruction of his favourite courtiers — ^should become, 
one Countess of Hailes, and the other Countess of Home, or he 
would never see their faces more. 

At this time, it was not exactly known by the king and his 
court where the malcontent nobles held their tryst, or where the 
crown prince of Scotland was. Some said they were in Stirling 
with Sir James Shaw; others said, at Linlithgow; and many 
asserted they had retired as &r off as the Douglasses' Castle <^ 
Thrave, in the wild and distant province of Galloway. 

Many loyal and gallant gentlemen were now flocking to the 
rojal standard with all the armed men they could muster ; and 
with bis most faiUiful adherents, James held a solemn oondave, 
or council of war, in the hall of the Castle of Alloa. On this 
occasion he was accompanied by the old admiral, by Sir 
Alexander Mathieson, Captains Barton and f'alcooeri tbAa whom 

1^2 
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there were none present more eager to meet the insurgent lords 
in battle, that tbej might have an opportunity of avenging on 
Home and Hailes their late atrocities at Dundee. There, too, 
were Sir William Knollis, the preceptor of the Scottish knights 
of Bhodez ; the old Marshal de Concressault ; and young Bamsaj, 
.Lord of Bothwell, with many gentlemen of his band — ^the Boyal 
Guard — ^who wore the king's livenr — ^red doublets, faced and 
slashed with yellow. These crowded around James, and on their 
glittering arms and excited faces the sunlis^ht fell in deep broad 
flakes of hazy radiance, through the grated windows of the old 
Gothic hall. 

The sadness and dejection of James were apparent to all, as the 
noble Earl of Mar, the captain of Dunbarton — a peer whose 
family stood proudly pre-eminent in the annals of ScoUish loyalty 
— conducted nim to a chair on a dais at the end of the hall, over 
which hung a crimson cloth of state. 

" On this unhappy day," said the Earl, "your majesty is more 
welcome to my house of Alloa than if you came to me flushed 
with the triumph of a hundred battles." 

"I thank you kindly, my Lord of Mar," said he; "you are 
one of the tew who know that through life I have struggled 
against an untoward and unhappy fate--^r, as it would seem, an 
irrevocable destiny, which I can neither conquer nor avoid. 
Gladlv would I change my father's crown for a shepherd's bonnet, 
and uiis lofty place for the sphere of those happy peasants who, 
in their narrow world, seem to pass through life without meeting 
an obstacle, simply because they are without .ambition, and have 
few enemies. I never knew that the poor could be so happy till 
within these last few days which I spent among the brave hearts 
of good Sir Andrew's frigate." 

" Hard work maketh a light heart at times," said the admiral, 
as his eyes glistened ; " and I can assure your majesty, that never 
shipmate of mine would turn landsman again, to be bearded by 
every painted baron, and bullied bv every cock-laird and cow- 
baillie whom he met at kirk or market" 

" Are there no tidings yet of Bothesay P" asked James. 

" None on which we can rely," replied the Earl of Mar. 

"OrofAnguaP" 

" A body of Iftrsemen, supposed to be his, marched eastward 
through the Torwood two days ago," replied the Duke of Mont- 
rose ; " but whether bound for Edinburgh, or home to Galloway, 
no man can say ; but the loyal nobles are gathering iast, and 
seven are now in waiting to pay their duty to your majesty." 

" Seven— only seven, of all the peers of^^Scotland !" 

" But seven is a fortunate number," said Father Zuill ; " and 
seven may prevail, when thirty might fiiiL" 
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*' Admit them at onoe. Earl of Mar/' said James, " f*r this is 
not a time when a king of Scotland can trifle with his friends." 

Marshalled by ushers, preceded by pages, and followed by 
esqoiies bearing their swords and helmed, there now entered 
seven nobles, au of whom the king knew well, and now they were 
the more welcome that they came completely armed. Among 
them were^— Alexander, Earl of Glencaim, a Lord of the Privy 
Council, who had fought for James against the nobles in the Bald 
of Blackness ; the aged Earl of Menteith, who in his youth had 
been a hostage for James I.; the Lords Graham, Buthven, 
Semple, Forbees, and Gray, the High Sheriff of Forfieur — a cousin 
of Sir Patrick, the infamous Governor of Broughiy. 

Though all unlettered and ignorant of scholarcraft as the most 
humble peasant of their time, all these lords had a high and noble 
bearing^ — ^for the age was one when pride of birth and lon^ descent, 
with mgh military renown, were valued more than me; and, 
moreover, they were all hardy, strong, and athletic — ^browned by 
exerdse, huntmg, and hosting, and inured to war by the incessant 
feuds of the clans; thus, they wore their globular cuirasses, large 
elbow plates, and immense angular tuilles, or •thigh-pieces, as 
easily as if they were garments of the softest silk. James rose 
up to welcome them, and each in succession knelt to kiss his hand. 

" Welcome, my lords," said he; "what tidings bring you of 
our friends and toes P" 

" I have brought your miyesty three thousand sood infantry 
£rom Cunninghimie and Kyle," said Glencaim ; " the same brave 
men who won me a coronet on the field of Blackness." 

"A thousand thanks, brave Cunninghame! And thou, 
EuthvenP" 

"A thousand and three brave fellows on horseback, all armed 
with morion, jack, and spear." 

"And I, fifteen hundred archers and claymores," said the Lord 
Forbess, a weather-beaten and long-bearded noble, who wore the 
ancient Celtic lurich, with a plaid of his green clan-tartan, £Eurt«ned 
by a silver brooch, upon his left shoulder ; " I would they were 
18 many thousands, to conquer or die in this good cause !" 

All had a good report to make of their v^salage, and the 
king's spirit rose on nnding, by computation, mat these faithfiil 
peen haii marched to Alloa somewhere about thirty thousand 
fume and foot, with many Highland archers ; but these forces 
had veiy few cannon, and uie only arquebussiers on whom they 
oould raly were those of Sir Andrew Wood's ships. 

" Montrose," said he, " mount messengers and despatch letters 
to thoee laiids who are captains of the Border castles ; desire 
them to keep tryst at Melrose, and come in with all their lanoes 
and archers without an hour's delay." 
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they farmed a lea^e, wliich for strength and daring had no 
parallel in the previous history of the kingdom^ save the raid of 
the Douglasses in the reign of James II. 

Sir James Shaw of Sauchie, Gray of Eyneff, and their minion, 
the infamous Borthwick, were among the most active in creating 
this unwarrantable rebellion. 

The ancient burgh of Falkirk, which is so beautifully situated 
among the lands of the now fertile carse, was then surrounded 
by a dense forest of oaks and beeches, and near it lay a great 
morass, through which the Garron — that stream so famed in 
Celtic song and Roman war — flowed past the old Castle of Ca- 
lendar, whose lords were for centuries comptrollers to the king. 
This town was then little more than a village, and consisted merely 
of a High-street and the Kirk Wynd, which led to the church 
of St. Modan, the pointed spire of which rose above the antique 
tenements of the Itnights of Khodez, whose preceptor possessed 
most of the property within the rising burgh. It was surrounded 
by a fortified wall having ports, one of which is yet remaining 
in the Back Bow. Being loflily situated, and commanding an 
extensive view in every direction, it was admirably adapted for 
the muster-place of the rebel lords, whose whole desire was now 
to lure the unfortunate king to try their strength in battle. The 
town was filled by their troops ; the cavalry occupied the High- 
street and Churchyard, while the chiefs had their quarters in the 
Castle of Callendar, the family seat of James, Lord Livingstone, 
where they held council by day, and wassail by night, drinking 
the comptroller's wine, and broaching his Lammas ale, " to the 
confusion of the king and of his parasitical finvourites." 

Here they were visited by the venerable and valiant Sieur de 
Concressault, who came alone, or at least attended only by three 
horsemen — one who bore his banner, a second who earned his 
helmet, and a third who sounded a trumpet ; and, penetrating 
into the flushed, proud, and riotous company, who were drinking 
and roistering in the hall of Callendar, where they 

* Carved at the meal with gloves to steel, 
And drank their red wine through the helmet barred,** 

the marshal boldly announced to them what he had been desired 
to say by a mandate recently received from his master, the King 
of France. But before he spoke, this good soldier was shocked 
to perceive the youne Duke of Bothesay (whom all the loyalists 
beheved to be in Stirling) among these dark and fierce conrai'* 
rators ; for the false and subtle Shaw and others retained the 
heir of the crown among. them, to give a colour and pretext to 
all their illegal, actions^-or at least, &at on his young head some 
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of HiB blame of revolt, and shame of defeat, should fall. He 
seemed ]iaie and sad, and crushed in spirit ; for he now felt con- 
irinced — ^thanks to the reiterations of Borthwick, Shaw, and Gray 
— that his father had destroyed both Mar^ret and her child ; and 
as he was one of those who think it "better to have loved and 
lost, than never to have loved at all," his bitterness was great 
indeed. 

" Marsha] de Concressault," said he, " how did the king, my 
&ther, receive the tidings that I had left Dundee with l^ese 
noble peers, and that they were in arms ?" 

*• He wept." 

** 'Twas well," said Lord Dmmmond, sternly ; " kings weep 
bttt seldom, and their tears are precious." 

" Ay," added the grim and bearded Steward of Menteith ; " and 
there be soine in Scotland who shall yet greet tears of blude 
before this wark is owre! But what seek ye here. Laird of 
Pitmilly — speak ! for our swords are longer than our patience P" 

" My lords," said the ambassador, ** the Kings of France and 
Euffland declare that they consider it to be the common cause 
of lul monarchs to protect the Sovereign of Scotland against you ; 
&r subjects must not be permitted to give laws unto a king, who, 
even although he were a tyrant, cannot be amenable to the autho- 
rity of the people ; for we have yet to learn that it is from them, 
rather than from Qod, he receives his throne and power." 

All laughed loudly at this, for the ** right divine" was never 
valued much in the Lowlands of Scotland ; but Angus, who pre- 
sided, struck his mailed hand like thunder on tiie table, and 
ster^ imposed silence. 

" "Sour King is not a tyrant, my lords," continued the aged 
marghfti, warming as he spoke ; " nay, we all know that no lady 
in the land was ever more good or gentle. And his errors, if he 
hatii any, are the result of youth and evil counsellors -" 

At this remark, a storm of angry mutterings pervaded the 
cuirassed and halmeted assembly. . 

" But suppose these men have done you wrong, my lords, is 
it wise, or is it noble, in a wild desire for vengeance, to endanger 
the safety of the most ancient kingdona in Europe, and the 
honoor of its throne P These princes desire me to say, firmly 
and boldly, that no state can be so pure that corruption cannot 
creep into it; that you, my lords and gentles, should be cautious 
how ye shake the framework of the Scottish monarchy, and 
shatter its government, for they are ready to resent it ; and, 
moreover, John, King of Denmark, Ferdinand of Spain, Maxi- 
milian of the Romans, the Dukes of Austria, Muscovy, Bur- 
gundy, and Brittany are ready to join Prance and England m 
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pnnishine this revolt ; and his Holiness Innocent YIII., by the 
voice of nis legate, armed with full pontifical powers, will, ere 
long, pour thA terrors of his indignation on ail who are in rebel- 
lion against the Scottish crown." 

Many a brow was knit, and many a sword half-drawn at this 
bold speech ; but Angus waved his mailed hand, and again the 
multitude were still. 

" Gk) back, De Concressault — go back to those false carles who 
sent you here," said he ; " or, further still, to all those barbarous 
dukes and foreign kings, and teU them that the sacred rights of 
an old hereditary nobuity shall not be shared with, or trampled 
on, by clodpoles and merchant-skippers, by hewers of wood and 
drawers of water, by men accustomed less to the sword than to 
the plough and hammer, the handloom and the tiller. Begone, 
I say, m V Lord of Concressault ; for if within another hour you 
are found within a mile of Callendar Yew, by the bones of St. 
Bryde, and by the soul of the Daurh Chev Man, from whom my 
blood is drawn, I will hang you on its highest branch, as the 
taghairm of victory to our cause I" 

" Be it so," replied the Sieur de Monipennie, as he drew him* 
self up with an air of scorn and military pride, and closed the 
umbriere of his helmet, as he donned it m defiance of them alL 
'' On a coming day, I hope to requite this foul insult, and teach 
thee. Lord of An^us, that a Scottish gentleman — a Marshal of 
France — ^is as good as any peer that ever came of the Douglas 
Blood, and better, it may be." 

Turning from the hall, he left Callendar with all speed, and 
crossed the Carse in the direction of the Forth, to rejoin the king 
at Alloa. 

" How happy all these titled villains will be now," said the 
marshal to lus esquire, who was no other than David Falconer. 

" Nay, they may healad, but scarcely happy" he replied. 
" There are our ships. Barton sees us, and sends off a boat." 

" Say nought about our having seen that madcap prince among 
the leoQla" said the old soldier ; '* for his father the king ham 
over many sorrows already to thole." 

The moment the ambassador left Callendar, Sir James Shaw 
summoned Borthwick, who had been duly infeft in his three 
tenements in the burgh of Stirling. 

" Mount," said he ; " mount and ride, with forty chosen men, 
to Linlithgow, and thence to Edinburgh ; display our banners at 
the burgh crosses — ^rouse the Gxitterbloods of the Good Town, and 
the Whelps of the Black Bitch ; say that the Falkirk Bairns and 
the vassals of Carse and Callendar have joined us to a man. 
Bouse one, roufe all againi^ the parasites of Jamesl those base* 
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bom oomiierB who oppress the people — shoat fire and sword, 
horse and annonr! It is easy to gather the rascal mob, 
and raise an outciy. Here are a hundred Ijons and rose- 
nobles " 

"English?" 

** Aj, English rose-nobles/' replied the snbtle Laird of Sanchie, 
with one of his snaky smiles ; " scatter them among the rabble ; 
say they are from the good and charitable nobles — ha, ha ! &om 
Angas and from Drmnmond ! Bait and draw on the canaille ; 
threaten them with war and pestilence ; foretel the ruin of the 
burghs and the invasion of their privileges. Select villains — 
thou knowest many — harangue and arm them ; say blood must 
flow. To arms by tout of horn and tuck of drum — against the 
court — and the muster-plaoe is Callendar Wood. Say, to arms 
with Angus ! who, like Warwick the Englishman, will become a 
maker oi kings and a breaker of crowns in more ways than one. 
Tell the people and the poor that they must no longer be the 
stock-fish and foot-balls of the rich and noble ; tell the rich and 
great that the base multitude have risen for plunder and the 
assumption of absurd privileges. Here, take my sword, it is a 
good Banffshire blade, and away to Edinburgh ; see Napier, the 
provost, and say all I have said ; for the papal legate is coming, 
jind if once he sets his red legs on Scottish ground, the burgnB 
are lost to the nobles for ever V 

While Sanchie repaired to his governorship in the Castle of 
Stirling, the firebrand Borthwick departed on his rebellious mis- 
sion ; ibr the revolted peers dreaded that, on the arrival of the 
Legate Adriano di Castello, who was hastening from Bome, the 
burgesses, and all who feared the censures of the Church, mijght 
join King James before a decisive battle was fought or a Bevolu- 
tion achieved. 

The artiui minion was very successful in his mission, and soon 
after, the flower of the Lothian spearmen — the finest infimtry in 
Sootlaad— joined the rebel lords at Falkirk. 



CHAPTEB XXEL 

VHB ICABCH TO STIBIiINO. 

Oir a glorious morning of the first davs of June, James IIL 
began his march for Stirling, once the El Dorado of the Scottish 
nobles during his reign, as Linlithgow was in the time of James 
lY., and Fa&:land in the time of James Y. 
The gentle breath of the morning stole along tb« heather bxaeiy 
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and the Bound of the river was heard as it mnrmured on its yel- 
low shores. Above the hills the sun was rising in his sammer' 
splendour, and the winding Forth blushed red as the shades of 
ni^ht retired. The peaks of the Ochil mountains glittered as the 
mist rolled away from their summits ; the mavis and merle sang 
among the woods of Alloa; but the dew lay long in the grassy 
haughs and hollows, where the peaceful shephei^s, who heeded 
little the godless strife of lords and earls, were vrinding their 
horns, whfle the colley dogs barked and yelled when hera and 
hirsel came forth from bught and penn. 

Though less accustomed to armour than most of his turbu- 
lent subjects, James was attired in a heavy suit, which he valued 
highly tor having been worn by his father at the sieges of Thrave 
and Roxburgh. It was gorgeously inlaid with ornamental and 
religious devices ; the back and breastplates were composed of* 
several pieces, to render them fleidble, and the thiens were 
defended by an apron of chain mail. Above his salade ^peculiar 
headpiece, first introduced from Germany during the reign of 
James II.) he wore a cap of maintenance, surmounted by the 
imperial crest, the lion in defence; while the royal arms, the 
lion rampant, within the double tressure, were everywhere em- 
blazoned on the caparisons of his horse, the head of which was 
encased in a chanfron of tempered steel. 

Another helmet for battle was borne behind the king by the 
Laird of Touch, who was hereditary armour-bearer and esquire of 
the royal body; his standard was borne by Scrimgeour, the 
Constable of Dundee, also its hereditary bearer. The lances of 
the Boyal Guard, under Ramsay, Lord Bothwell, wearing over 
their armour scarlet jupons, trimmed with yellow (the royal 
livery), rode close around, in front and in rear of the king, near 
whom were Sir William Knollis, preceptor of Torphichen, wear- 
ing the black c6te d'armes of his order, with its white cross of 
eight points ; the old Sieur de Concressault, dad in a gorgeous 
suit of Milan plate, with his orders of knighthood siNirkling on 
his breast, his swallow-tailed pennon borne before mm by one 
esquire, and his helmet behind him by anothw. With this 
group rode the venerable Montrose, the king's first counsellor, 
attended by many gentlemen, among whom were Sir David 
Falconer, who, as a soldier, had resolved to share the dangers of 
the campaign ; while the admiral. Barton, and Mathieaon had 
xetumed to their ships to guard the passage of the river below 
AUoa. 

The royal army was nearly thirty thousand strong, and 
gathered strength at every tower and hainlet as it martsbeii west- 
ward, by the margin of the Forth, towards Stirling. There were 
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the well-accoutred horsemen and spearmen of the Korth Low- 
laadfl, in their steel caps and huff coats, with iron gloves and 
gorgets; Highland arcners in their long lurichs of chain and 
conioal helmets of steel, with short hows and ponderous swords—- 
all hrave and determined, hut unruly and, unfortunately, inferior 
in equipment to the fine troops of the revolted noUes. The 
cannon were few and small, their principal one heing the Lum, 
a hrass gun, caat in Flanders for James L, in 1438 ; it weighed 
3000 lbs., and was inscribed with a long Latin legend. 

Save the hum of the marching squadrons as it rose on the 
monung air, the tramp of horses, and the tread of feet, the 
rustle of the many-coloured banners and ^nnons of baronial 
families, dans and burghtowns, or an occasional word of com- 
mand, t^ere were no sounds of military triumph accompanied this 
march to Stirling. In respect for the king's sorrow and recent 
bereavement, no Lowland drum was beaten, no trumpet blown, or 
bagpipe gave a note to the breeze ; and most of the peers and 
ffontlemen were thoughtful and downcast, or conversed only in 
low and subdued tones ; for it was an age of omens, and many 
portending evils had been seen ; and thus, their minds, being as it 
were forewarned of unhappy results, attended to the most trivial 
things, and drew from them dark and mighty conclusions. 

Passingjbhrough the woods of Tullibody, the forces crossed the 
beautiful I)evon, which is fed by a hundred streams that pour 
down from the Ochils, and rush united through a channel of 
rock, among wild, romantic, and richly- wooded glens, towards the 
Forth. The royal troops passed through the little village of 
thatched cottages, from the low chimneys of which the smoke of 
fires, that were fed with fir and oak from the neighbouring bog, 
was curling high above the rich green foliage. The cottars sto^ 
at their doors, and held up at arm's-length their little ones, 
to see the passing kin^, and in the hope, perhaps, that they 
nught catch a glance or the royal eye ; men, old and bent witn 
age, stretched Sbeir thin hands towards him in blessing, and the 
t^urs came into the eyes of James when, after a long silence, he 
tamed to those about him, and said— 

" It is these poor people, and such as these, I love : and it is 
at such a time as this I feel myself a king. Believe me, my good 
Montrose, tiie prayers and wishes of the lowly reach Heaven 
more readily through these roofs of thatch, than those that rise 
frtxmbanm'a halls and great cathedral aisles ; for, as Saint Mungo 
said of old, the poor are the children of God. I would that dl 
Scotland were as single in purpose and as true in heart as these 
poor cottars now." 

To this no one replied, and after another cdlent pause, James 
continued, in the same bitter strain : 
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" How many of my forefathers have shed their blood for this 
tmgratefiil people, who will slay me, even as they slew James I. 
at Perth? Fighting for Scotland, my father fell at Roxburgh, 
by a cannon, in the very armour I now wear ; yet how few of her 
nobles have one drop of blood for me P Like the very demons of 
violence, crime, and ambition, they will traverse all the land in 
arms; burghs will be sacked, and homesteads laid in ashes; 
towers stormed and battles fought, for there is no hand can 
restrain them but 0»e,and even that seems armed a^idnst me now!'* 

" Alas !" said the Treasurer Knollis, in alow voice, as he laid a 
hand on the cross of his order ;, " alas ! that your majesty should 
speak thus ; doth not the Holy Writ tell us, that ' man is bom 
to trouble, even as the sparks fly upward ?' " 

" Where, beyond the little band here, have I a friend P" 

The Lord of St. John of Jerusalem pointed upwai'ds, saying, 

" The wisdom and the repining of man are alike folly in tne 
sight of Heaven." 

" I beseech your majesty to be of good cheer," said Montrose | 
" thirty thousand loyal hearts are under your royal banner ; and 
another day may see your enemies routed, baffled, and destroyed.*' 

" Duke, I have ever heard it said that the most noble way of 
destroying one's enemies was to make them fiiends; but in 
every attempt to gain these hostile peers, I have signally failed. 
Our long projected banquet, which was to cement me bonds of 
friendship— 



lusnip " 



For God's love, speak not of that/* said Montrose, betraying 
a storm of anger in his eye and manner ; " for never shall I know 
one hour of peace until I have discovered and nailed on Stirling 
cross the hand which forged the letter proud Augus so 
exults in I" 

And now old Stirling's "towers and town" arose before the 
marching troops, all steeped in summer haze and brilliant sun- 
light — ^that gorgeous palatial fortress, so rich in statues, orna- 
ment, and carving — so lofty and so strong, rising tower above 
tower, and rampart over rampart, on that stupendous rock that 
terminates the steep on which the quaint old burgh clusters, with 
all its gable-ended houses, its grey turrets, and antique courts, its 
shady wynds and masses of fantastic masonry, with gardens all 
around, and orchards in full bloom : while, seen at intervals, the 
winding Forth swept through the fertile vale below, so rich in 
dark green coppice and golden fields of com, and teeming all 
with natural loveliness — bounded by the dark and purple peaks 
of the mighty Ochils and the mightier Grampians — by a thou- 
sand hills and more, that look down on plains where Scotland 
fought three of her most glorious battles. 
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B7 old Stirling bridge, so famed in the annals of tlie pa^t for 
pageantry and strife — so narrow and so steep, with its deep- 
riboed arches that span the river Forth, the king crossed at the 
head of his troops, and for three honrs they continued to defile 
along that lofby gangway of stone, with hanners waying, and 
spears and helmets shining in the sun. Strong walls and forti- 
fied portes then enclosed the town. Its eastern barrier, " a for- 
midable arch of ponderonp maaomy, sprung from columns of 
basaltic rock, twenty feet in diameter. A jagged portcullis and 
solid gates closed the path by night, and their state keys of 
solid silyer are yet preserved in the town-house." 

No provost, baibes, or dean of guild, in furred gowns, ap- 
peared on bended knee to present these keys to James as he 
passed through the arched portal which then secured the centre 
of the bridge; and the streets beyond it were silent and 
deserted, for the people were stricken with fear and awe, as his 
forces marched through towards the Torwood ; for he had resolved 
to encamp beyond the walls, and thus relieve the burgesses of 
his favoiwite town from the presence of the wild and \mruly 
northern clans who adhered to his cause and crown. 

Intending to remain in Stirling until more of the Highland 
chiefs could join him, and being anxious to meet the prince his 
son, whom he believed to be in the castle with Shaw the governor, 
of whose defection he was still ignorant, James rode up the 
Broad WVnd, attended by a few of his guard, by Bothwell, its 
captain, Montrose, the Sieur de Monipennie, Sir David Falconer, 
and others who were his best friends, and who formed a glitter- 
ing troop as they approached the castle, which was James's 
favourite residence, and which he had neatly embellished, 
having built therein a parliament-house, the magnificent oak 
roof of which was but recently and recklessly torn down by the 
British government, and sold for firewood ! 

As the cavalcade advanced up the hill, they were surprised to 
find a strange banner — ^the red heart of Douglas — flying upon 
the castle in place of the blue national ensign, while the ^ates 
were dosed, the drawbridge up, the walls lined by the garrison^ 
and the cannon pointed against them. 

Glances of inquiry and suspicion were exchanged^ by the 
attendants of the king, whose pale face was turned with stem 
scrutiny upon the armed lamparts, so he ordered a trumpet to be 
Boundeo, and with the umbriere of his salade up rode forward 
boldly to the edee of the ditch. 

" ia the Laira of Sauchie, my captain of Stirling, within your 
gates P" he asked, in a firm and haughty maimer. 

" I am here« at the service of your grace," replied that arch- 
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conspirator, as he appeared all armed, save the head, at the waU 
above the portcullis. 

" Thou uilse traitor and manswom Bulgect," said James, "why 
am I received in this fashion at my own castle-gate P Do ye not 
see the royal banner and the guard in our livery P" 

"As plainly as may be," replied Sauchie, with the coolest 
assurance ; " and what of it ?" 

James thought of his dead queen, and controlled the gust of 
proper indignation that swelled within him at the insolent bear- 
ing of his subject. 

" Am I to understand that you decline us entrance here P" 

" I regret to say that your majesty surmises justly." 

" Soldiers !*' he exclaimed, " I am James, your king ! Lieu- 
tenant-governor, Allan Cochrane of Dundonald, arrest uie traitor 
Sauchie, and lower the bridge ; arrest him, I command you all 
on your allegiance." 

The Laird of Dundonald curled up his mustachios in silence, 
while Sauchie laughed aloud; but no num stirred upon the 
walls, though all gazed upon each other in evident doubt and 
trepidation. 

" Will no man there desire the prince, my son, to appear before 
me," said the poor king. 

Then Sauchie answered : 

" The prince, your son, is with the lords, in arms, beyond the 
Torwood, and is birling his bicker in Callendar Hall." 

This intelligence cut James to the soul, and he turned to Con- 
cressault, with a glance fuU of reproach and inquiry. 

" I could not tell your majesty such evil tidings," replied the 
old soldier; " though I saw me prince, pale, sad, and I am glad to 
say it, looking miserable enough, among those evil-minded lords." 

" And thou, David Falconer P" said the king. 

** I was silent for the same reason." 

" It was kindly meant, sirs — kindly meant ; but it makes the 
blow more heavy to-day. Wifeless and sonless, in one week — ^I 
may well be crownless and lifeless the next. Oh, who that could 
have a crust and cup of water in peaceful obscurity would be kine 
of Scotland P One word ere we go. Sir James of Sauchie, ana 
answer me truly on your soul as a Christian man, is my son in 
arms against me of his own free will P" 

" I know not ; but the nobles, now in arms to demand justice, 
took him away with them." 

" Justice is in the hand of Heaven ; and yet these rebel lords 
would seek it at the head of forty-thousand spears." 

" I know not in whose hand it may be, ana care not," replied 
the insolent Shaw ; " but time will prove all." 
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" Time will also avenge thy perfidy !" said James, with great 
bitterness ; " fie on thee, traitor ; fie ! But I shall neither curse 
nor ban thee, for thy father was a good knight and loyal man ; 
and this conduct in thee is enough to make his bones shake in 
their coffin in Cambuskenneth aisle. Foully and basely hast 
thou deceived me, for to thee were entrusted alike the custody of 
this my royal castle and of my eldest son ; but I shall yet be 
avenged, and have thee rewarded as thou deservest." 

It is related that James then shook his clenched hand at the 
subtle traitor on the battlement above him ; and all his train 
made the same menacing gesture, as they wheeled their horses 
round and descended into the town. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

THE GOOD SHIP HABBY. 

" YestYeen I saw the new moon 
With the auld moon in her arm ; 
And if we gang to sea, master, 

I fear well come to harm. 
They had na' sailed a league, a leagne, 
A league, but barely three, 
^ When the lift grew dark, the wind blew load, 

And gurly grew the sea." 

Scottish BaJOad. 

The evening was cold and grey; the shrill wind swept over the 
German Sea, tearing the suif here and there from the crests of 
the murky waves, which reflected the colour of the ink^ scud that 
traversed the lowering sky heavily and swiftly in flymg masses 
overhead. 

Scattered far apart, three English ships are striving to make 
headway against the freshening gale that blows from the east, 
and at every fresh gust strains their almost close-reefed canvas 
as if to blow it out of the bolt-ropes ; and seizing their ponderous 
spsirs, their intricate top-hamper and heavy-towering poops, 
eveiy moment careens them over to leeward. Hardly they beat, 
and bravely too; for a foreign, and it may be a hostile shore is 
lying with all its rocky terrors on their lee, for these ships are 
the Harry, the Cressi, and White Rose. 

They dared not signal for pilots as they passed the little fisher 
towns that nestle in the creeks and crannies of that tremendous 
coast, which rises like a wall of rock along the northern sea ; and 
if they had fired guns and shown their colours, it may he douhted 
whether a pilot could have come off in such tempestuous weather. 

o 
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** It freshens fast, this plagaey breeze," said Jdm o'Lvune, turn- 
ing his weather-beaten face to windward ; '' but ere tnis I hav« 
weathered many a tough Levanter, and seen St. Elmo's light lay 
the spirit of the storm, as it burned bhie for half a fathom or so 
bdow our maintruck, and along the topsail-yard. 

" Ay, John," responded Howard, " mou mayst have been all 
round the world, and outside it too— -yea, have doubled the Cape 
of Storms, and yet never have seen a more dangerous or damnable 
eoast than this of Buchan here !" 

" Should we not take a reef in that foresail and the maintop- 
sail P" 

" Nay— ouf ! what a mouthful of salt water !— nay, stand onj 
see, the rocks fall back and the land opens I Ho !— St. George 
for England ! we may yet get into sate riding, and thank God 
and St. Mary we have neither started tack or sheet." 

" Or had aught carried away from truck to keel— from sprit- 
sail to poop-lantern." 

"A hoard of the forechain-plates hath been torn oif ; but we 
will plank it anew in Scottish fir,*' said Howard, with a smile. 
" The old Harry hath carried her canvas and shipped her seas 
most nobly; she is the most manageable craft 'tween Thames 
and Humber, and though we have not a dry hammock or doublet 
on board, we will be all right and ataunto ere long. Will Selby, 
pass the wdrd forward for a posset of sack, and then wear the 
ship round, John o'Lyune, for that bight on the lee bow opens 
fast ; and though I never was but once in these seas before, I 
remember me of finding safe anchorage hereabout. Get ready 
a culverin, as a signal to our craft to windward, and run up St. 
George's cross, but for a minute only ; lest the gimlet eyes of 
«ome wary Scots may espy it bom yonder devilish blufi*, as we 
wear ship and make to port." 

" I hear a stranee sound," said Dick Selby, putting a tarry 
hand behind his red, weatherbeaten ear. 

" 'Tis the storm fiend laughing," said John o'Lynne. 

" Nay," said Howard," 'tis the waves roaring in a cavern, and 
mingling with the boom of breakers on the beach ; and now we 
shomd see PhilLorth Church and sands ; and lo ! there they are to 
leeward— let her fail off a£ewpointB-*80— yare— John, yare, and 
bravely !" 

Kattray Point, that low and dangerous ]^romontorv, with its 
burgh town, not a vestige of which now remams, were lefb astern, 
and soon Kinnaird, that tremendous headland on the Buchan 
eoast reared its weatherbeaten brow above the foam, where the 
wave that rose upon the far Norwayn shore breaks upon its iron 
front; and now, as Howard said, Phillorth opened its friendly 
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bay, o^eiiooked by ah ancient castle belonging to the FrazerSj 
a&d its kirk of St. Modan, the confessor of King Conran. 

The Sa/rry fired a gun as a signal to her consorts, and right 
before tiie wind they stood in between the foam-drenched pro- 
montcffies of Oaimbulg and Frazerbnrgh, and came to anchor in 
the bay or roads, where, as the high bluffs protected them firom 
i^e fury of the sea, they rode in safety. 

" Thank God and St. George our anchor ib down, and seems 
to hold bravely too!" said Howard, as the ship swung round and 
everything was furled, fore and aft. 

" But how fieireth this dainty Scottish dame to-day P" asked 
John CLynne. 

Howard coloured deeply, and pretending not to have heard, 
looked fixedly at the bluif of Caimbulg. 
" Dost thou affect her, shipmate o' mine P" 
Still no answer. 

" Ahoy, my captain ! thou'st seen her to-day, I warrant.** 
*« Who P" asked Howard, fretfuUy. 

"The lady— our prisoner, who hath never set her preti^ foot 
on our wetted deck since that misty night we were oflf Tay- 
inouth." 

** How could she do so, when the wind hath blown a tempest 
since, and we have shipped an ocean and more of this bitter 
Scottish seaP She is low in heart, and sunk in health and 
spirit — poor little damsel — ^my heart bleeds for her !" 

"And yearns for her too— is it not so, Edmund Howard?*' 
" It yearns in vain, then," said Howard, with a sigh; " for she 
IB <iinpregnable." 

" Faith she must be if ihm has failed in getting the weather- 
gage of her ; 4^ou hast been kind to her as father, brother, and 
&ver, all in one," continued the talkative lieutenant ; " and I 
doid)t not, she will make such a report of thee to old King Harry 
as may win thee a pair of golden spurs." 

^ A stout fellow who wears a sword and faces salt water — a 
Howard least <rf all — should not owe his spurs to a petticoat, 
John o' Lynne," said his captain, coldly; "but I would to 
Heaven she had never set foot on board the Sarry ; and I hope 
its heaviest malison will &U on yonder villanous Scots who are 
^otting[ this poor girl's ruin, and who brought her to us — on 
£<»thwidE more than all I That night his face was white as oar 
flag ; but one day I hope to see it turn blue as a Scot's one !" 

Then, the coast which is now covered by one of the most 
tibrivifig burghs of regality in Scotland, was lonely and somewhat 
bare. The high promontories, Uie level shore, uie old castle of 
^e Lakds of Phulorth, the dder church which was their burial 

o2 
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Slace ; the green Mormond Hill, with thickets of fine oak 
ense clumps of red-stemmed Scottish firs, composed the Bcen 
of the bay, m which the waves rolled blue and calmly, notwi 
standing the storm that flecked with foam the sea without. 

For several days the gale continued, and for these days i 
English ships rode' at their anchors, without their crews molei 
ing the shore, or being molested from thence : for it happen 
that the old Baron of Phillorth was marching with his chief, ti 
Lord Lovat, and all his retainers, to join the king's host ; so th 
none were left behind to guard his lady and their tower but ol 
men and boys. Moreover, although Barton had heen slain i 
the Downs, and Lord Angus had ravaged all Northumberlanc 
the kingdoms of Scotland and England were rather in a state o 
suspicion and alarm, than of war, as the wary Henry YIL hoc 
no wish for that event, being anxious to cement the bonds of an 
offensive and defensive alliance by the projected marriage oi 
Bothesay with his daughter, the voluptuous' Margaret Tudor. 

Howard knew nothing of all that had been passing at Dundee, 
Stirling, and elsewhere, during these several days of stormy 
and arduous beating to windward ; and Margq.ret Drummond, 
his prisoner, knew of course no more. She had now become 
somewhat composed, and ceased alike to threaten, to entreat, and 
to weep, save when she thought of her motherless and abandoned 
infant. 

While thus compelled by the stormy eastern wind to loiter off 
the Scottish coast, the amiable and gallant Howard became 
deeply impressed by the beauty, the gentleness, and sadness of 
Margaret Drummond; and he felt all this the more keenly, 
because he was too well aware that he was the contemptible instru- 
ment of causing sorrow and distress to one so beautiful. Daily 
he resolved never more to enter her cabin, and hourly he broke 
the resolution ; for the charm of her presence was too strong for 
his heart to resist. 

Frequently in his secret thoughts he cursed the cruel and 
subtle policy of his king, and the cupidity of the infamous 
Scottish traitors who pandered to him, and sold for English gold 
their faith and services. 

At one time he had almost resolved to land her on the coast, 
near some seaport town or baronial castle, and then bear away 
for the Thames, and surrender himself to Henry's wrath; or to 
quit his ships and seek a shelter among the wild Northumbrian , 
raosst oopers. Tims, fearful of adding fresh poignant to her grief I 
by commencing his homeward voyage, he loitered in the bay 
near Frazerburgh, while the gale moderated and veered round 
favourably to the north-west ; while water, wine, and provisions 
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became scarce on board the ships; while tall Dick Selhy the 
gmmer, Anthony Arblaster, captain of the crossbows, who had 
losb an eye at the Battle of Bosworth, and others of the crew^ 
looked strangely in each other's faces, and muttered under their 
bushy beards ; and John o' Lynne, who had been gruffly told to 
" haul taut and belay, and to mind his own affairs," strode 
sulkily up and down the larboard side of the poop, with his hands 
thrust far into the pockets of his coarse blue gaberdine, shoulder- 
ing master Quentin Kraft, for whom he had no great love or 
liking, and whistling to console himself, as he sipped a peg* 
tankard of sack that stood on the binnacle-head, and looked 
crossly from time to time at the flying clouds, and the long whip- 
like pennon that streamed towards old England. 

In deep thought, poor Howard often walked quite as hurriedly 
on the other side of the poop> and was frequently heard to 
mutter— 

*' Alas, for thee, Eddy Howard — ^thou art a lost and ruined 



man! 



I" 



Burned people are dangerous," grumbled John o' Lynne, under 
his long wiry mustachios, which were always encrusted with saline 
particles ; " misfortune is infectious, and I would fain see the ship 
cleared of this here piece of Scottish trumpery." 

" And bearing away for the Nore and Thames, which we are 
never likely to see again if this work lasts," added Dick Selby, 
emptying the lieutenant's posset in pure inadvertenca " St. Mary 
be praised, we gave these Buchan-bouillars a wide berth, though! 
else we had all ibund our graves in the Scotsman's sea." 

" I would rather you had taken a pull at your slack jawing 
tackle, than mv sack posset. Master Selby," said the lieutenant, 
gruffly- "so please to sheer off when next it stands here, and 
before you come aft again, give one look at the Book of Good 
Manners." 

On this day the weather was calm and clear ; the wind had 
almost died away, and for the first time since she came on boards 
Margaret had ascended to the poop, supported on the arm of 
Howard, and well muffled in rich Muscovite sables, for the muffly 
(or muff and tippet) were then worn by the ladies in Scotland. 
Howard dared scarcely look his own lieutenant in the face ; for 
now the weather had cleared so completely that he was at last 
deprived of every vestige of excuse for lingering off the Scottish 
coast. 

Upon that coast — on the granite brows of Caimbulg and the 
loftier bluff of Kinnaird with its cavern a hundred feet in depth, 
on old Phillorth with its woods, and the Mormond Ilill covered 
to its summit with green moss and purple heather, on the sandy 
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befteh in front 'and the flai; ehampaign beyond, Mavgsrefc Wmib 
her sad and anxions eyes. Bonnd them the bhie bay shone like 
a mirror ; but not a Scottish ship was near. Close by were 
tiie consorts of the Harry ^ lying at anchor^ with their yards 
braced sharply up and their heads to the wind, and in the open 
sea without were a number of those Dutch vessels called bushes, 
which, until the be^nning of the seventeenth oentuiy, were per' 
mitted by the Scottish government to fish in the Loch of StraUi** 
beg, which was then atn arm of the seai, though now it is more 
tiian a mile from it. 

Howard saw the expression of Margaret's dark and beautiful 
eyes, as she gazed in silent sorrow on the shore and on the 
narrow strip of water, little more than half a bowshot, that 
separated her from the yellow beach on which that water rippled, 
and as she turned pleadingly and reproachfully to him, he fdt 
that his own gaze became disordered; and dreading that she 
would renew those earnest entreaties with which he dared not 
comply — entreaties to be landed on any point or place from 
whence she could make her way to the nearest hut or noose — ^he 
begged her to be seated, and to excuse him, and hurried to the 
fore-part of the vessel on some pretented duty, despatching to 
her the pretty Cicely and the black-eyed Rose, who were gaily 
chatting with Dick Selby and Anthony the archer, in the Waist, 
and in the sunny side of the starboard gun-tier, and were looking 
as spruce and charming as the hideous dress then worn by the 
women of England would permit; for their gowns were cut 
square at the neck, with enormous sleeves confined at intervals 
from the elbow to the wrist, or worn like ** bishop's sleeves," as 
they were named in London. On their heads were flowing 
capuchons turned back, as we may still see them in some of 
Holbein's portraits. 

Finding herself an object of attention and considerable Bpeeii« 
lation amone the crei^^ who (honest souls !) knew little of the 
mission ana less of the object which had brought them into 
Scottish waters, the sensitive Margaret soon retired again to hef 
cabin, and there Edmund Howard followed her, by a temptation 
which he could not resist — ^lured by the soi;Lnd of her voice, and 
the Bofb expression of her eyes ; for these, though speaking only 
of sorrow and reproach, were teo polrerful and too seductive to 
be easily withstood. 

Though his visit had been respectfiilly heralded by little Will 
Selby, the gunner's brother, Howard found Margraret seated in 
a chair near the cabin windows, still watching uie shore, then 
shining in the meridian sun. She had thrown aside h^ hood^ 
and wore only her caul of gold, under which her soft fair hair fell 
in a shower of glittering curls down her back^*— for 8U(^ was then, > 



and for km^ after, the fashion. The Bimlight streamed through 
the cahin window, and Margaret's bright tresses seemed to form 
ft glorj round her mild Madonna face, which was so pnre, so &v, 
nd exqnisitelj sofb ; while the deep sadness and solemn thoughts 
that hovered m her heart, made her eyes seem of a darker and a 
deeper blue than they really were. 

She gare Howard but one glance as he entered, and turned 
a^in to the stem windows, from whence the bright water 
nppled away like Unes of light towards the pebbled shore, fix)m 
which she cfeemed herself arout to be taken as a punishment for 
having violated the laws of the Church, and brought discord into 
the royal family. 

"Tou have soon quitted the deck, lady," said Howard, on 
whose handsome face there were impressed all the doubt and 
hesitation which now rendered strange and abrupt his usually 
open-hearted and elegant manner ; " would not a little more of 
the breeze that blows from yonder waving woods have revived 
you, after such long confinement in this close cabin here." 

" Not unless I was under their branches, sir, which I am not 
likely to be while you are captain of this caravel,*' replied 
Margaret, without raising her eyes. 

Howard then pressed her to partake of a luncheon of preserved 
strawberries, quince marmalade, macaroon biscuits, hippocrass and 
orange wine, which stood untasted on the cabin table ; but she 
ooldlv declined. ^ He stood silent for a minute, and his heart 
swelled under his well-embroidered doublet, as he leaned over 
her chair and gazed upon the bright soft tresses that fell on the 
girl's neck,— for Margaret was yet a girl, though maternity 
had girea a roundness to her beautiful form, even as premature 
sorrow had given a sadness to her charming face and manner. 

Of that maternity and her marriage Edmund Howard was igno* 
rant, but knowing that the heir of Scotland loved her, he dared not 
apeak of his own growing passion ; for what had he to offer, com- 
pared with all of which he was depriving her. Yet Margaret could 
read that rising sentiment in his speaking eye and kind persuasive 
Toioe, and in his softened manner^ — ^it fretted and provoked her. 
A woman has an intuitive or instinctive perception when a man 
18 in love with her, let him do ever so much to conceal it ; and in 
the present instance Howard was too much of an English sailor, 
and too little of a courtier, to show false colours. 

" For the hundreth time, lady," said he, " I beseech you to be 
assured that if your fate was in my own hands, you would be 
oonducted to any part of Scotland you desired ; and there would 
I leave you, though in doing so my heart should break for ever !* 

Margaret smil^ bitterly, bat did not reply. 

''Alas, lady, think better of me," urged Howard, sighing 
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deeply; '' think better of me than to believe me a manswom 
wretch like Sir James of Sauchie, or a sordid slave like those other 
Scots who have betrayed you to Henry of England. Lady, I see 
a cloud now gathering on your beautiful brow ; I am but a plain- 
speaking English seaman (somewhat of a courtier once, it might 
be) ; I have no wish to take the wind out of any man's sails, but 
I do think, that while so many rascals tread her soil, this same 
Scotland of yours is not worth mourning for." 

" And dost think I have only the woods and mountains to weep 

for P Have I not my father — ^my four sisters, and my " she 

dared not add "child!" 

" Lady, the love of kings and princes is like foam on the sea — 
a thing tiiat comes and ^oes with every puff of wind, and so 
passes away for ever. Kmgs are but a hollow-hearted race at 
best ; their lives and their loves are made alike subservient to 
policy and statecraft ; and your Scottish kings have ever, as it 
were, been among breakers and shoal water since Scotland had 
a name ; for her nobles are a race of hereditary traitors, such aa 
have no parallel in Europe — ^men ever ready to sell her liberty 
and barter her honour for foreign gold." 

" Who spoke of kings or princes," asked Margaret ; " not I 
surely, sir — ^my lips never uttiered the name of king or prince ?" 

"!Dut your heart did, madam," said Howard, sadly. "Oh, 
do not conceal your secret thoughts from me. My own sentiments 
enable me to sound the depth of yours too surely for my own 
peace." 

" I think, sir captain, I might have wearied you by this time.** 

" Nay, lady, nay ; does the miser ever weary of his treasure P** 
continued poor Howard, getting into deeper water every moment.** 
" I count not the hours you are with me, unless to reckon how 
long it may be till we are separated by King Henry, and my sun 
sets in a dark and hopeless sea.'* 

" And when will this happen P" asked Margaret, making a 
violent effort to control a rismg sob. 

" When we drop our anchors by the Tower of London." 

"Oh, thou art a wretch — a minion — the slave of servile 
slaves !" said Margaret, covering her face, and giving way to 
one of those wild bursts of grief which always convulsed her 
when the memory of the babe from which she had been so 
cruelly torn, arose more poignantly within her ; " begone, and 
leave me to the horror thou hast wrought me." 

"Madam," said Howard, with increasing sadness, "I tako 
kind Heaven to witness, that I seek no higher ornament than 
the admiration you withhold from me ; no greater glory than 
the love I can never win. You have thrice held out bribes to 
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me, as if I were some sordid Scottisli lord or servile English 
clown, instead of being a gentleman of spotless coat-armour and 
reputable bearing. I nave not deserved contempt thus, even at 
your hands, for your presence here has wrecked my peace as 
surely as it has wrecked your own ; but alas ! from very dif- 
ferent causes. Dearly as he loves you, madam — and God who 
hears him only knows how dearly, — -Edmund Howard will never 
again ask grace of one who has stigmatised him as a king's 
minion and a sordid wretch. I dare not land you on the Scottish 
coast ; and I have now but one hope — that we shall fall in with 
old Andrew of Largo, and that after I have died fighting on my 
deck, you may be given to those whom you love oy the lads I 
-leave oehind me; though I fear much that bold Dick Selby 
would rather throw a match in his magazine and blow the old 
Sorry up, than see St. Andrew's cross above St. George's ensign ! 
Farewell, madam — I will never trouble you more." 

Eepenting her harshness, and impressed bv Howard's calm 
and noble demeanour, Margaret would have called him back ; but 
he sprang upon deck, and summoning John of Lvnne, ordered 
him to prepare for soling — ^to man the windlass and heave short, 
and to cast loose the courses, while Dick Selby fired a culverin 
as a signal to their consorts, the White Hose and Cressi, to put 
to sea. 

"I will no longer act the traitor to my king," thought 
Howard, " or be the plaything of this proud beauty, who wrongs 
me in her heart, and treats my honest passion with the cold 
indifference of an anchor-stock. Too long have I been the lag- 
gard and the lover, and now the play is ended !" 

" Ho ! for England — cheerily, my hearts !" cried the gunner, 
as he summoned a squad, who cast loose and loaded a culverin ; 
"I thought we should have ridden in this here cove till our 
anchors rusted and our cables rotted — or till the hungry devils 
of the Scottish sea had picked our ribs as clean as ivory. Eeady 
the match ! we have cruised long enough iu these here northern 
latitudes to ¥nsh for home again I" 

The culverin flashed redly from the dark port-hole ; the woods 
of Phillorth, the cave and rocks of Kinnaird^ and the chores of 
the bay, gave back the report with a hundred reverberations, as 
the courses fell and swelled out in the western breeze, when the 
anchors were apeak, and the topsails sheeted home, and the white 
flags with St. George's red cross were displayed from the gaff- 
peak and mainmast-head, as the stately Harry moved slowly 
out of that lonely northern bay, and once more began to roll 
upon the stormy waters of the Scoto-German sea, which broke 
m foam above the ghastly reefs then known as Phillorth Briggs. 
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CHAPTER XXXL 

THE TOBWOOD. 

^ On earth twas yet all calm aronnd, 
A pulseless sflence, dread, profoundy— 
More a?rfiil than the tempest's soond." 

LaRa Boohh, 

It is recorded in history tliat James III. made a second effort to 
overcome the treason of Shaw, but in vain. The message 
delivered by Sir David Falconer and Lord Bothwell, commander 
of the Koyal Gnard, was received with derision and contempt ; 
and for the evening and night the king remained in the town of 
Stirling, with all his troops around it, and fully resolved to fight 
the insurgents on the morrow, if they advanoea against him. 

Rumours of their great strength made the few faithM nobles 
who adhered to James doubtful of victory and fearful for his 
safety ; thus, the good old i)uke of Montrose desired Sir David 
Falconer to bear a message to Sir Andrew Wood, who was still 
anchored off Alloa, requesting him to have his boats along the 
beach and near the Carse, to t^ke off all fugitives and wounded 
men of either party who might pass that way. As the Torwood 
—a vast forest of primev^ oaks which covered most oi the 
Carse to the eastward of Stirling — ^was full of wolves, wild deer, 
and, worse than these, the huntm^ and wandering parties of the 
insurgents, this duty was a task of no ordinary danger ; but the 
gallant captain of the king's arquebusses preparea for it with 
Sacrity ; resolving, if molested, to trust to a ready hand, a sharp 
sword, and a swift horse. 

Accoutred in his harness, back, breast, and head-pieces, 
armlets and gloves, or, as the Acts of James I. say, " weel horsed 
and weel harnished as gentlemen oucht to be," with lance, 
flword, dagger, and a hand-gun at his saddle-bow, Falconer 
quitted his lodgings in the Friars* Wynd, near the Meal-market, 
and rode down the steep streets of Stirling on his mission, just 
as the sun was setting afar off behind the mountains of the 
Bighland frontier. He had wisely taken &om his helmet the 
knot of red and yellow ribbons — ^the royal colours — ^which the 
Duchess of Mon&ose and her dames dHhownewr had prepared 
and bestowed upon the gentlemen of. the royal army ; thus he 
had nothing to distinguish him as he rocfe on his solitary 
inission, and he could pass for loyalist or traitor, according to 
drcumstances. 

He passed out of Stirling by an ancient porfce near the WolTs 
Craig, where, in the wars of Donald Y,, a sentinel, when asleepi 
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Had hem awakened by the fpKml of a wolf, and sfcarted to hid 
Bword just in time to find a horde of Saxon invaders close by ; 
ihey were routed ; and to this day we may still see on the old 
¥iurgh seals a wolf, recumbent on a rock, with seven stars above 
H in the sky, in memory of how the town was saved. As 
Falconer gave his steed a draught of the pure sprine that 
flows from St. Nihian's well, a dark irooked figure— an Ausus- 
tine of Cambuskenneth apparently — ^was similarly occupied in 
Watering his nag, a stout Galloway cob. 

" Grood morrow, father ; I hope you are come to bless the 
esase of the king," said Falconer. But he received no answer ; 
ao leaving the well and chapel behind, he wheeled off to the left» 
i)etween the deepening shadows of the Torwood and the stu- 
pendous eminence crowned by the town; and at a rapid trot 
pursued the old Boman route towards the north-west. 

This time-worn path was solitary and deserted; at such a 
crisis none were abroad save well-armed men, and now all these 
in the neighbourhood were within the walls of Stirling or can- 
toned around it. In the stillness of the summer eve, he heard 
the cattle lowing in the Queen's haugh, where the herds of the 
Queen were grazing, for the lordship of Stirling was the dowry 
of the queens-consort of Scotland. 

The summer moon rose clearly and brightly above the dark 
foliage of the Torwood, and its silver light mingled with the. 
Yellow flush of the western sky, and threw forward in black and 
Wd relief the sharp ridge of Stirling, with its castled rock, its 
turreted chateaux and old square gothic spire; the wooded Abbey 
Craig, on which were the ruins of a castle, with the Forth winding 
like a gigantic snake of silver between thickets of beautiml 
coppice, and forming those green links of rich alluvial land 
which, in all ages, have been so proverbial for their pasture and 
fertility. Above these tower(!d the lofty Abbey of St. Manr of 
Cambuskenneth — massive, rich, and strong, as when King 
David built it three hundred and forty years oefore; and lighte 
began to twinkle in the painted windows of its church and dor- 
mitories as the daylight fided behind the gigantic Ochils, and 
as the river that swept around it turned from silver to a cold, 
yet bright star-studded blue ; and the mighty bell which swung 
in the highest tower was tolHng the hour of ten, and summoning 
the Augnstines to prayer, as the arquebussier rode on, and 
passing the abbey and river on his leit, dipped into the wood. 
The head of this great abbey was usually a powerful and wealthy 
lord. Henry, the then abbot, was sent. amWsador to England 
a few years after the period we write of. 

Aa the last note of its melodioua bell— which, strange to say. 
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is yet lying iu the Forth, just where the Eeformers srnik it—' 
died away upon the wind, and the road grew dark as the lofty 
oaks of the Torwood arched their branches over it, forming, as it 
were, a loftiy tuniiel of twined and matted foliage. Falconer 
thought he heard the hoofs of a horse behind him : he checked 
his own for a moment, and looked back. He saw only the monk 
mounted on his stout little cob, and well muffled up in his black 
gown and cowl : so the soldier turned and rode on, though it 
was evident that the stranger had also for a moment checked 
his speed. 

As Falconer crossed the Bannock he again looked back ; the 
monk was still in sight, preserving his distance, and pursuing at 
a trot, the old Eoman way. Falconer turned to ride back and 
meet this follower, who immediately wheeled round and galloped 
in the opposite direction to avoid him. 

" Poor friar — ^my harness frightens him !" thought Falconer, 
as he resumed his way. " By my faith, but these are sharp 
times, when peaceful monks and men of God tremble at the 
sight of their own countrymen !" 

He soon dismissed the circumstance from his mind, on remem- 
herino^ that it was a peculiarity of the Augustines or Canons 
Eegular, that they took charge of parish churches and performed 
ecclesiastical functions in any place, whereas the contemplative 
■orders never left; their convent walls. As he passed Polmaise 
(or the Pool of Rotting, so named from the thousands of bodies 
that lay unburied there aft<er the Battle of Bannockbum), he again 
heard the hoofs of the jiriest's cob following closely and wanly 
behind him. 

" 'Tis intolerable, this I" said Falconer, as ideas of spies and 
assassins were suggested to his mind, and he remembered that 
twice he had recently escaped a barbarous death. " Come on, 
good father," he cried, " come on, and fear nothing, for I am a 
peaceful man, though armed, as you see." 

To this the priest made no response, but again wheeled his 
horse to the right, and dashed into the recesses of the Torwood. 

" Suspicious, this!" thought Falconer; " and if I find thee 
tracking me again, I will try the eflPect of a hand-gun shot on 
thee, wert thou the last of all the friars in Scotland." 

He listened for a time, but all was still, save some distant 
and uncertain sounds that rose from the recesses of the forest 
and floated in the still air overhead ; but whether these were the 
notes of hunting horns recalling straggling parties, or wild 
wolves baying at the summer moon, seemed uncertain ; so, once 
more he resume/i his way, and at a hand-gallop passed the manor 
of Throsk, crossed the fertile Carse, turned round a link of the 
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Forth, and descended to the Craigward or King's Ferry, where 
the rirer is still crossed hj a hoat. 

Here the Forth is only half-a-mile hroad at high water. 
Opposite lay dusky Alloa, with its lights twinkling among 
masses of quaint old huildings, and the smoke of their chimneys 
ascending into the pure still air of the evening, which had now 
almost hlended with the dewy night. The woods, the castle, 
and the town were reflected downward in the stream, in the 
mid-channel of which were the Yellow Frigate and Queen 
Margaret, with their consorts,lying at anchor, with all their boats 
hoisted in, their courses loose, the upper portlids triced up and 
the guns run out ; strong watches were on deck, with battle-axe 
and arquebuss, and all ready for sea and service at a moment's 
notice. 

Dismounting, Falconer took his horse by the bridle and led it 
close down to &e water-edge at the Craigward, and selecting a 
place where the boor-trees grew thick and mingled with the wild 
Scottish roses and the woodbine in a matted screen, over a 
scaured bank which the river had scooped as if to form a place 
of concealment, he looked cautiously round and listened lor a 
moment, and all was still, save the ripple of the stream as it 
flowed towards the sea. He placed to his mouth a silver-mounted 
bugle that himg at his girdle, and blew one low, winding, and 
peculiar note. It floated away over the river, and ere it died in 
the distance, the shrill whistle of Archy the boatswain was heard 
on board the admiral's ship— a boat plashed as it was lowered 
into the moonlit water, the crew were seen to drop lightly 
down from the chains, and the oars gleamed, as Cuddie the cox- 
swain pushed off from the carved and painted side of the high 
and formidable caravel. 

At that njoment Falconer heard something crackling among 
the boor-trees above his head. He looked upward suspiciously, 
but could perceive nothing. 

" Tush, • thought he, " I have scared some red fuimart or 
todlowrie from its lair — ^yet every leaf that stirs startles me 

-night. 

He had forgotten the suspicious friar ; but had he looked more 
narrowly he might have seen that respectable personage, with 
his head uncowled, with neck outstretched, with a hand behind 
one ear to let not a sound escape, and with grey, malignant eyes, 
half starting from their sockets, while, screened among the leaves, 
he bent over the bank to see and hear what this bugle-sound, 
the answering whistle, and shore-rowed boat portended— for our 
monk was a sp}' ! 
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CHAPTEE XXXn. 

THB DOUBLB BBIBB. 

** Sordid, mean, and mlBerly, he has made Tarions eampacte ; he hat 
made a compact with pride; a compact with ayarice; a compact witl^ 
knavery ; a compact with ambition ; a compact with contempt ; a compact 
with mammon ; a compact with all the eril paMions, and with all tha 
fiends r-^Tamiahu, 

"Welcome as a fair wind!" said Barton, leaping lightiy 
ashore, though he was heavily armed in a suit of black un- 
polished armour, and carried in his hand a Jedwood ax»«^ 
" Welcome, doughtie Davie." 

" And welcome thou, mv co^ir^do &ud shipmate," replied 
Falconer, as they drew off uieir steel gloves, and shook hands, 
but without a smile, for their hearts were full of stern thoughts, 

** What tidings are there 'long shore, eh P" asked Barton. 

'' Evil enouffh — ^the lords are all in arms in the Carse, aoy} 
to-morrow we nope to give them battle." 

" Would I might leave the ship and share it with thee I" 

** And why not P" asked Falconer, 

« The admiral " 

" True— true." 

** 'Tis said these lords have a hundred thousand men under 
their banner." 

•' Rumour says even more," added Falconer, 

*' But rumour is a landlubber, and often lies : and the king, 
how many P" 

" Only thirty thousand men, to my certain knowledge, but 
all good men and true, and God will bless their cAuse. ilav« 
any tidings of Howard's ships reached thee yet." 

" Not a whisper — ^nor has a boat boarded us since the king 
marched west from Alloa. On board we hear no more than a 
deep-sea lead, when down. Would that we could meet him I" 
added Robert Barton, twisting his mustachios. ''To me the 
opening cannon of that English fleet were welcome as a peal of 
merry marriage bells. Any message from the fair sisters i^ 
Stratheam P" 

" Alas, none ! and I suppose there is no intelligence of ths 
lost Lady Margaret P" 

" None — a strange mystery I" 

*' Can she be with Rothesay among the rebel lords P" 
"Impossible! for Rothesay then would leave their banner. 
Hostility, despair, and old Lord Dnunmond's wUes o^ne detain 
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tlie prince among fhem ; for Sir James Shaw, who twice to-day 
bent the cannon of Stirling against the king, and also Sir Patri<»: 
of Kyneff, declare aloud that James has hidden or poisoned her." 

** I shoold like to meet, on dear deck or open field, an 
armed man who would say so mach to me!" said Barton^ 
grasmng his Jedwood axe. 

" bost tiiink we will have a fair day for the battle to-morrow ; 
for the rain so bedevils our gun-matches." 

" Fair — I think so," saia Barton, looking at the stany sky. 
*' Ab Archy the boatswain says — 

** When the mist takes to the Genoan sea. 
Fair weather, shipmate, it will he ; 
But when the mist rolls owre the land, 
The rain comes pouring off the sand ;** 

80 the mist took to the sea this morning. And now, shipmate 
of mine, what errand brings thee to the Cndgward to-night p" 

" A message from the Duke of Montrose to the admiraL" 

" Well, and what is his grace's desire P" 

" That, as we have, perhape more chance of being yanquished 
than victorious on the morrow, he will keep his boats along the 
shore here, to take off all fugitives and wounded men, and so 
provide a safe retreat for the fin?, who in case of reverse (which 
God avert !) will be oonve;jred by faithful friends this way." 

" So James retreats this wayT said the lurker ovorhead. 

" And how shall we know him P" asked Barton. 

'' By the Lord Lindesay's fieimous grey luHrse, which he is to 
ride on the morrow, and by a yellow plume in his helmet." 

" Good," said Barton $ " I shall note them in the log-book of 
my memory." 

" Good, and so shall I," muttered the friar, overhead. **A 
grey horse and a yellow plume will be readily known on the 



morrow." 



" Hark," said Barton, as the listener withdrew; " dost tiiou 
not hear something P" 

" Can we be watched P" exclaimed Falconer, grasping the 
hand-gun at his saddle-bow. " A muffled man — one at least in 
a friar's cowl, followed me to-night, pace lev pace, from the Wolf 
Craig to the Polmaise." 

** Cuddie — ^ho, there !— ^eep the boat dose in," cried Barton, 
looking sharply round him. ** A friar, said ye— «nd there is 
one, even now, at the top of the Ci*aigward !" 

Barton sprang to the summit of the bank with all the agility 
of a sailor, and grasping the lurker by the frock, as he was 
cnwling away, dragged him zooghly down to the b^»h. 
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" Hov now, sir friar, what seek yoa here ?" asked FalconCf » 
recognising the priest he had met at the "Wolf Craig. 

" A passage across the ferry." 

" Then you are not likely to get it, for the rebels have burned 
the boat, and the oarsmen have fled," replied Barton, releasing 
him, and half ashamed of having shown so much warmth before 
a clergyman. " Whjr did you not come boldly forward and say 
so at once, good frur, instead of crawling about there like a 
parboiled parton — eh P" 

" This is not a time to venture rashly among armed men," 

" The friar is right," said Falconer ; " and such was perhaps 
his reason for avoiding me in the Torwood." 

" Moreover, I am a friend of the Lord Drummond, bound on 
a peaceful mission to two gentlemen of the king's ships," said 
the friar, the upper and lower parts of whose £ice were concealed 
by his hood. 

" We know most of the men in the king's ships, father," said 
Barton, in an altered tone; " and for whom may your message 
beP" 

" Robert Barton, captain of the Yellow Frigate, and Sir 
David Falconer, captain of the king's arquebussiers." 

There was a pause, during which the persons mentioned gazed 
at each other and then at the friar. 

" Priest, thou gibest us," said Barton, bluntly ; " for we are 
the men you speak of." 

" How shall I be assured of that, sirs P" 

" Ask our names of the boat's crew, if you doubt us," said 
Falconer, 

" It is enough — I now recognise ye both, sirs." 

" A sudden recognition !" 

*' Well, friar, thou'st the weathergap of us, and knowest 
our rank and rating now ; but what would the Lord Drummond 
with us P" asked Barton. 

" Step a little this way ; what I have to tell must not be over- 
heard," said the friar, drawing them a few paces from the boat; 
" Sir David Falconer, you love the Lord Drummond's daughter, 
SybiUaP" 

Falconer was silent, for the sound of that beloved name made 
his heart leap under his cuirass. 

** And you, Robert Barton, love her sister, Euphemia?" 

" Silence, friar 1" said Barton, angrily ; " what haftt thou to do 
with this P" 

" Thus much, that the Lord Drummond, the High Steward of 
Stratheam, sent me to say, that if you will make the admiral 
prisoner, seize his ships, and deliver them to the lords, ye shall 
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yet win your brides; but refuse, and you shall never see theit 
more." 

<' Villain monk, thou Hest ! — ^the Lord Prummond is a gentle- 
man*!" said Falconer, furioiisly. 

" He is more," said the monk, sneeringly ; " be is a Scottish 
noble." 

" In that word noble lies a world of treason,'* said Barton ; 
"bat he was wise to send a priest on this infernal mission, for 
with tins axe I had cloven a layman to the chine." 

"Very likely," sneered the monk ajgam; "for nsefnl and 
honourable men are never appreciated in this world — ^they are 
ever imfortunate." 

" Such priests as thee will be fully appreciated in the world to 
come," said Falconer. 

" Do not let us quarrel, sirs," said the tempter, with assumed 
meekness, crossing his hands upon his breast ; " I am but the 
Lord Drummond's mouthpiece ; and he said, Sir David, that your 
pay as captain of the king's arquebussiers would go but a short 
way, with a houseful of little Davies and Sybies crying for 
bannocks, cheese, and Christmas-boxes." 

This sneer enraged the soldier, but he heard it with apparent 
disdain. 

" So you wiU not win your brides, fair su-s— yea, with as many 
gold pieces each as would fill a Linlithgow firlot." 

" English, no doubt," said Falconer. 

" Of course," added Barton ; " what other coin could pay for 
Scottish treason P No — ^we will not win our brides thus, out by 
lance and sword will we win them on the morrow; so, base 
slubberdegullion, slip your cable and sheer off — begone, or by my 
other's bones, now bleaching in the English Downs, I will tie 
thee in thy friar's frock as in a sack, and sink thee with a whin- 
stone bullet; though thou art more likely to die with a fathom 
of rope than a fathom of water over thy shaven crown ! Away; 
ship your oars, my hearts," he added, springing into the boat, aa 
Falconer leaped on his horse; "Farewell, gossip Davie — God 
speed thee back to Stirling, and give us victory on the morrow. 
I will not forget to look for the yellow plume, though I pray it 
may never come here on the head of a fugitive king. Give way, 
lads; we have been off a full hour by the glass; — ^give way for 
the ship." 

The Doat shot off from the shore into the stream, the rowers 
keepins time with Dalquhat, who pulled the stroke oar, and all 
theu: blades flashed in the moonCght, as Sir David Falconer, 
without bestowing a word or glance on the recreant friar, gal« 

P 



kped im tiie slope and along the Oarse by tbe old Bosuih Way 
that led to Stirling. 

The moment they were gone, the frSur thre# back his hood, 
and displayed to the white moon, then sailing high aloft in the 
clear blue sky, the etril visage of Hew Borthwick, over the deep 
sinister eyes and hateful mouth of whom a laugh spread as ho 
eaid — 

** Fools ! The bodachs of Ans:u8, the men of the Meams, the 
Whelps of the Black Bitch, and me Souters of Selkirk — ^yea, even 
the canny folk of Aberdeen — are in aims a^nst you, and yet ye 
h(^ £br victory ! I am now a Stirling laird, duly in&tl and 
seized with earth and stone. Well, well ! they laugh merrily who 
laugh ike last. A little more of Henry's gold, and my fortune 
is made ! In the battle of to-morrow, a crown will be lost and 
won ; and I shall gain a thousand crowns if I can bear to Ber- 
wick-gate sure tidings of King James's death ! l%e yelloto 
plume- — the yelUno plume, — ^I shall watch for it in yonder field 
to-morrow as one who is damned watches for the first blink of 
redemption !" 



CHAPTER XXXm. 

THE QBBT HOSSE. 

** I would the wind that it sweeping bow 
O'er the restless and weary wave ; 
Were swaying the leaves of the cypreM boQC^ 
O'er the calm of my early grave." 

Scotch Song. 

The morning of the 11th June» 1488» rose brightly ove^ Slklln^ 
and its magnificent scenery. 

Almost with dawn, tidings readied King Jaines that the in^ 
Burgent nobles, at the head of a vast force, had left Falkirk somi^ 
hours before daybreak, and ^ete on their march through the 
Torwood to attack him. The unfortunate monarch now found 
himself peculiarly situated. 

His Castle of Stirlii^, the only adjacent place of security in 
case of reverse, was closed against him ; while the nobles as they 
marched by the old Roman road which ran throug^h the recess^ 
of the Torwood, barred the only route to the capital. Thusj in 
^e event of defeat, James could turn nowhere for suoebnr but to 
tJie admiral's boats at the Craigward, as arranged by tiie faitMul 
Falconer. 

He summoned a oonndl of his chiefs*— Montrose> OlencaiiDf 
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lifeiiteith^ Bttthveiis Sexnple, the Preceptor of Torphichen, and 
others ; and they were unanimously of opinion that he should 
commit their cause and fortunes to the hazard of a hattle. Im- 
mediately on this decision heing come to, the steep streets and 
c^d fantastic alleys and wynds of Stirling echoed to the hrattle of 
drums, the clang of trumpets, the twang of Border horns, and 
the yelling of the mountain pipB, as the royal troops, horse and 
foot, spearmen, archers, and Knights — all sheathed in mail, with 
horses richly trapped; burgesses and yeomen in splinted jacks, 
steel gloves, and morions ; and clansmen with their long unked 
lurichs, tuaghs, and two-handed swords, marched past its walls 
and barrier-ports, by the ancient road, which then, as now, led 
towards the rampart that extended Irom the Forth to the Clyde, 
and advanced eastward in three heavy columns, all animatea by 
enthusiasm for the royal cause, and by the highest spirit and de- 
termination. 

At that time the insurgents were passing the Carron, so famed 
of old in our Highland soDgs and Lowland history as the scene 
of many a bloody contest with " the kings of the world ;" for 
there the wings of their pride were shorn, and the line of their 
conquests marked for ever by the swords of the Scottish GaeL 

The vast extent of the Torwood — ^the Sylvae Caledonia of aa- 
iiquity — and all the foliaged hills that rise around the '' Bulwark 
of the North," were dad in the ridmess of their summer beauty. 
Tbe'air was laden with perfume exhaled firom the waving woodg 
and teeming earth ; the sky was without a cloud, save where a 
few specks of gold or fleecy white floated in the distant east. 
The dew was jittering on everything^, &om the topmost leaves 
of the Torwooa's giant oaks to the litue mary-flower and red-eyed 
daisy that ^ew below them. All nature seemed fresh and 
brignt and beautiful. The wild violet and the mountain roses 
that grew thickly by the wayside scented the idr, and its purity 
was enchanting. It seemed rather a morning for a merry liunt- 
ing or hawking party, than the stem debate of Scottish civil war; 
aikI as pipe and trumpet, with the tramp of barbed horses and 
the tread of heavily-armed men, rang on the pavement of the 
Boman Via, and awoke the lealy echoes of the forest, the wild 
erne screamed in the oaken glade, and the cushat dove fled from 
the hateful sound. 

After hearing mass in the Dominican diurch, and confessing 
himself to Henry, Abbot of Cambuskenneth, the king mounted 
his horse amid a flourish of trumpets. He was a peaceM and 
amiable prince— one more suited to our own civilized time than 
that age of blood and cold iron ; and thus he felt somewhat un- 
used to the ponderous bat gorgeous suit of armour in which he 

p2 
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was cased and riveted; and all uncheered by the enthusiasm 
around him, the flashing of arms, and the hraying of martial 
music, as the drums and fifes, horns and trumpets, of Lord 
Bothwell's guard (first embodied bj James II.), played merrily, 

" Con thou the rashes greene O,*' 

or by the historical memories of the ground over which he 
marched, for the Scottish Marathon lay close at hand ; he rode 
silently and moodily on, with his helmet closed, to conceal the 
tears that came unbidden to his eyes, as he thought of his dead 
wife, his son's desertion, the unjust accusations against him, and 
the coming slaughter which nothing but his own death could 
perhaps avert. 

" Another hour will bring us in sight of the foe," said the 
old Duke of Montrose, whose armour was richly ornamented, 
though somewhat old-fashioned; for his head-piece had the 
oreillets and long spike worn in the days of Murdoch, the Regent 
Duke of Albany, and his horse was gaily housed in his colours ; 

fules, a fess checque ardent and azure, the bearings of the 
lindesays of Crawford ; " and in one hour after that, your 
majesty will find yourself enabled to punish and repay the treason 
of Sauchie. I would give my best barony to see ms head rolling 
on the Gowling Hill of Stirling !" 

" Time will show, duke," said James, with a sigh. " Grod wot, 
I have no wish to shed the blood of my people ; but I never liked 
this Laird of Sauchie ; his soul was' an abyss, and I never could 
fathom his thoughts," 

" His chief friend and follower — a man named Hew Borthwick 
—was in Stirling last night, disguised in a fiiar's frock. This 
man is a spy and traitor ; yet he escaped us, and took the eastern 
road, doubtless to tell what he has seen ; and for all the Howe of 
Angus, I would not have lost that fellow's head." 

" Borthwick ! have I not heard that name before ?" 

" Doubtless ; he is a well-known bully, pimp, and brawler, who 
hovers about the discontented lords." 

" Is he well-bom P" 

" Hell-bom would be nearer truth, if rumour pedigrees him 
right," replied Montrose ; " but what aileth your majesty ?" he 
asked, perceiving the king to shudder so much that the joints of 
his armour rattled. 

" A ffrue came over me," said the poor king, and Montrose 
was silent, for neither were above the superstitions of the time ; 
and in Scotland people still believe that an involuntary shudder 
is caused either by a spirit passing near or when we tread upon 
the ground which is to be om* grave. 
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A shout, a clamorous hurrah from the vanguard, anuounced that 
the foe was in sight ; and as the king, with his forces, dehouched 
from the Torwood, he came in view of the long array of his 
insurgent lords ; and Palconer, who rode with the royal gaai*d, 
shook his lance alofb in fierce ecstasy, as he thought the moment 
was now approaching when he might meet Hailes and Home, 
singly or together, in close and mortal comhat. 

The insurgents were posted at the hridge over the Carron, and 
were formed in three strong columns, the whole strength of which 
has been variously stated, for their exact number has never been 
ascertained. Some historians have estimated them at one hundred 
and eighty thousand, which is doubtless a great exaggeration. 
Their force, however, was sufficiently formidable to appal the 
mind of the heart-broken king. 

The Lords Hailes and Home commanded the first column, 
which was composed of the men of Berwickshire and East 
Lothian; and Falconer's quick eye soon distinguished the chevron 
of the first, and the green banner of the second, with its yellow 
lion waving above the flower of the Scottish spearmen. 

With this body rode the traitor Borthwick, armed like a simple 
knight, and wearing a close helmet. 

The second column was composed of the fierce clans of 
Galloway and the hardy Bordermen from the Liddel, the Annan, 
the Tweed, and the Teviot, all clad in jacks of splinted steel, 
with long lances and two-handed swords, well mounted, and 
ranged under the terrible Bed Heart of Angus — ^the banner of a 
thousand battles, a thousand crimes and glories ! 

In the third colmnn, led by the Lord High Constable, were 
the men of the central Lowlands (under the nominal command of 
the Duke of Rothesay), and in this column the insurgents had 
the hardihood to display the royal standard of the kingdom. 
Lord Drummond, the Steward of Menteith, Sir Patrick Gray, 
the Forester of Ihrum, Sir William Stirling of Keir, Sir James 
Shaw, who had come from Stirling Castle, with fiiany more 
malcontent noblesse, were around the prince, as guards and spies 
upon his conduct. 

The aspect of these long triple lines as they stood in order of 
battle bv the banks of the Carron, with their deep masses of long 
spears mat vibrated like the stalks of a ripe cornfield, their many 
silken standards waving in the wind, and all their bright harness 
shining in the meridian sun, as knight and noble gcdloped from 
troop to troop and band to band, was too formidable to leave the 
unhappy king the shadow of a hope that he could ever come to 
an amicable arrangement with them, which he would gladly have 
done had his forces been the most numerous. 
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He formed hfs little army of thirty thousand men into four 
columns. The first was commanded oy the aged Earl of Men- 
teith, under whom were the hanners and vassals of the Lords 
Erskine, Gray, Ruthren, Graham, and Maxwell ; the second was 
led hj the Earl of Glencaim, and consisted chiefly of the western 
clans ; the third was led hy the Lord Boyd and the young Lord 
Lindesay, who carried the gauntlet of Angus on his spear. 

The main body, in which was the royal guard under Lord 
Bothwell, was led by the king and Montrose. It consisted prin* 
cipallv of men from Fife, Angus, and Stormont. In front were 
the Great Lion and a few other pieces of cannon. James III. rode 
at the head, distinguished above all around him by the loftiness 
of his stature, the brilliancy of his armour, the collar of the 
Thistle, and his towering yellow plume. 

On both sides all were well armed according to the fashion of 
the time and country, for the Scots excelled in the manufacture of 
weapons; and at that time every gentleman possessing ten 
pounds' worth of land was compelled to have a complete suit of 
harness, with sword, spear, and dagger ; every yeoman, si, basinet, 
steel gloves, bow, shafts and buckler, sword and dirk. From an 
early period the nation were good gunners; they first used cannon 
in the war against the English in the year 1340 ; and in alter 
years the Parliament ordered that every proprietor whose lands 
were a hundred pounds of new extent, should provide a hack- 
but, while every hundred-merk-land should equip two field- 
pieces ; consec^uently, the nobles had plenty of cannon in this fatal 
field of Sauchiebum. 

As the lines were approaching each other, the fhithful Lord 
Lindesay of the Byres rode up to the king, attended by an esquire 
who led a grey horse of beautiful proportions — one which was 
deemed unrivalled in Scotland for beauty, strength, and fleetness. 
" I beg," said he, " that your majesty will accept of this steed 
from me ; should we lose this eventful field — ^which God and St. 
Andrew avert-— your majesty may fully trust your sacred life to 
this animal's agility and sureness of foot; fbr u you can but keep 
your saddle, my favourite grey will never fail you." 

'' He has been carefiilly bred," said the Duke of Montrose, 
*' and possesses the fifty-four gifts of a good horse." 

"Fifty-four, dukeP" reiterated the king, stroking flie fiery 
animal as it pressed on the powerful curb, and caracoled from 
side to side ; " on my faith, a goodly number !" 

" Examine him, please your majesty," continued the handsome 
young donor, throwing up his umbriere ; ** he hath a woman's 
breast, with a lion's courage ; the eye of a bull, with the patience 
of a sheep; the strength of a Spanish mule, with the fleetness d 
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a Sooitisli deer; and the ears of a wolf I Yon wiU find him no 
cutter of gowans. Keep his head well up, and, by the faith of 
Lindesay, he will never fail under you I" 

How iktal a gift this fiery horse proved will he shown in the 
sequel 1 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE BATTLE OF SAUCHIEBUBK. 

** The king has come to marshal as, all in his armour drest ; 
And he has bound a snow-white plume upon his gallant crest.* 

Macaulat. 

The hostile lines were drawing nearer and more near; the 
shouts of the wild clansmen oi Galloway mingling with the 
slogans of the Merse-men, who shouted " A Home ! a Home !" 
were home on the wind across the fertile fields that lay between 
the approaching columns. 

A loud report pealed upon the stillness of the sky. It was the 
Great Lion, a ball from which made a gap in the ranks of the foe; 
others followed from a green knoll on which the roy^l culveriniers 
had posted themselves, but slowly and laboriously, for the gunners 
of the fifteenth century were somewhat /less expert than those of 
our own day. James gazed fixedly and anxiously at the insurgent 
bands. He was looking for the prince, his eldest son. 

*' No victory can come to a heart filled with dark forebodings 
snch as mine," said he to Montrose. 

The Duke's reply was lost in the hollow of his helmet. 

" No doubt young Bothesay is surrounded by a flattering crow^i 
all anxious to hail him as James IV.** 

** Ah, say not so, sire," said the faithful old peer, with a sigh ; 
^ yet such, alas, is perhaps the fate of kings." 

" The fate of kings ! thou thinkest so P — to see their own flesh 
and blood rise in rebellion up against them," replied James, 
incoherently ; " yet is there not an old proverb — a propjiecy-r- 
which says — ^what said itP" 

Montrose did not reply. 

*' What said it P" repeated JameSf impatiently. 

*'That in Scotland ikU year a lion shall be slain hy iti 
tokelps:' 

The king grew pale as death, for at that moment the wind 
Uew out theltanner of the third division of the insurgents, and 
above their long lines of shining helmets he recognised his own 
impenal flag, with the red lion rampant in its golden field. 
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** If I this day am slam, and the boy, my son, made kincf," 
said he, huskily, ** Scotland — Scotland — ^what will become of her P 
Lord of St. John, doth not the scripture say, ' woe unto the land 
whose monarch is a child' P and my simple-hearted Bothesay is but 
little more in years." 

At that moment a number of arrows and caliver-shots whistled 
past them, and the battle began in earnest, just as the distant 
bell of St. Ninian's Church toUed twelve. 

The scene of this sanguinary encounter was the tract of land 
now known as Little Canglar, upon the east side of a brook 
called the Sauchiebum, about two miles from Stirling. A number 
of weeping- willows — called in Scotland sauch-trees-— drooped over 
the water, and gave a name to the place, as they did to Sur James 
Shaw's barony. The birds were carolling aloft in the blue welkin ; 
the air was pure, the sunshine bright and warm ; the fragrance 
of the flowers and bearded grass was wafted on the soft summer 
wind ; the mavis sang among the pale green sauches, and the 
cushat dove sent up its cry from the Torwood's shady oaks. 
Grey Stirling, the wooded brow of Craig-forth and the Ochil 
peaks, rose on the north, all mellowed in the summer mist ; all 
nature looked beautiful and smiling ; but herd and hirsel fled 
as the brass cannon opened on the adverse lines, and the shout 
and shock of the furious onset made the poor shepherd who 
stood afar oflT on the lone hill-side, hold his breath and bend his 
head in prayer — ^for when Scot met Scot, right well he knew 
how deadly and how deep would be the sacrilegious slaughter ! 

The king's vang^rd, which was of course composed of his own 
clan, the gallant Stewarts and other Highlanders, armed with 
swords, long daggers, bows, and axes, led by John Stewart, Earl of 
Athole, — ^the conqueror of the Lord of the Isles— rushed upon the 
insurgents with a loud yell, such as can only rise from a Celtic 
throat. This attack was well supported by the king's left wing, 
composed of five thousand Perthshire spearmen, led by Lord 
Ruthven. 

The Mersemen met them with their levelled lances — ^those 
pikes so terrible in warlike annsds, " six Scottish ells in length," 
and an awful conflict took place ; while the shoute of " A Home, a 
Home r on one side, and the shrill cathghaim of the Athole 
Stewarts, were often turned into the shriek of agony or the 
groan of death, as the lance was thrust through the Highland 
lurich, or the claymore found a passage through the Lowland 
jack ; while weapons broke and tm'oats were grasped and daggers 
driven through plate and mail, through plaid and buif, or the 
swaying axe split helmete of tempered steel and targets of tough 
bull's-iude like withered nutshells. 
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" The first charge was valiantly given," says Driimmond of 
Hawthornden, " launce meeting with launce ; so the vanguard of 
the lords hegan to yield ground, and was strongly repulsed.'* 

The men of West Lothian shot showers of arrows, to which the 
Highland archers replied; and for a few minutes the air was 
darKened by the passing flights, while men fell fast on both 
hands, and pressing on, pikemen and archers came closing up on 
every side with axe and sword, till a deadly and disastrous melee 
began between the royalists and insurgents, who rushed upon 
each other like two torrents broken loose. 

On one side was the poor bewildered king, driven forward with 
this armed tide, confused, sorrowful, and irresolute, with the royal 
standard borne over his head by the Constable of Dundee ; on the 
other was the heir of Scotland, agitated also by painful irresolu- 
tion, by remorse and shame, and also having the royal standard 
above him, but surrounded by a brilliant band of nobles, all 
shining in polished steel, gold, plumage, and embroidery ; and 
towards that quarter of the enemy's line, young Bamsay, Lord 
of Bothwell, at the head of the royal guard, made incredible 
exertions to hew a passage for the purpose of ridding the king, 
with his own hand, of as many high-born traitors as possible. 

James sat motionless on his magnificent grey charger, with 
this forest of lances and sea of helmets flashing round hmi ; and 
not one blow did he strike, but kept his eyes fixed with a species 
of despair on the banner of his son. 

Conspicuous among the press of rebel lords and vassals 
towered the gigantic Earl of Angus, mounted on a powerful 
Clydesdale horse, and clad in fluted mail, his vizor up, and a 
profusion of beautiful feathers streaming ^m his helmet almost 
to the crupper of his steed. Aloil his mailed hand brandished, 
with deadly execution, a sword which for length and strength 
few men could wield, and he sent his voice before him like a 
trumpet ; thus, it needed not the scarlet heart on his golden 
Burcoat to proclaim the terrible Angus — ^the representative of his 
lord and chief, the captive Earl of Douglas. 

By one blow he clove ihe Earl of Glencaim through casque 
and gorget to the breast, and still pressing forward — 

" On, on, my wild men of Galloway !" he cried ; " a t)oaglas ! 
a Douglas ! on, on, for I have sworn to ride through this rabble 
rout red wat shod and mair I" {i. e,, above the feet in blood). 

" See ye the Lord Angus, with his helmet open P" cried Sir 
David Falconer to a Highland bowman ; " shoot, my brave Celt, 
withawiU!" 

The Gael — a MacBobert of Struan— shot an arrow, which 
glanced ofi*the helmet of Angus. 
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"Slioot again/* exclaimed Falconer; "'sdeath, fellow, wort 
ihovL a king's archer, I would bang thee in thine own bowstring 
for such a glee'd sbot." 

Again tbe Atboleman sbot, and slew the st^oidard-bearer of 
Angus, instead of bis lord. 

Undaunted bj tbe terrible aspect of tbis potent and berculean 
lord, many knigbts and gentlemen of tbe royal army presided over 
the crowd of shrieking men and falling boTses— over all tbe wild 
dSbris of a band-to>hand combat to reach him ; but tbe mos^ 
successful was Ramsay of Babnain, captain of tbe guard, and 
recently created Lord Botbwell. Tbougb young, sligbt, and 
athletic, be rushed upon tbe fonnidable Angus, and intent o^\f 
on killing him, rained bis blows thick and last upon tbe coat of 
fluted armour, from wbicb tbe sparks of fire were driyen by every 
stroke. 

** False fool and plebeian villain ! " said tbe disdainful Angus^ 
parrying tbe blows skilfully with bis long Banffshire blade; 
'* melbinks ye seem better used to the porridge spurtle than tb^ 
knightly sword — but die, fellow, die! 'tis tbe band of an earl 
that slays thee," be cried, as bis long weapon found entrance 
under the left pass-guard of Botbwell's armour, and pierced binv 
to the heart. With a wild cry be fell into tbe seething mass of 
deatb and life below. " Next time you meet me in Stirlin( 
streets, false loon, you will not pass me unveiled, I wot," add( 
Angus, as be pressed on, cleaving belmets like pippins, au( 
shredding away tbe tougb asb-spears like reeds by a winter 
brook. 

" My God — ^my God — ^look on me !" cried tbe poor king, qi| 
seeing tbis terrible episode, wbicb, more than tbe thousand others 
occurring round him, cut him to tbe soul. Inte^at on fivenging 
bis many wrongs on tbis imperious rebel, be npw for tbe fin^ 
time that day drew bis sword and put spurs to bis borse; but a 
furious rusb of mounted men-at-arms, on both sides, 8eparatie4 
them hopelessly. 

These were led by Home and Hailes, who, baving reopgnize4 
Falconer, tbougb in plain armour, by tbe silver falcon which 
adorned bis behnet, and bad a knot of scarlet and yellow ribbonif 
in its beak, pressed on to slay him ; while tbe wretched Borthwick, 
with Sir James Shaw, Sir Patrick Gray, and Sir William Stict 
ling of the Keir, disdaining all such bumlsle antagonists, reserved 
alike their swords and strength for the king, whom the arch- 
traitor, their tool, had already indicated by tbe yellow plume ill 
bis head-piece ; and towards him, and bun only, they pressed 
Burely and warily on. 

Falconer, by one stroke, cut the mm of Loid Hail^' hgrs^ 
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and 80 rid himself of one enemy ; by another blow he struck 
XiOrd Home's oasqne from his head $ yet, bareheaded and half* 
blinded by pride and fury, the noble pressed on, standing high 
in his stirrups, and showering blows on every side. 

"A Home! a Home! Sy Baint Anne, fellow," eried he^, 
*' thou hadst better been tending the sheep on yon brae sido 
than here in knight's armo^." 

" Better for you, perhaps, my Lord of Home," said Falconer, 
as by one skilful thrust, full upon the tempered gorget, he shot 
him out of his saddle on the heap of men below. 

" Oanff tocmly P* thundered a voice in his ear, and now the 
vengeiiil sword of one whom he trembled to encounter — old 
Lord Drummond — ^was flourished above him. 

Covering himself, parrying thrusts and warding blows, poor 
Falconer sought only to escape from an antagonist whom he 
dared not assail, and for whose safety he would have laid down 
his life — ^for he was the father of Sybilla. But the fiery blood of 
the old noble was at boiling heat; he had seen "this skipper's 
son" defeat two chiefs of name, to whom he had promised his 
daughters, and a storm of feudal pride and aristocratic hatred 
of the king's humble favourite was swelling up within him, and 
the arquebussier would undoubtedly have been slain, had not 
Drummond of Mewie, who was hewing away on foot, with a 
Lochaber axe, hamstrung his horse; and as the snorting animal 
aank under him. Falconer fell heavily to the earth. His armour 
protected him from serious injury, but the horses of Borthwick, 
Shaw, Gray, and Keir, as these worthies spurred on, trampled 
him down ; thus he was stunned, and became unconscious of ail 
that passed over and around him. 

A deadly conflict, hand to hand and horse to horse, ensued 
around the unhappy king, as these four infernal spirits, followed 
by a thousand others, all superbly mounted and accoutred, left 
the Duke of Bothesay far in the rear; and though archers and 
pikemen, troopers and knights, nobles and burgesses, pressed on 
with straining eyes and noisy tongues, with swords flashing and 
.uplifted, to kill, to capture, or to overbear the most hapless 
monarch, save one, that ever sat upon the Scottish throne, 
the four ruffians were ever the nearest to him, but failed to reach 
him ; for old Montrose, Lindesay, and all the loyalists fought 
nobly in a circle round the yeUow plume ; and there fell by 
James's side the Lord Erskiue, who was slain by a Drummond; 
Sir Thomas Semple of Eliotstoun, who was pierced through the 
heart by a Border spear ; William Lord Buthven, the heritable 
sheriff of Perth ; the Laird of Junes ; Alexander Scott, director 
of the chancery, whose head was carried off by a cannon-ball. 
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and many more gentlemen, with their friends and followers. 
The royal standard was beaten down and its bearer unhorsed ; 
the cannon — the Great Lion — and all the ensigns were taken, 
and when the sun of that long summer day was sinking behind 
the Ghrampians, and the shadows of the Torwood were deepening 
on the plain, the kind's troops, overborne by numbers, after a 
long ana gallant conflict, gave way, and a total and irreparaUe 
rout ensued. 

" God help your majesty," said the young Lord Lindesay, as, 
pale, cx3ited, without a helmet, and with his face streaked by 
blood, he took the king's horse by the bridle ; " the day is lost, 
yet all is not lost with it while your sacred life is safe. No horse 
m the field can overtake this grey I gave you. Bide — ^ride 
north, and swiftly — ^the admiral's boats await you at the Craig- 
ward — ^ferewell !" 

" Ay, farewell, Lindesay — a long farewell to Scotland and to 
thee — for France or Holland now must be my home." 

Thus urged, and knowing that alone and unattended he might 
escape more easily and unnoticed, than if followed by a train, 
James turned his g^ey horse's head towards the north, and 
gladly left behind that bloody and corpse-encumbered plain. 

Thousands of arrows, with their feathers uppermost, planted 
all the turf around him ; here the earth was torn by hoofs, and 
there it was furrowed up by cannon-shot. Men and horses, 
dead or wounded, or writhing and dying, lay singly or in piles 
and heaps together, among a vast debris of broken helmets, torn 
standards, and bloody pennons, splintered spears, swords, scarfs, 
and bucklers, near the Sauchiebum, which yet gurgled placidly 
along under its pale green willows, as the King leaped his fiery 
and unwearied horse over it, and with a breaking heart rode 
towards the banks of the Forth, while night and sorrow descended 
together on that disastrous field. On, on he rode with a break- 
ing heart, as he hoped, unnoticed and unknown — but hoped iu 
vain; for close behind, and tracking him like blood-hounds, as 
history t-ells us, were Sir Patrick of Kyneff, Sir James of Sauchie, 
Stirling of Keir, and Borthwick, the apostate monk of Dunblane. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE FOUB HOESBMEN. 

'* Look ye, sirs ! 
The breath of murder Ipads the air to-ziightr— 
Be watchful and be wary." 

Old Play. 

TJkdeb the Duke of Montrose, Lindesay his son, the Earls of 
Mar, Athole, and others, the main body of James's forces retired 
slowly through the Torwood, by the old Boman Way, still fight- 
ing with obstinate valour, and protracting the struggle until the 
long and lingering eve of June had faded into night, and dark- 
ness spread a veil over the horrors of the battle, when the 
royalists, as usual with all hastily collected levies, retired into 
the mountains, and disbanded. 

The victorious lords, with the young prince still in their pos- 
session, passed that night near the field, and next day marched 
to the town and palace of Linlithgow. 

The moon was shining in the summer sky, when Sir David 
Falconer freed himself from the bodies of three slain men, who 
lay heavily and coldly above him ; rising from the field, he was 
able to look afiber his own safety — ^for many of the border 
prickers were hovering abroad in search of rings and jewels, or 

gold-handled daggers and embroidered belts. A body lay near 
im sheathed in bright armour; its gauntletted hands clutched 
the earth, the vizor of the casque was up, and the dead man's 
eyes glared horribly in the pale moonlight. Between his teeth 
were some blades of grass, which, when dying, he had bitten in 
his agony. On his breast sparkled the diamond jewel of the 
Thistle — for this was the corpse of Alexander Cunningham, the 
noble Earl of Glencaim. This brave warrior lay above the blue 
silk banner of his house, charged with its shakefork sable — the 
same pennon which his bride, fair Margaret of Hailes, had woven 
for his lance in their Castle of Kilmaurs. 

Most of the wounded had been removed by their friends or by 
the merciful ; others had been speared by the mosstroopers of 
Hailes, Home, and Buccleu^h ; thus, tliick as grain on a harvest 
field, the bodies of the dead— white-visaged, and gleaming blue 
in their coats of mail — strewed all the plain; but they were 
quiet and still as the leafy woods or the azure sky of that sweet 
summer night. 

Ignorant of where the royal forces had retreated, and anxious 
only to ascertain the fact of the King's safety — of which he had 
great doubts on beholding the number of the guard who were 



lying dead three and four deep, and wliom lie knew easily by 
their scarlet surooats trimmed with yellow, — and being anxious 
to rejoin the frigate. Falconer arose with difficulty, and after 
refreshing himself' by a draught of pure water from the Sauchie- 
bum, at a place above where the dead lay in it, he took his 
way towards the north, and fortimately found a stray horse 
saddled and bridled grazing in a field, near the gate of which its 
rider, a trooper, with the laurel of the Grahams in his morion, 
lay dead. This animal with great docility permitted Falconer 
ix) seize the reins and leap on nis back; thus mounted, he sooifi 
hit the &tal field behind, and rode through the scattered oaks oi 
the Torwood t»wa^ the ferry by which the Furtii was crossed 
opposite AUoa. 

The whole country appeared deserted; he saw no one, and 
lieard not «ven a dog bark ; thus the stillness became oppressive 
after the storm of war, ike strife of wounds and agony, ihe 
eamage and horrons of the day that was past. He soon reached 
tiie boor-tree thickets at the Craigward, and saw the beautiful 
river with the Clackmannan hills and old. Ailoa rise before him 
in the mootdight, with the King's ships at anchor in the stream, 
with course k>0Be and a spring upon their cables. Half a bow- 
shot from the beach were several w^-oared boats, full of armed 
men, and by their garb Falconer recognised his own arquebuRsiers 
and the King's seamen, while the royal standard drooped from 
the boats' stems, and swept the water. 

" Ho — ^boat yoho !" cried he, leaping from his horse. 

" David Falconer, at lastl" cried a number of distant voices, 
as the oars dip^d, and ike boat shot in. 

'' Weleome in safety, messmate o' mine," said the bluff 
admiral, who was clad in his helmet and suit of steel; '* we 
hoEurd you had parted your cable in yonder devilish firid." 

" Only toahOTsedj Sir Andrew." 

*' Any planks stove in, or timbers started F" 

^' Non^, thank Heaven < though I received a blow that mnst 
bave killed me, bad I not " 

** Like most Scotsmen in these troublous ^imes, been well 
nsed to cuts and blows," interrupted Barton. " So i^Q batUe 
waa fairly foug;ht?" 

" Yea, furly as the Ball of Soone, as the saw hath it — ^fairlj 
fougbt and most unhappily lost^ Alas ! yonder* fidd of battle is 
the v^y garden of Death !'* 

" And what of the king ?" asked several voices. 

** The idnjr — ^is he not on board the Yellow Friffoh f 

*' Ko," said ikB admiral ; " I would to God he were, for ihaa. 
ke would be In safe anchoring ground. Which way did he rideP*^ 
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^ I know Boty £br I fell by his side in itbA middle of the 
battie- 
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Happy thou, my good Falconer, to share that day's ven- 
geanoe witii the king," said the admiral ; " but that I had other 
xopes to splice, I had assuredly been with thee. Well P" 

" The lord. Lindesay gave mm a horse of matchless blood end 
•peed, whereon, if evu happened or the day were lost^ he might 
reach you here at the Craigward— " 

" We have ner^ sighted him once» though many a fugitive 
hath crossed, for we have been little better than ferrymen since 
the gloaming £alL The auld Earl of Menteith, in ms battered 
harness ; the Preceptor of Torphichen, with three other knights 
4»f BhodJez ; and many of the Ogilvies^ as we knew by their tartan 
plaids and the hawthorn in their helmets ; and Hurrays, with the 
juniper twig ; — ^most of them pricked with spears or slaved by 
sword cuts, have we taken across the river ; but nought have 
we seen of the king, though the Preceptor averred that he saw 
him ride towards the north." 

" What if he should have ^en from the Lindesay's fiery 
steed, and now be lying in the Torwood P" 

" St. Mary avert it !" said Falconer. " Yet, when I bethink 
me noW) I saw more Hian one dead man lying in his armour 
on the sward, between this and the field." 

'* Sayest thou soP" exdaimed the admiral, leaping lightly 
ashore, despite his years and rotundity, " and we ai*e loitering 
here like so many hag-ridden lubbers! Barton, do thou keep 
the boats here for us; and. Falconer, take twenty of thine 
ainuebusses and oome with me ; we'll bear up towards the battle- 
field a little way, and see if aught may be descried of the king; 
come on shore with your flasks, forks, and arquebusses^ heave 
a-head mv men, and quiddy." 

The soldiers hastened up the bank, and Falconer would have 
iQsigned his horse to the admiral, but the latter declined, saying 
*' that he always lost some of his outer-sheathing when perched 
on horseback." So Sir David drew his sword, and led the way 
back to the field of battle. 

l^ey marched three or four miles without finding any trace of 
him they sought. At last the sound of hoo& was heard near 
the milltown of Bannock. 

'' Hisi-.^any a bit," said the admiral. '' Lie to, sirs." 

" Halt!" cried Falconer, in a soldierly tone; "plant yoot 
forks and wind up your spanners I Be ready to fire at a mo- 
ment's notice !" 

Four heavily-armed horsemen, all riding furiouslv, the last^ 
however, a long way behind his companions, dashed along the 
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road, and though repeatedly required to stop, they rode recklessly 
on, with their armour flashing, the horsehoofs striking fire, and 
disappeared among the Torwood oaks. 

" Fire on the stemmost, and make him bring to," cried the 
admiral, angrily; " throw a shot across his forefoot." 

An arqueoussier fired : the bullet whistled close to the horse* 
man's casque, and panting and breathless he reined up, while his 
horse plunged and reared fearfully. 

" Hallo ! haul taut your reins or braces ! don't miss stays," 
said the admiral. 

" From whence come you, sir ?" a«ked Falconer, confronting 
him. 

" From the field, as you may see," be replied, showing a 
drawn dagger in his right hand. 

" Know you aught of the king ?" 

The other gave a diabolical laugh. 

" Elsewhere I have heard that laugh !" said the admiral, 
advancing a step with his Jedwood axe in his hand. 

" Are you not the Admiral Wood P" 

" Yes ; and thou " 

" Sir Hew Borthwick, at your service." 

'* Villain !" began Falconer; but the admiral stayed him. 

** Saw ye the king to-day ?" 

** Yes — ^and moreover I saw him not a minute since." 

*' Where— where P" 

" In yonder mill." 

*' And is he there now P" 

"No," replied the subtle assassin; "he is one of yonder 
horsemen before me, and now rides hard to reach the Yelloto 
Frigate" 

" Say ye so ; — about ship, ray lads, and after him," said the 
admirjd, as they hastily began to retrace their steps; while 
Borthwick, driving spurs into his horse, with a shout — but 
whether of fear or triumph it is impossible to say — dashed along 
the road after his three comrades. 

The dagger in his hand was wet with Jameses blood! 

On regaining the Craigward, the admiral and bis companions 
found that they had been deceived, for neither the king nor any 
one else had approached the ferry since they had left it. 

Many days passed away, yet no tidings were heard of the un- 
fortunate king. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE HILL ON THE BANNOCK. 

" Ob, for a tongne to curse the olave 
Whose treason, like a deadly blight. 
Comes o'er the coanoils of the brave, 
And blasts them in their hour of might." 

All unaware that he was singled out and tracked, James rode 
from that lost battle-field at a rapid trot, to reach the boats of 
Sir Andrew Wood ; and every sound that rose from the Roman 
Way and woke the echoes of the Torwood — every shout and 
random shot of cannon or of hand-g^n, made his neart vibrate 
and leap within him ; for even as his own children did this good 
king love the people of his kingdom. His heart was fuU of 
prayer and sorrow, and the resolution which he had so often 
announced, of retiring to the court of his ally, Charles YIII., 
was now stronger than ever within him. As he thought of this, 
his saddened spirit rose, and he felt soothed by the beauty of the 
evening. The gorgeous sunset shot upward with a thousand 
golden rays behmd the green peaks of the fertile Ochils, piercing 
the saffiron clouds like veils oi shining gauze ; the giaiit oaks of 
the Torwood, many of them thirty or forty feet in circumference 
were rustling theu: heavy foliage ; the solemn Scottish firs were 
shaking their wiry cones ; and the perfume of the wild Gueldre 
roses loaded the evening air. 

The coo of the cushat dove, the plashing of the Bannock under 
its pale green sauch-trees and white-blossomed hawthorns, the 
rocks spotted with grey lichens and green moss, the flowers, the 
birds, the foliage, the blue sky, the balmy air, and the beautiful 
mountains, all spoke to the poor king of his native home and 
that beloved Scotland which he had now resolved to leave for 
ever ; and as he approached the Bannockbum he leaped the grey 
charger — Lindesays last and fatad gift — ^across from bank to 
bank, and it cleared them by one ftirious bound. This was near 
Beaton's Mill, which still remains about one mile east from the 
field. 

The mill was a strongly-built and old-fashioned house with 
crow-stepped gables, a heavily thatched roof, deep windows ob- 
scured ly flour ; a square ingle-lum, over which the green ivy 
dustered, stood at one end, while its huge wooden wheel revolved 
merrily at the other. Its snug and quiet aspect made the king 
jhink, with a sigh, (as he shortened lus reins and rode on,) how 
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much the contented and nnambitiouB life of the occnpant was to 
be envied. 

Now it happened most unfortunately that Mjsie Beaton, the 
gndewife of the Milltoun, was filling a pitcher with water from, 
the dam ; and on seeing an armed knight riding at full speed 
towards her, she uttered a shriek of terror and tossed away the 
tin vessel, which clattered noisily along the road, while she fled 
into her cottage adjoining the mill. 

Terrified by ihe rolling pitcher and the foolish woman's sudden 
'Ciy, the fiery grey horse swerved furiously round and threw his 
royal rider neavily on the road, dose to one of those boor-tree 
hedges which generally in those days enclosed old gardens and 
iMimyards in Scotland. 

Gawain Beaton, the miller, a stout ruddy man about forty 
years of age, clad in a buckram gaberdine, which, like bis bearu 
and bonnet, was whitened by flour and meal, sprang to ihe door 
on hearing his wife cry and the armour Matter. 

"Deevu mend thee, Mysie!" said he, angrily; "for thine 
eldritch scraigh hath scared the horse and slain this comely gen- 
tleman I" 

'* Oh I I trow not," said the woman, in great terror. 
^ ** Weel may jre trow sae," said the miller, in some consternji* 
idon on beholduig the excessive richness of the king's armour; 
''for if his vassab come this gate they will level the mill to its 
grundstane ; we sail tyne our a', and hae to flee like maukinw 
when the bratches are on the bent." 

" Bise, si]>-oh ! rise ; for the love of St. Mary and St. Bingaa 
say where are ye hurt P" cried the miller's wife, kneeling down 
by the prostrate man ; but there came no reply firom him, though 
she placed her ear dose to the barred umbriere of the closed 
hdmet. 

"Hoolie," said the honest miller to his buxom wife, firom 
whose usually pink dieeks the roses had now fled and left them 
white as her coif of Mary of Gueldre's time ; " Hoolie, gudewife, 
see ye nocht the knic]^t is feckless and weak P Let us oear him 
in ayont the hs^an, and get ye the flask of usquebaugh and mak* 
him a milk posset." 

While the fatal steed was galloping oyer the Oarse, the mifler 
and his wife raised the body of the inanimate man ; and bearing 
him in, closed the mill-door, carefally secured its tiriing-pin, and 
laid him on their humble box-bed ; and then while the kmd and 
sympathizing Mysie busied herself in making up a posset, the 
miller, her husband, undid the clasps of the gorget and the back 
and breast-plates, removing them tdl after taking off the helme^ 
whioh he did with ease, as it was opened fdiaply by throwing up 
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ihe metoimiere wbich guarded the chin and thioafc, and which 
tamed on the same screw with the vizor. 

On doing this the miller saw a pale and handsome face, snr^ 
rounded by thick, dark clustering hair, and a well-trimmed 
beard ; but the stran^ was still senseless, and a streak of blood 
was flowing from his mouth. On beholding so much manlj 
'beamij, the sympathy and remorse of the miller's wife were 
ffreatily increased; and on her knees she took the eauntlets off 
his hands and assisted Oawain to chafe them, and to lave the 
patient's brow with cool water whicli he brought from the 
Bannock in a black leather jack, about sixteen in(£es higk; and 
then slowly the object of their care b^an to revive. 

" Ek 1 sirs-— oh ! sirs — St. Mary sain us ! — ^to see that comely 
face sae pale and sad !" exclaimed Mysie; "oh! withered be my 
tongue for uttering that doolfu' cry !" 

«And dule it ma^ bring to us, Mysie my doo," said the 
miller ; ^ if some o' his lances pass this way — ^for his friends may 
slaughter us, or their enemies may slaughter him — ^for we kenna 
wheuier he fought this sorrowfu' day for the Idng^whom God 
bless — or the black-hearted nobles ; but his degree is doubtless 
liigh ; look at that armour, Mysie ; ilka stud on't is pure gold, 
and the diamonds shine like stars on his baldrick and dudgeon 
knife r 

"Alake, alakeT' moulded Mysie, who deemed herself the 
source of all, and whose sympathies were more and more excited 
by the apparent rank of the unknown ; " the sicht o' this winsome 

fentleman wi' his silken hair bedabbled in bluid wad melt the 
eart o' a nether mill-stone." 

'' 'Od, Mysie, I ken mine is loupin like a mill happer, and I 
wuss we were weel dear o' this ravelled hesp." 

" And some fair lady in Lawder or Angus will be sitting on. 
the tower-head wi' a fan in her hand, looking sadly owre moss 
and muirland for you, my puir sir," said Mysie, passmg her hand 
timidly and kindly ijirough James's silky hair. And now hia 
senses began to rally. "I am richt glad, Gawain dear, I hid 
ffoitr steel bonnet and harness this morning " 

"And keepit me frae fechting for our noble king— mair shame 
to you, Mysie lass." 

"Thanks, ffood neople, thanks," murmured their patient, 
rising up slowly on his elbow, and gasring about kim with SM. 
and heavy eyes. He passed a hand across his damp *^^^^^ 
stained brow, and looked again at the low-roofed and dav-noored 
cottage, with its bunkers or window-seats, its fir ambres and 
gimelB, its Scottish iauldstools and wide fire-place, before whicb 
ay the half of acart-whedas a fendar^and within which, though 

q2 
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the month was June, there blazed a fire of turf and bog-fir, 
under a huge three-legged kail-pot that hung on one of moso 
wooden crocans, or crooks (last used in the Hebrides), and then 
he turned again with surprise to his attendants. " Honest 
people, accept my thanks, I pray you, for this great kindness-— 
but say, where am I ?" 

" In the null-toun o' Bannock, gentle sir/' said Mysie, making 
; low courtesy. 

" How fax from this daj*s field of sorrow P" 

" Little mair than a mile, sir." 

" He is a king's man," said the miller, with satisfaction. 

" And who, gudeman, are you ?" he asked, with mild dignity. 

"Gawain Beaton, a puir miller, at your honour's service," 
said the host, removing nis dusty bonnet; '' and this is Mysie, 
my gudewife, sir." 

" Here, then, I am safe. Thank God, I have not fallen among 
those who boast of gentle blood and heraldic blazonry," replied 
the other, while his eyes flashed. 

" Gentle bluid — ^I dinna understand ye, sir. I am a far awa* 
cousin o* the Beatons o* Balfour," said Gawain, proudly. 

"What, art thou, too, infected by this absurdity P But, 
Gawain Beaton, and thou, too, gudewue, if I live, shall find this 
service faithfully and thankfrdly remembered ; but I fear me my 
days cannot be many now, for that fall from my horse has been a 
dreadful shock to me." 

" Oh say, gentle sir, what can we do for you," said Mysie. 
" Command us — ^we are at your bidding." 

" Then get me a priest, that I may confess." 

" There is none nearer than Cambuskenneth or St. Ninian's 
Kirk," said Gawain, taking his vfalking-staff and dagger; "yet 
I can soon reach either ; but may we asK your name, sir ?" 

" My gudeman, this day, at mom, I was youb king," said 
James, with a hoUow voice and sorrowful emphasis, as he sank 
back on the coarse box-bed. 

Gawain stood as one terrified and confounded on hearing this; 
but Mysie, his wife, burst into tears, and wringing her hands in 
great fear and excitement, ran out upon the roadway as she heard 
iioofs approaching. 

" A priest," she cried, " a priest, for God's love and sweet St 
]\Iary's sake ; a priest to confess the king !" 

" To confess whom say ye ?" cried the headmost of four 
armed horsemen, who, with helmets open and swords drawn, 
galloped up to her in the glooming. 

" The king, the king, eude 8irs-~-our puir and sakeless king!" 
And where is he, gudewife ?" 
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** Lying in our puir bed — here, in here, ayont the hallan in 
my gudeman's mill. Oh, sirs, for a priest!" 

" Hnsh, woman, I am a priest," said the first, who was no 
other than Sir Hew Borthwick, with a glance of infernal import 
to his three companions, as he leaped from his horse ; " lead me 
to the kin^." 

Borthwick entered the lonely mill, and his three companions, 
who were no other than Sir Patrick Gray of Kyneff, Sir William 
Stirling of Keir, and Sir James Shaw of Sanchie, after fastening 
their horses to the hed^ without, followed him beyond the hallan, 
or wooden partition which formed the inner apartment. 



CHAPTER XXXYH. 

THE BEGICIDES. 

** Upon desolate Aros there is wailing and weeping, 
For the chief of her lords in the dark chamber sleeping ; 
In the dark chamber sleepeth oar curly-tressed warrior, 
In the day of the battle oar bulwark and barrier." 

Lament for 3£adean qf Arot, 

The poor miller was inexpressibly alarmed on perceiving the 
four armed knights enter; the richness of their armour and 
accoutrements impressed him still more, and he hastened to say, 
in an explanatory manner — 

" His horse threw him at our door — ^a wicked horse, sirs j — we 
have done a* we could — on my life, sirs, I assure you — ^my gude 
wife and I — that the horse " 

" Enough, enough, fellow," said Sir Patrick Gray, gruffly. 
** Stir up that fire, for this den of thine is as dark as a dungeon. 
Let us see where this king of ours is lying." 

Though shocked and startled by the bearing of his visitors, 
Gawun hastened to throw a quantity of fir- apples on the fire, 
where they blazed and crackled and diffused a brilliant light 
throughout the humble apartment, and the highly polished-suits 
of the ruffians shone like silver as they stooped over the bed of 
the hapless and helpless kine, who was " covered by a coarse 
checked rug," and on whom tney gazed with eyes as pitiless in 
expression as their hearts were in feeling. 

" Does your miyesty fear death ?" asked Gray. 

" Nay, it never was my fear, and noto it is my only hope," 
replied James, in a low voice. "But I asked for a priest. 
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*' Well^-here I am— « priest, though casdd in iron/' said 

Borthwick. 

** And for whom fought ^ou to-day, false priest P" 

" By the cross of Macgnddy ! I fou^t for my own hand-'— as 
Hal o' the Wynd fought, in old King Kohert's time ; but I am, 
nevertheless, a prie6t---behold my tonsnre— or what remains of 
it." 

" It is enough— even the unworthy is better than none. And 
you will hear my confession P" 

*' Tea/' answered the bantering ruffian, '^ wert thou as great 
a clown as ever played at Ht^houther." 

" And who are ye, sirs P" asked the king, turning tmeasily 
from this disrespectful person. 

'' I am William Stirhng of the Keir," hissed one through his 
teeth. 

" And thou art the Lord Gray P" said James to a second, his 
brow darkening, as he saw the scarlet tabard-coat, which had a 
lion within its engrailed border, and was worn above the armour 
of the wearer. 

" Nay, I am only the Lord Gray's near kinsman, and captain 
of your majesty's castle at Broughty." 

" Leave me," said James, bitterly ; " I will confess myself— . 
and oh, bless me, father, for I have sorely sinned." 

A terrible smile spread over Borthwick's face, as he grasped 
his dagger, and saw the poor king, after three futile attempts 
to rise, sink powerlessly down on the miller's humble pallet. 
Gawain and his wife drew aside, awestruck and silent; Mysie 
held her apron to her mouth with one hand, while the other 
clasped her husband's arm ; but the Lairds of Eeir, Kjneff, and 
Sauchie stood a little in the back^und, and conferred together 
in whispers on what should now oe done, for their minds were 
agitated by a slender doubt, though the viler slave of English 
Heniy's gold felt none. 

** l5ost thou expect to recover ?" he sneered. 

" I trow I might," sighed the poor king, "if I had a phy- 



sician." 



" How long dost thou expect to live P" he asked again, playing 
with his victim as a cat does with a mouse. 

" Alas ! priest ; He who numbereth the leaves in the Torwood, 
and every blade of grass in the Carse of Stirling, alone can tell.'* 

" I never numbered either; yet I think thou'lt be a dead man 
in ten minutes." 

A flush passed over James's pallid brow. 

" Be it so, father ; the world and all its vanities are nothing now 
tome; — ^wifeless, childless,—- orworse,for my own son is in arms 



i 
I 
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i^infit me ; my sonl hovers, a» it were, between this world and 
the next. Oh would, £sither, that I might cure my soul at the 
expense of my body !" 

" Pythagoras " 

" He was a pagan.*' 

''Well, what matters it," said Borthwick, becoming deadly 
pale, while his eyes gleamed with fire, and he felt himseu endued 
with a demon's strength of mind and body, by the very mai^i- 
tnde of the crime he was about to commit ; " what matters it/' 
he continued, drawing one of those long Scottish dirks, such as 
are still worn with the Highland garb ; " Pythagoras said that 
the eves could not be cured without the head, nor the head with- 
out tne body, nor the body without the soul ! I am not now a 
priest, and cannot shrive thee ; so by this stroke^>and this — and 
tkU — ^I destroy both body and soul together !" 

And with tiiese terrible words the merciless ru£&an ouried his 
dagger '* many times," says Lindesay of Pitscottie, in the breast 
of the unfortunate king, who expired without a sigh. 

Thus perished James III., in his thirty-fifbh year. 

Terrified on beholding the committal of a deed so awM, the 
poor miller and his wife abandoned their mill and cottaee, and 
fled into the recesses of the Torwood, where they lurked many 
days. 

When they ventured to return with some of their neighbours, 
the body of the king was gone, and no trace of it remained, save 
the blood encrusted on the bedding where it had lain. 

" Thou hast done it at last, ruffian !" said the grim Sir Patrick 
Gray; " such a deed hath not been seen in Scotland since that 
night in the Black Friary at Perth, when James I. was stabbed 
in Jane of Beaufort's arms. And now, sirs, what shall we do 
with this royal piece of carrion ?" 

" Let us fire the house, and leave it here to be consumed," 
said Shaw. 

" Not a bad idea ; but then consider the alarm it would raise." 

" Let us fling it into the dam, then." 

"Nay — toss him into the adjacent fields; there^it will be 
found and buried as the corpse of some one shm in the battle of 
to-day," said the barbarous Lsdrd of Keir. 

"Then so be it; help me, sirs," said Borthwick, panting 
fiercely as he spoke; " for, o' my soul, dead flesh is heavy to bear. 
I am sorry we allowed yonder hagridden fools, the miller and his 
wife, to escape us, though." 

The assassin and his companions dragfi;ed the eashed and bloody 
corpse irreverently out upon the day Soot, and canied it in ^' 
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moonlight across a neighbouring field, and there flung it into a 
ditch beside a thorn-hedge. 

Ere he left it, Borthwick tore off the third finger of the right 
hand a large signet-ring, on the native amethyst of which was 
engraved a vine tree, lading and withered, because the current 
that flowed around was supposed to be wine instead of water. 
This strange device, which was adopted by the king (says Aber- 
orombie) "when lie saw his son in Irms 4ain8t LLn," bore the 
legend, — 

" Mea 8ic mUiiprosumt," 

and the wretch placed it on his own finger. They again thought 
of firing the cottage;' but the sudden appearance of Sir Andrew 
Wood's party made them think of providing for their own safety. 

Their interview is already relat^. 

Keir, Kyneff, and Sauchie took the road for Linlithgow, but 
Borthwick rode on direct to Berwick — as the king's private 
signet, when transmitted to Henry YII., would be the best 
assurance that the King of Scotland was slain. 

Had the admiral arrived fifteen minutes sooner, he might have 
saved James's life, and spared Scotland the disgrace of one more 
historical atrocity. 

The house in which this cruel re^cide occurred is still in 
existence, and is yet named Beaton* s Milne, and the traditionary 
account of the murder preserved by the inhabitants of the town 
or hamlet, closely resembles that given in history, and reverently 
the good people still lower their voices, when pointing to the 
comer where their king was murdered. In 1667, as a date 
shows, the house of Grawain Beaton had been somewhat mo- 
dernized ; but it yet bears the aspect of antiquity and strength. 

It stands about one hundred and fifty feet eastward of the road 
from Stirling to Glasgow ; and though thatched, is yet as snu^ a 
little dwelling as when Gawain attended the kapper and Mysie's 
spinning-wheel birred by its ingle in the days of the unhappy 
Jung, James III. 



CHAPTER XXXVni. 

THE HOUSE OF THE BiHTONS. 

" Do men love thee? Art thou so bound 
To men, that how thy name will sound, 
Will vex thee lying underground." — Tennyson. 

The insurgent lords had marched from Linlithgow to Leith, but 
had not as yet obtained possession of the capital or its forh'ess 
which the provost and governor maintained against them. They 
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had established themselves in the seaport, and the house of the 
late Sir Andrew Barton was assigned to the young Duke of 
Bothesayand his suite. 

It was the 18th of June. The sun was as bright, the sky as 
blue, and the atmosphere as pure, as they ever are in that 
delightful month. The broad Forth, with its anchorage full of 
crayers, pincks, and caravels ; its green isles and winding bays— 
the surf-beaten rocks and fertile promontories of Fife, with the 
fertile shores of Lothian were glowing in sunny light. 

The seaport was still, perhaps, in its infancy, though Sir 
Andrew Wood, Sir Andrew Barton, Sir Alexander Mathieson, 
and Sir William Merrimonth, all brave knights, who received 
their spurs on their own decks, and who had fought their way 
at sea as merchant-skippers, had ^ven to the burgh a wealth 
and importance such as no port m the kingdom had hitherto 
known; and though its wynds, alleys, and closes were quaint, 
small, and irregular, with all their gable-ends towards the street, 
though the shore was encumbered by boats, anchors, kailyards, 
and gardens, where now broad moles of stone bulwark in the 
river; and though its pier was of wood, without either light- 
house or martello tower, the stately argosies and gay caravels of 
these fighting merchant-traders, and of many others, gave a gay 
aspect to the harbour ; though, as usual still, at this season, it 
was the least busy time, for the Baltic ships had not returned. 

At anchor in the stream, or moored beside that wooden pier, 
which was burned by the English, 1544, lay those quaint old 
merchantmen, with their basketed tops, their lofty poops, and 

Einck-built, or square projecting stems, which were retained until 
itely by some of the Leith whalers, fCiid may yet be found 
among our Orkney shipping. 

Leith was full of armed men; the nobles and their forces 
thronged every street and alley ; their banners waved over the 
houses they occupied, and armour, spears, swords, and axes 
flashed incessantly in the sunshine, especially in the Wynd of St. 
Nicholas and the vicinity of the house of the Bartons. This 
was a lofty, strong, and turreted mansion, situated near the site 
of the present Custom-house, on the west bank of the Leith ; and 
in after years, Henry YIII. gave the admiral of England special 
orders to cannonade and des^oy it, during Hertford's invasion. 

In the hall or chamber of dais of this noble dwelling of the 
old merchant, whose son and heir was then on board the Yellow 
Frigate, the Duke of Kothesay was seated in council with the 
victorious insurgent lords ; and the splendour and luxurv with 
which the enterprising trader (a man far in advance of them in 
** the march of intellect" and civilization, and far in advance of 
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tiie age,) wM enabled to decorate the dwelling hh industry had 
won, must have formed a strong contrast to their rude stone- 
halls and the wooden benches of their secluded towers on the braes 
of Angus, or in the dells of Galloway; and so, no doubt, each 
earl, lord, and laird thought, as they twisted their wiry mus- 
tachios under their steel caps, and surveyed the apartment in 
which they held councU— the dining hall of a Leith merehanty 
in the year of the first revolution. 

It had six tall windows, each barred with iron and latticed 
with brass ; the roof was arched with stone ; but the walls were 
hung with pale brown leather, richly stamped with thistles and 
silver fleurs-de-lys. The oak furniture was enormously massive 
and strong ; all the chairs were quaintly and grimly carved, and 
had arms with great knobs and square cushioned seats of blue 
Utrecht velvet. The fire-irons were chained to the jambs of the 
fire-place; for our forefathers, honest souls! being somewhat 
short-tempered, were wont to have disputes when they sat round 
the fire at night. In the recesses of the carved stone ambres and 
quaint old knobby cabinets, were many articles of vertu and rarity^ 
which the taste of umauhile Sir Andrew Barton, when home- 
ward bound, had made nim select for his good dame in happier 
days. There were Turkish carpets, AMcan skins, and Persian 
bows ; Venetian crystals, Japanese canisters (brought by the way 
of the Bed Sea), Muscovite bowls, and Italian bronzes ; a plump 
Cupid sprawling on a dolphin's back ; a St. John asleep ; the 
model 01 a ship, and several Egyptian gods and goddesses, minus 
"pantaloons and bodices," on which the noble lords looked 
somewhat dubiously, "as smelling of sorcery and damnable 
idolatry ;" but the late Sir Andrew was a pious and upright man 
—one who would rather have died than withheld a plack of the cess 
due to kirk or king ; and in his mercantile days he never omitted 
to pay regularly to the Hospitallers of St. Anthony at Leith the 
kain to which they were entitled by law — ^a Scottish quart from 
every tun of wine that passed the Beacon Bock; and of all the 
fighting merchant-marmers of the time, none had paid more 
liberally the primo gilt, as it is still named, — ^a duty paid from 
time inmiemorial, to aid " the poor, old, and infirm mariners of 
Leith." 

The southern windows of the hall, showed the ancient bridge 
of the burgh, the old gothic Hospital and Church of St. Nicholas, 
with its burying-ground, (on which, in after years, the citadd 
was built,) and the Links of North Leith, a green and level plain, 
which has now entirely disappeared, and become an irreclaimable 
waste, fiooded at every tide. The eastern windows showed the 
opposite bank of the river, with the quaint shipping, the Beacon 
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Sock* the wooden pier, the steeple of St. Anthony, and the pic- 
turesque outline oi the old Timher Holfe, or bourse, where the 
Memel and Biga wood was sold, and where traders generally met 
fi)r the transaction of business. 

Sad, pale, and thoughtful, with a heart crushed between sorrow 
for the disappearance of his beloved Margaret, and the new 
mystery which involved the £Eite of his unhappy father, who had 
not been seen since the day of the battle, young Rothesay sat at 
the table, in a raised seat of honour : and his dark, melancholy 
eves wandered alternately over the sunny landscape without, and 
tne crowd of steel-clad, stem, and proud landholders who sat 
around the board or tnron^ed the apartment, conversing and 
laughing, all very much at uieir ease, — ^for they were not the men 
to be awed by the presence or opinions of a spirit-broken boy, 
even though that boy was the heir of the throne. 

On one side of him stood the Earl of Errol, the Lord High 
Constable of Scotland, with his white ivory baton of office ; on 
Uie other sat the gigantic Earl of Angus, Lieutenant-general of 
the realm, dad in his dark armour, with the JRed Seart crowned 
and emblazoned on his surcoat, and his gauntletted hands crossed 
upon that terrible weapon, which had skin Glencairn and many 
a gallant man. Of all the poor men of letters who thronged the 
court of James III., not one was present here ; but m the 
Bunny recesses of the windows were Catharine Stirling of the 
Keir, Countess of Angus, Beatrix Douglas, Dowager of Errol, 
wearine on her spousal finger a bone ring, to which thewedding- 
rins or her late lord was attached by a cord ; Elizabeth Douelas, 
Lady Lyle, and other dames of the rebel Action, among whom 
were the sad and shrinking daughters of Lord Dmmmond— 
Bybilla and Euphemia— who fixed their eyes, furtively, however, 
on the Yellow Frigate and her armed consorts, now many in 
number, which were all riding at anchor, under the admiral's 
flag, in the roads, about two miles distant, after scouring the 
surrounding shores, and sinking every ship whose crew adhered 
to the insurgent lords. The latter had offered the most splendid 
bribes to the Leith masters, if they would arm ships and attack 
the Laird of Largo ; but not one would sail against him, were a 
ducal coronet the reward of conquest. 

Seven days had now elapsed since the battle of Sauchie had 
been fought ; yet, in all that time, no tidings had been hes^ of 
James; for the poor miller, Beaton, had not yet dared to relate 
the terrible scene he had witnessed ; and those who could have 
given the best information, viz.. Gray and Stirling, stood by the 
prince's council board, exchanging those deep smues that villains 
can only read. 
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" Everywhere we have offered bribes to those who may bring 
UB sure tidings of your royal father," said Angus, " by twang of 
trumpet at every burghcross ; I have proffered brave propines for 
drinking, and many a rich largess, yet no news hath come in." 

*' Humours are current that the king has been assassinated," 
taid the Lord Hailes, bluntly. 

The youne prince grew ghastly psJe, and started with horror 
at the remark. 

" By God's love and the Virgin's puriiy, I pray yon, do not say 
so !" ne exclaimed, imploringly. 

** By both, I assure you, it is said so," returned the coarse, 
naibehng noble. 

•* Rumour ever lies," said Sir Patrick Gray, angrily ; ** for on 
one hand 'tis said he has fled to England — on the other, to Hol- 
land ; and there are many who maintain that he is on board the 
«hips of that contumacious loon, old Largo, whose boats plied at 
the Craig^vard the live-long battle day, ferrying over the wounded 
and the fugitive." 

" From my soul, I thank you for the hope, my good Sir 
Patrick," said the prince, mournfully. 

** Until the king's flight or safety — ^his death or abdication are 
known, my lords, we can decide on nothing," said the constable. 

" Save that we must keep together in arms," added Angus, 
** till Parliament meets, and we are voted scathless for the raid 
At Sauchie." 

" We have gidned a battle," said old Lord Drummond, in a 
igrowlinff whisper to his daughters : " we have routed our false 
king — slain his minion Ramsay of Balmain, whom some styled 
Lord of Bothwell ; we have cut to pieces his red-doubletted gpard ; 
yet I am not one inch nearer discoveiing where the foul villains 
of the late court have hidden or murdered your sister Maggie, 
to further their English alliance." 

Crushed by their own sorrows, the poor girls did not reply to 
this vituperation, save by the tears wmch fell silently over their 
«heeks. Young girls in general look to the bright side of every- 
thing : thus the sisters were full of hope ; and they loved their 
lost Margaret so much, that they shrunk, instinctively, with dis- 
may from the rough inferences of their father ; and from the 
idea that any one could injure a being so gentle and so harmless. 

' Listen to me, Effie Drummond," resumed the old lord, 
through his long mustachios, which resembled those of a walrus : 
" look a little more at the quarterings on Lord Hailes' tabard- 
ooad and a little less at yonder devilish ships ; and thou, too. 
Madam Sybilla — ^what, the ftiryl hath this skipper's son gained 
more influence over thee in one year than I have done in 
eighteen P" 
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Still they wept silently, for none had spoken to them kindly^ 
save young Bothesay, and he knew not their secret ; but now th& 
sudden entrance of Lord Home, with his mail covered by dust^ 
relieved them of their father's persecution, for all now turned toi 
him. 

" Welcome, Bailie of Coldinghame !" said Angus, who by hi& 
loftiness' and confidence seemed more like a king than a mere 
peer ; " what tidings — hast heard of our missing man V* 

" Nought, save tiiat he hath fled ; but I have been harrying the 
lands of the malcontents, his people." 

" Aj^ how many castles hast thou burned?" 

''AVthe head of a thousand Border spears, I have ridden 
through all the Howe of Angus, where men shall long remembeir 
the slogan of a Home P* replied the chief, who was a very good 
type of those feudal nobles, who nevelr bowed to religion or to 
law, and who never knew remorse for crime, or fear ef God 
or man, and were generally as destitute of pure patriotism a& 
ever Scottish peers have been in later years. " I have sacked 
twenty farm towns on the baronies ol tne so-called Duke of* 
Montrose ; I have ruined and dismantled ten castles in the Cai-se* 
of GU)wrie, and laid all the towns of Fife under heavy contribution." 

" Ye have done well, by St. Bryde 1" said Angus, giving a^ 
glance of stem curiosity at Bothesay, who had listened with; 
stolid apathy. 

And now entered, quite as hastily, Bobert, Lord Lyle ; he waEu 
one of James's most faithful servants, and had recently returned 
from an embassy to England, concerning the slaying of Barton. 

" How now, Lyle — ^what news ?" asked Angus. 

"Men say the king is dead — ^murdered, and that the Lord' 
Forbess hath risen in the north, and ridden from Aberdeen to» 
Elgin o' Murray, displaying a bloody shirt upon a spear, and* 
summoning all the Gordons, the Eorbesses, and Leslies to rise in 
arms against you, and for vengeance ! My lords, alake ! this- 
soundeQi like evil." 

" Let him do so ; we may meet him and the northern dans by 
Sauchiebum, perhaps," said Angus ; " but I would we knew the 
verity, whether or not the king is on board the ships of yonder 
stubborn admiral." 

" Another messenger with tidings," said Lord Hailes ; " my 
kinsman, Adam Hepburn, of the Black Castle, has come in from 
the east country, and would speak with his grace." 

*' Admit him," said Bothesay ; " he may have news of the kin^* 
my father." 

Hepburn, a hardy and sunburned south-country laird, accoutred 
in a very plain and somewhat rusty headpiece, corslet, vam' 
braces, and steel gloves, with an enormous sword, dagger, and 
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wheel-k>ok caliver at his girdle, now pushed bis wav tmoere- 
monionsly forward, bat bowed low on perceiving i£e youn^ 
prince, whom he knew at once by the richness of his dress ; 
-^being without annoor, and having on a short crimson velvet 
tonio, girdled tightly about the waist. Ions hose of spotless whito 
silk, a violet-coh)ured cloak lined with iiniite satin, and on his 
breast the sparkling collar of the Thistle. 

" What news, laird P If of my father, by my soul, you shall 
have the best of aUihe forfeited baronies." 

** Would I had such tidings to give," replied the soldier-hJu 
Lurd, who having no title was the truer Scotsman ; " but I have 
merely come in on the spur, with a message firom the oa^ain of 
the kmg's Castle of Dunbar." 

"AnentwhatP" 

" Five EngUsh ships, whidi, after having lain wind-bound for 
many days in Philiorw Bay, have appeared off the Firth of Forth, 
and avoiding our cannon at Dunbar, now hover thereabout, plun- 
dering the coast, cutting away our fishers' nets, firing on their 
boats, and taking every advantage, after their old mshion, of 
these our present hapless broils." 

" What can we do, my lords P" said the prince, whose pa- 
triotism was fired by hearing this news, whidi made Gray and 
Shaw exchange glances of anger and disappointment. 

" Nothing that I know of, for Wood and ail his people remain 
sullenly and proudly aloof from us, acknowledging no authority 
but that of James III.," said Angus. 

'* My father's good and fiuthM subject I" said Rothesay, with 
honest ardour. 

*' I will wager my coronet against a lester's cap, that old 
Largo will sail against these Engdshmen, if we do but ask him,'* 
said Angus. 

" I say nay," said Sir Patrick Graj. 

" I say yea" added Angus, firownm^t 

" K this English churl is yet tarrymg in Scottish waters, we 
may be totally ruined," whispered Shaw to Gray. 

" It cannot be he; this breathless courier speaks of^t^^ ships; 
now young Howard had but three." 

" True ; yet I quake at the suggestion of sending out Wood 
against him." 

In less than half an hour several urgent messages of similar 
import came from the Whitefriars of Aberladjr ; from the provost 
of North Berwick, and the prioress of the Cistercians there, all 
complainiug of ravages committed along the coast of Eastern 
Lothian ; and by theprinoe's desire the Albany herald was de-s 
patched to Admiral Wood, requesting Idm to come on shore, or 
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the double pnrpoee of disooverb^ whether he knew anything of 
the king's safety, and if he would sail against the enemy. 

Too wary to trust himself amon^ these barbarous nobles. Sir 
Andrew " refused (says Abercrombie) to comply with the request, 
imless good hostages were delivered to him for his security ;" 
thus, two of the peers volunteered for this service, George Lord 
Beaton and John Lord Fleming, both men of great integrity. 
They were sent to the fleet as hostages, and were received with 
all honour on board the Yelloio Frigate, where they were put in 
ward in one of the great cabins, under the care of Willie Wad, 
tiie gunner, who voluntarily bound himself to drink an unlimited 
quantity of bilge should they escape. 

In one hour after this, the j^eat barge of the admiral, having 
his banner, cuBure, charged with a tree, or, and pulled by sixteen 
well-armed oarsmen, with Cuddie in the prow, and Bobert 
Barton and Sir David Fakx>ner, both sheatned in armour and 
accoutred to the teeth, swept past the Mussel-cape, and through 
the old harbour, with oar-blades flashing in the sunshine. They 
landed at the ancient bridge which crossed the Leith, near where 
ft chapel of St. Ninian was erected soon after by an abbot of 
Holyrood, with consent of his chapter. It was removed about 
seventy years ago, and nothing remains of it now but an arched 
door. At the other end of the bridge was a miraculous well^ 
which belonged to the Bailie of St. Anthony. 

Aooompamed by all his barge's crew, armed with their boat- 
stretchers, and having daggers and wheel-locks at their belts, 
the old admiral, with no otner ornament above his armour than 
the iilver lohistle, which was the bad^e of his rank, strode 
through the Wynd of St. Nicholas, and entered the house os 
Barton, where ensued one of the most interesting interviewf 
recorded in the histoxy of those stirxing timefl. 



CHAPTER XXXIX 

THB FBINCB AJSD THB ▲DKIBAL. 

"Bebelllon! fbnl dishonoaiiiig word, 

Whose wnmgfta blight so oft hath tUised 
The hoUest caue that tongoe or sword 
Or mortal ever lost or gamed." — Hoobb. 

XJlTDAnrTED by the presence of so many enemies. Sir Andrew 
Wood and his two £Edthful followers ascended the great turnpike 
stair of Barton's house, and were ushered by pages, esquires, and 
heralda into the presence of tlia yoong pciaoe «od the chief con- 
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spiratorSi several of whom were grouped in the recesses of the hall 
windows, conversing earnestly. Others sat in comers, drinking 
the right Bhenish, the Canary, and Boordeaux with which the 
cellars of the wealthy Laird of Barton had heen stored. 

'' Itohhie Barton,' said the admiral, as they pushed their way 
towards the dais ; " hy St. Anthony, 'tis enough to make thy 
father's hones start from their coral bed in the English sea when 
so many deil's buckles and gilded sharks hold wassail imder his 
old rooilree ! GkxL sain thee, old shipmate o' mine," sighed Sir 
Andrew, as he cast his eyes over the hall ; " many a long wine 
horn hast thou and I birled here, over our old yams of lee shores 
and cannon-shot." 

Barton felt his heart stirred doubly by grief and indignation ; 
for every feature of this hall reminded hmi of his brave old father, 
and he was exasperated to find so many of his enemies installed 
there, all very much at their ease, and drinking from his cellars 
as if the contents thereof were their own. 

" My lords and gentlemen," said he, sternly ; " by my faith, ye 
reck little of hership and hamesucken." 

" These are but the spray of the great wave, Barton," said 
Sir David Falconer, " and are small items in the great amount of 
treason and rebellion." 

"And see," added the admiral, "on yonder window-bunker 
sprawls the traitor Sauchie, full to the beams with thy father's 
wine. Ah, false villain, one day I hope to see thee spritsail- 
yarded by three feet of a good rapier !" 

By this time they had reached the presence of the prince, and 
his vicinity was fortunate for them, as the freedom of their 
remarks was such that several poniards were drawn, and there 
was every prospect of their bein^ assailed, though the two noble 
hostages were certain to dangle trom the Frigate's yardarm in 
an hour afber. The young prince stood up, and coloured deeply 
as they appeared before him, and various whispers went round 
that otherwise silent circle of proud, ferocious, and unscrupulous 
peers ; for, owing to the loftiness, dignity, and high bearuig of 
Wood, there ran from tongue to tongue a suggestion that ** he 
was the king — James himself;" and then a thrill pervaded all 
present, for he was the only one of three who wore a close casque, 
the rivets of the vizor having been secured before he came ashore, 
and his armour having gilded pass^uards on the shoulders, and 
puckered lamheaux similar to a suit frequently worn by the king 
on state occasions. The same resemblance occurred to Rothesay, 
who, looking w^ with eyes full of hope and timidity, said in a low 
and agitated voice, — 

" Sir, are you the king my &ther P" 
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Tlie artlesfiness of this questioD, and the touching accent of the 
young prince, smote the veteran admiral to the he^. He burst 
into tears, and replied, says Pitscottie, — 

** I am not your father, sir ; but I am his true servant, and the 
sworn enemy of those who have occasioned his downfall." 

Though Lord Lyle and some of the nobles were touched by 
the pure, honest, and jgenerous lovalty of Wood, his words kindled 
the rage and scorn oi Angus and others. In the grief of age and 
manhood there is something very impressive ; and thus, when 
that brave mariner wept there was a dead silence in the vast apart- 
ment ; Bothesay covered his face with his violet-coloured mantle, 
while Barton and Falconer cast down their eyes, for they were 
deeply moved. But now that stately bearing, which made bo 
many suppose tiie closed helmet concealed me face of James, 
kindled the pride of the nobles, who muttered among themselves, 
and to those who adhered to them. 

" I would give three of my best crofts to see old Tarrybreeks, 
and these saucy tarpaulins, his comrades, with their master in 
yonder ditch beside the Bannock," said Sir James Shaw, who 
was somewhat tipsy, to Gray, who grasped his arm, and gave 
him a fierce and significant glaiice ; for, in that iron age, banter 
(as we now understand it) was imknown in Scotland. Every 
man wore a sword and dagger ; so jesting was perilous work at 
all times. 

" You speak somewhat loftily, Master Wood," said Angus, 
with a haughty frown on his dark and commanding face. 

" I am Andrew Wood, knight, my Lord Earl of Angus," he 
replied, firmly; " I received that title from a king's hand on my 
own deck, abaft the mizen-mast — a deck drenched with foreign 
blood ! From my father, who was an honest and hard-working 
merchant-mariner of this good port of Leith, I inherited nothing 
but a bold heart, and my sturdy legs and arms. I have had to 
work my way through the voyage of life, with no compass but 
honesty, and no convoy but faith in God ; and since I was an 
idle brat, who spent the day in fishing for podleys out of the fore^ 
chains, I have never owed or wronged any man the value of a 
ropeyarn or a herring-scale — least of all do I owe anv merit to a 
dead ancestry — thof most here, my lord, owe mickle mair to 
their ancestors than they owe to themselves, God wot! But 
enough of this ; the ^nner to his lintstock, the " 

" Hemember, Laird of Largo," said Lord Drummond, with a 
darkening brow, " thou speakest to the Lieutenant-general of the 
kingdom, and to men who will not stoop to monarchs, for 'tis 
beneath the dignity of true nobility." 

" Then why should I stoop to such as thee, an old jackfeather, 
when 'tis beneath the dignity of true manhood P" 
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" Let us have no brawling here, sirs," said the High Constable, 
stepping forward, as he saw the admiral disposed to " come to 
close quarters ;" " remember my office, its high prerogative, and 
this presence." 

"Know ye aught. Sir Andrew, of the king my father?*' 
asked Rothesay. 
" Alake ! I do not," replied Wood, mournfully. 
" Will you swear on your honour as a knight, that he is not 
on board your fleet P" 

" There are over many knights here for me to be believed," 
replied Wood ; " but I pledge you my faith and troth as a sea- 
man, that he is not on boara of any of the ships now imder my 
broad pennon." 

" Who were those you took off after the battle P" 
" My Lord St. John of Jerusalem, the High Treasurer, the 
Mareschal de Concressault, and a few more loyal men : but as foi* 
the king, — God bless him, and confound his enemies ! — of him I 
know nothing ; even rumour hath not reached us in the Firth, 
My shipmates and I were ready to have risked our lives in his 
defence ; and we landed many times on that evil day, yet saw 
him not, though duly warned by his Grace of Montrose that 
Jamed would wear a yellow plume, and ride a grey charger." 

Here Sir James Shaw gave a peculiar snort, and blew his nose 
to conceal his malicious laughter. 

Then (as Buchanan records) Sir Andrew added,— ■ 
" If the good kino^ is alive, I am resolved to obey none but 
him ; if he is slain, 1 am ready to revenge him !" 

At this Ghrey almost clutched his dagger, and felt assured he 
would never be safe while such a man as Wood lived. 

" Would to St. Mary he had never left our ship !" said Barton, 
who had hitherto remained silent, " for then he would have been 
in safety from those false traitors, whom I hope to see one day 
rewarded as they deserve, by having their dog-throats cut from 
clew to ear-nng." 

Perceiving that these rough speeches were rousing the anger 
and apprehension of the insurgent lords, and moreover that they 
were making too favourable an impression on Bbthesay, who 
never forgot the three leal and tnie men who now so boldly con- 
fronted so many enemies — ^for Scotland's truest sons were seldom 
men of noble birth — ^Lord Angus said, — 

'* Sir Andrew Wood, news hath come in, within this hour, that 
five English ships are plundering fJl the coast about Dunbar, to 
that men can neither fish at sea, nor plough upon the shore, for 
the shot of their cannon and arquenusses. They have burned 
many homesteads in the night, and harried the hirsels of the 
friars at Aberlady^ 8o> if you wQl not serve w, you may, at 
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leut, serve Scotland, by ridding her of these gnats^ who sting 
her in her time of toil and trouble." 

" That will I do blithely, lord earl ! I searched all the coast 
from the Red Head to Dunoar Sands, and yet saw nought of these 
English craft, which were off Taymouth last month. What say 
ye. Barton, if it should prove to be Eddy Howard ?" 

"That I will found an altar to St. Clement in Mary's Kirk of 
Leith, where, if we are victorious, masses shall be said till the 
day of doom." 

** Where were these craft last seen, lord earl P" 

" Cruising between the Isle of May and the Craig of Baas," 
answered Hepburn of Blackcastle ; " there are five in all, and 
three have their forecastle guns en barbette" 

*' With red crosses in their topsails P" asked Falconer. 

« The same." 

** 'Tis Howard !" exclaimed Sir Andrew Wood, striking his 
hands together with joy ; " let us unmoor, and be off, lest we miss 
them again. Farewell, your grace and lordships — come, Davie 
Falconer, and thou, too, barton ; let us go." 

" You will take one cup of wine ere you leave us, admiral,'* 
Baid Angus. 

" I crave leave to be excused," said Wood ; *' I have drunk many 

a pot of wine here with my auld messmate, Andrew Barton ; 

but I will never bend a bicker with those who are in arms 

against his master — ^for had puir Andrew been alive, he had 

stood by my side to-day ; so let us bear away, then — ^the sky is 

clear, as the saw saith, 

* When the clouds spread like a feather, 
Mariner look for fair gude weather.' 

We'll sight these Englishmen to-night, and overhaul them before 
morning." 

^ Glad to be rid of one whose loyalty and inflexible truth were 
likely to prove troublesome, and perhaps infectious, the barons 
in reality cared very little whether Sir Andrew vanquished the 
English or was sunk by them ; for, like true Scottish peers, the 
national honour to them was nothing when conflicting with their 
own private ends. As the three kingsmen left the house, they 
saw two ladies at one of the lower wmdows waving their hand- 
kerchiefs through the basketted mating, careless whether pages, 
f'ooms, or men-at-arms observed them. These were SybiUaand 
aphemia Drunmiond. For a minute the lovers loitered to ex- 
chaiige a word and glance. 

" Thou art welcome, thrice welcome to my father's house, 
Effie," said Barton ; " and one day I hope to see its porch bed 
with white garlands in thine honour, when coming home 
lawful mistress ; but that most be when the tide of fortane 1 

s2 
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for Borely hath it now set in against the loyal and troe ; bo we, 
dear Effie, must thole it with the others. I see how the land lies 
stiU with the old lord, thy &ther; but we'll weather the reefe 
yet, please God, Effie." 

Poor Falconer could only kiss the soft white hand of Sybilla, 
and give her one deep and sorrowRil glance, when Lord Home, who 
would gladly have fallen on him, sword in hand, but for the safety 
of their hostages, came furiously forward, and the two lorers 
hurried afler the admiral^ who was impatiently waiting for them 
at the outer gate. 

" Bear on, Robbie," said he, " we have no leisure now for 
backme and filling, or toying and kissing hands. Doth not thy 
heart glow with a double hope of vengeance at the sight of thy 
father's rooftree and wasted substance ? Well-a-day," he addea, 
as they hastened through St. Nicholas Wynd, " our poor king, 
after beating to windward all his life against the dark current of 
adversity, perhaps is gone now, as his grandsire went before him 
—sain him Grod ! And though I will rather scuttle the old frigate 
than lower my colours or vail my topsails to those sharks of 
barons, yet thou seest, messmate, we must e'en bear up before 
this civil tempest, and scud under bare poles, for fear of losing 
fdl; but were I sure that the king was in life, by the bones of St. 
Bule, I would not lift tack or sheet to humour the best lord iu 
the land !" 

" But then the English fleet ?" 

** Ay, true, there thou hast the weathergage of me ; yes, we 
must tight in honour and conscience, whether lord, earl, or laird, 
king or chancellor commanded us or not ; ship your oars, my 
lads, and shove off for the ship," he cried, as they sprang on 
board the barge, just in time to prevent a violent collision be- 
tween some 01 her crew and the -Aiigus spearmen, who had been 
provoked by the taunts and abuse of Cuddie Clewline the cox- 
swain. This "ancient mariner," whose weatherbeaten visage 
was puckered up like a knot on an oak tree, possessed a voca- 
bulary of abuse that was pretty extensive ; and he had been 
perambulating the pier, spitting on his hard horny hands, and 
throwing mortal defiances right and left among the vassals of the 
Lord of Galloway, boasting that he did not value " their steel 
trappings or iron jacks a ropes-end or a brass bodle." 

As the barge, with its colour waving, shot out of the sunny 
harbour, the crews of the merchant craA and Hanse traders gave 
the well-known admiral a hearty cheer, and his oarsmen, as they 
bent to their task and almost lifted their light craft out of the 
water, sung that merry old Scottish sea-song, which is mentioned 
in the prologues of Bishop Gawain Douglas — 

" The ship sails owre ye saat sea faem, 
Yat rowes on ye rocks o* our native hame j" 
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wliile Caddie sat in the prow, flourishing his boat-hook in defiance 
to the soldiers on the bridge and pier. 

Ere the last notes of the song and the plash of the oars had 
been lost in the boom of the snrf that broke on the reefs then 
known as the Musselcape and Beacon Bock, Sir Patrick Gray 
rushed down St. Nicholas Wynd, crossed the bridge, and hurried 
to the Kirk^te, where, in the Bell of St. ^9i^Aon^, a well-known 
hostel, he found his minion, Sir Hew Borthwick, whom he 
scarcely knew, so splendidly was he attired; for the price of 
James s signet-ring (long since transmitted by the Governor of 
Berwick to London) had lined his pockets with something better 
than pebbles, and enabled him to ruin all the pages, pimps, and 
bullies about the prince's court at tric-trac and shovel-board. 

*' Ride, Borthwick, ride," said Gray, breathlessly, as he roughly 
drew him into a comer; "for death and life ride to Dunbar; 
here is money-— six half lions (about thirty shillings) ; get thee a 
skiff, and seek the English Captain Howard. Warn him that 
Wood is putting to sea — say his fleet is overwhelming. Ana- 
thema! Oh, the fool, the half-witted English lurdane, to be 
k>itering yet in Scottish waters with that devilish damsel in his 
possession ! If she is taken, her tongue will destroy us all ; she 
must be flung overboard, with all the ciphers of Quentin Kraft, 
if the Marry is captured ; see to this on your life. Hew Borth- 
wick, see to it ! Away, while there is yet time — away !" 

In ten minutes alter this the regicide, well mounted, lefl 
Leith by the Porte St. Anthony, and crossing the Links, struck 
eastward by the dreary Figgate Muir, riding at headlong speed 
towards Dunbar. 

It was about four o'clock in the evening, and as these '* Scottish 
worthies" separated^ each mentally bequeathed the other to the 
infernal shades. 



CHAPTER XL. 

CLEABED FOB ACTION. 

** The boat rocks at the pier o* Ldth, 

Fu' lond the wind blaws down the ferxy, 
The ships ride at the Berwidc Law, 
And I maim leave my bonnie Mary."—* ;SSooftii& 8oiiff» 

As his barge glided into the stream, and Leith with its pier, 
spires, and sandy links, melted into the sunny haze; as the 
harbour closed and narrowed astern ; the admiral, after remaining 
long silent, exclaimed,— 

" Well — split my topsails, if I would not rather endure the 
English Are, yardarm and yardarm for eight glasses, than over- 
hall all this talk again with these herring-ikced lordlings; but 
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one day, gadzooks ! I hope to make the best among them hnror 

his ancient at the king's name." 

" They have cast a glamour over the Lord Bnunmond," said 
Barton, with a gloomy expression in his eyes ; '* he was kind to 
me once, and but for my father's death and this unhappy strife, 
J had been ere now his son-in-law, and holding a banquet, per- 
haps, in yonder hall, where all that rabble rout of hostile peers 
liold council." 

" Thy fair weather and smooth anchoraee are coming, Bobert," 
said the admiral ; " and what sayst thou, Davie Falconer ?" 

'* That fickle fortune, I fear me, will never tire of persecuting 
one who ever courts her smiles ; though sooth to say, I never 
fear her frowns. Poor Lady SybUla, how sad, how pale she 
looked!" 

" Be not cast down. Falconer," continued the kind old Laird 
of Largo, on seeing the arquebussier gazing dreamily at the tall 
house of Barton, which stood like a watch-tower on the leit bank 
of the Jjeith ; " be not heavy o' heart, because thy purse is at 
low water; thou shalt have thy winsome bride yet, my lad ! And 
if the king gives thee not land, thou shalt never lack siller while 
auld Andrew Wood hath a shot in his locker. Thy father's son, 
Pavie, shall beat to windward, and keep in the line of battle with 
ihe best crafb in the fleet. The happiest occurrence in the voy- 
age of life is to be brought to by a bonny young lass." 

"How wobegone young Eothesay looked U>-day," said Fal- 
coner. 

"Ah! there our king (Gk>d bless him!) was wrong," said the 
admiral ; " he should have given the lad a longer swing to his 
cable, or a little more headway, in the matter of running after the 
winsome dames at court, as young princes will do at times. The 
tide of experience would soon have Drought him into deep water. 
I know that, though an auld sailor, who (St. Mary be thanked) 
knoweth as much anent courts and cities as a seamew may ; but 
hilloh! what is astir here?" he added, as the barge sheered 
alongside the Yellow Caravel, and two very ominous loops were 
seen to dangle from her foreyard-amis. 

History informs us that the admiral had just T^tumed in time 
to save his two noble hostages from being hung ; for the crew 
having become alarmed by his long stay on shore, were pre- 
paring — by order of Sir Alexander Matbieson, who took command 
^1 his absence — ^with great deliberation to run George Loid 
Seaton and John Lord Fleming to the yardheads ; and the poor 
nobles (both good and worthy men) were in the very act of 
making their peace with Heaven, through the intervention of 
Father Zuill, when the admiral stepped on board, and at once 
despatched them on shore; where the account they gave to 
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Angus and others of their treatment, made the peers more thau 
ever dread and abhor the Laird of Largo and his crews. 

" Tell the Bpearmen o' the Lord Angus," shouted Cuddie over 
the side, as their boat was shoved off, "that d— n my auld 
buits if " 

" Peace, coxswain," said Barton; ''thou everbecomest crank 
when lacking ballast, or when thine orlof is overstowed with 
usquebaugh; so, silence— man the tackles, and hoist the boats on 
board." 

<' Lords, indeed!" muttered the admiral, as he walked af!;; 
" were m j honour not pledged, I would fain have belayed the 
dogsons to the whipping-post, and given them a round dozen 
with a rope's end, just as a fare-ye-well. But heave short on the 
anchor. Barton — cast loose the courses, and make sail on the ship." 

History (to which in these chapters we are obliged to have 
constant reference) informs us, that though the admiral had 
several ships at his disposal, and the English squadron consisted 
of five sail, he somewhat unwisely resolved " to take onl^ his own 
two" meaning the Yellow Frigate and the Queen Margaret, 
which had been built at the Newhaven, under his own eye ; and 
80, after desiring the other armed vessels, whose captains adhered 
to him and the cause of the missing king, to cruise between 
Leith Boads, St. Margaret's Hope, and Alloa, to cut off the com- 
munication of the insurgents with Fife, he weighed anchor, and 
stood down the river about six in the evening, favoured by a 
gentle south-west wind. 

There were great preparations made for battle on board these 
two stately ships, as under a press of canvas, they bore down the 
Forth, between Inchkeith and those two reefs known as the 
Briggs and the Craigness, and steered for the Isle of May, which 
lay north-east by east, but was not visible from that part of the 
river. The admiral and his officers remained in their harness. 
Willie Wad and his yeomen hoisted powder up from the maga- 
zine ; the boatewain was preparing all the culverins on the lon^ 
and clumsy slides then in use; the arquebussiers put fresh 
matehes to the serpentine cocks of their firearms ; filled their 
priming horns, and buckled on their bullet-bags, which were 
Aung at the ri^ht hip, and all were on deck in their jazarine 
jackets and steel caps, swords, and daggers. The seamen were 
accoutred in nearly a similar manner, and armed themselves 
from the racks of Jedwood axes, hand-guns, and boarding-pikes, 
that were framed round the masts and the bulwarks of the poop. 
All were noisy, loquacious, and enthusiastic, save a few of the 
quiet married men, whose wives and little ones were watehing 
&eir departure from the shore. 
"Away idoft, Caddie— get into the fore-crosstrees," said the 
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admiral, and ihovL shalt have a can of e^g-flip and tlireo silver 
bonnet pieces the moment ye sight these English ships. Will 
she not carry more, Barton ?" 

"Not without leaving Sir Alexander too far astern; but we 
may try : master boatswain, rig me a guy on the spanker-boom 
sheet home the mizen-staysail, and up with that cross-jackyard a 
bit." 

This primitive contrivance has now been replaced by the gaff, 
and to the lower end of it the staysail was then bent on. 
Though the summer eveninff was then brigbt on shore, a thick 
white haze arose from the broad estuary, and hid the land on 
both sides. The admiral became merry as the river widened, and 
the May arose in a faint blue line at the horizon; and he said to 
the gunner, — 

" Pass the word, Willie, to Father Zuill, to quit the mass- 
book — to overhaul his hurdy-gurdy, and ship on its mirrors, for 
gadzooks, we will be aboard the English in another hour or two." 

" Carry those shot to their guns, Willie Wad," said Barton, 
kicking away some balls that were rolling about the deck ; " no 
iron should ever come within seven feet of a binnacle. 

The wind soon became lighter and more afb ; and as the yards 
were squared more, the staysails began to shiver. The vessels 
were now going slowly through the water, and cleavins a shining 
passage that left a long wake astern. The sun of June set 
brilliantly behind the distant Ochils ; the shores were mellowed 
in haze ; but above it, the peculiar hill of North Berwick rose on 
the starboard bow, gleaming in the western light like a volcanic 
cone of flame. As the glow faded on the waters, a light, like a 
gigantic star, began to beam among the hills astern. 

This was Saint Anthony's Light-— a beacon which was burned 
by the good and charitable Hospitallers of St. Anthony upon the 
tower of their hermitage on the rocks above Holyrood. This 
tower was then more than forty feet hi^h, and thus its light was 
seen far down the estuary, in which it was the only beacon in 
those days ; for there was then no Pharos on Inchkeith (which 
belonged to Keith, the Earl Marischal), and was without a night- 
beacon until the early part of the seventeenth century. The island, 
in the time of James III., was a place of compulsory retirement 
for lepers and other sick persons ; and was a famous resort of 
water-cows and kelpies ; and on the rocks there the mermaids, 
with curling tails, a looking-glass in one hand and a comb in the 
other, are still to be seen, as more than one hardy boatman of 
Newhaven, and pious elder of the Fishwives Kirk, are ready to 
aver on oath, especially when the moon is S. by W,, and the tide 
is full between Granton and Kinehorn. 
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CHAPTER XLI. 

THE ENGLISH BOAT, 

••St. Abb, St. Helen, and St. Bey, 
All built kirks near unto the sea ; 
St. Abb's upon the Nabs, and St. Helen's on the Lea, 
But St. Bey's upon Dunbar sands is nearest to sea !" — Old Rhyme, 

Meanwhile, the worthy messenger of the worthy knight, Su: 
Patrick Gray, captain of Broughty, was riding hard towards the 
ea/?t. To avoid question hy the gateward, who kept the bridge 
and toll of Musselburgh, ne swam his horse through the river, 
near the church of St. Michael the Archangel, aad dasned through 
Pinkie-woods, over Tranentmuir and Hoprigmains, and never 
drew his bridle until King David's royal burgh of Dunbar and 
the massive towers of that noble fortress, which was then con- 
sidered the kev of East Lothian, rose before him ; and from the 
higher ground, as he approached the bare and sea-beaten pro- 
montory on which they stand, he could perceive five English 
vessels cruising in the offing, or deep water, and almost becalmed 
between the mainland and the May. 

Three of these were indeed the vessels of Howard, who, when 
on his homeward voyage, had been joined off Holy Island by two 
large armed vessels, under Miles Fumival, sent by Henry VII. 
fi'om the Thames, with orders to pillage the coast of Scotland, 
and (in fulfilment of the old and invariable policy of the English 
kine^s) to take every advantage of the intestine broils of Scotland 
to distress and harass the people, that they might the more 
willingly listen to his proposals, when the project of the prince's 
marriage with Margaret Tudor was revived — a foolish and mis- 
taken policy, as the Scots were ever the last people in the world 
to be wooed by cold steel and gunpowder. 

Feeling appetised after his long ride. Sir Patrick's messenger 
reined up his* foam-flecked charger at the Dunbar Arms, an 
hostel in the Highgate, where he ordered a cup of Malvoisie, a 
pair of roasted plovers, and a quail, with sweet sack, for he felt 
able to devour a horse, after his long ride near the seacoast ; and 
he resolved, that though the evening was drawing on,- affairs of 
state should wait his pleasure. 

** How happy are the rich," thought he, with a sigh of enjoy- 
ment, after ne had drained liie last of his sack, and picked the 
last bone of the quail; " how often have I fed my hopes when I 
had little wherewith to feed my stomach," he added, clinking 
the English gold pieces, with which his purse was now so well 
lined, and which went current in Scotland, as Scottish coins did 
in England, for then the coin of all nations was circulated every- 
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where; "bnt this comitiy will grow too hot for me ere long, so I 
muBt e'en turn spy on Henry, and win in England the lyons, 
louis, and angels of the new king, James IV. — ^ugh !" and he 
smiled a ferocious smile, *' he owes his crown to mef But now 
to reach these devilish ships anent that damsel, who I wonld 
with all my soul was sleeping with her fathers." 

He now went on foot to the harbour, where, though the sea 
was calm, there was considerable agitation in the water, for 
Dunbar is the most bleak and stormy headland on the coast ; but 
he found that no money would tempt the fishermen to put him on 
board of any of those English vessels, which were lying, almost 
becalmed, about two miles o£P; and he soon ceased to ask them, 
as their suspicions were readily excited, and there were not a few 
who threatened to drag him before the provost, that he might be 
forced to " declare what manner of business he, a Scot, had on 
board these hostile craft." 

This threat made him tremble, for now he had three tenements 
in Stirling, with a remarkably well-lined purse; and if "the 
sudden possession of gold will make a brave man cautious," how 
much more so will it render timid a dastardly regicide ? 

Hastily leaving the fishermen, he walked for nearly a mile 
along the sands, on which the surf was rolling with considerable 
force, and gazed anxiously at the English ships, which were all 
within two miles of each other, with their high lumbering poops, 
their carved and gilded quarter-galleries, and the muzzles of their 
brass cannon shining in the last rays of the sunlight that lingered 
in the west ; and Borthwick stamped his feet with anger, for he 
supposed that Wood's ships must, by this time, have dropped far 
down the river, and that shots would soon be exchanged. 

Upon the level shore, close to the seamark, there stood in those 
days the chapel of St. Bey, who was daughter of a certain Saxon 
king. This princess, according to local tradition, had emigrated 
amon^ the Scots with her two sisters, St. Abb and St. Helen, 
who, being meek, gentle, and pious, were disgusted with the 
world and the barbaric pomp oi their father's petty court, and 
resolved to spend their dowers in the erection of churches, and 
their lives m devotion. All these three votaresses having a 
curious predilection for salt water, endeavoured to find sites as 
near the sea as possible. St. Helen built her oratory on a plain, 
near the beach, and St. Abb raised hers on that high rock which 
overhangs the German Ocean, while St. Bey succeeded in found- 
ing her fane so close to the floodmark that at every full tide the 
waves washed its massive walls; and hence arose the Lothian 
rhyme prefixed to this chapter. 

Thinking little of St. Abb, St. Helen, or St. Bey, Hew Borth- 
wick, on passing the chapel of the hitter, suddenly found himself 
seized by a party of seamen, whom, by the fashion of their gabar- 
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dines, and the sonnd of their voices, he knew at once to he 
EngUfih ; and close by was a large boat, well laden with severa 
sacks of flonr, three sheep, and a qnantity of vegetables, all 
taken from an adjacent farm ; for this foraging party were nume- 
rons and well armed. 

" Yoho, brother ; whom seek ye ?" demanded one, who grasped 
Borthwiok by the tliroat-yet the craven dared not to draw Mb 
8wora. 

" I seek some one who will take me on board the JRarry, for I 
liave an urgent message to the captain." 

"Concerning the damosel aboard, I have little doubt," re- 
plied the seaman, who was no other than Dick Selby, the gunner; 
*' I ever said little luck would come to Eddy Howard by having 
this painted galley in tow." 

" Kay, Dick," said another, "she be no galley, but a noble lady." 

" A Soots one, though. Well, and what want ye with the cap- 
tain, eh P" 

** How can the Scot answer thee, Dick," interfered another, 
''when thou'st twisted his mouth all to starboard; why, 'tis all 
on one side, like the ballast-port of a timber-ship." 

" Teach thy grannum to make sackwhey I I warrant thee I'U 
make the Scot find his tongue. Speak!" roared the gunner, 
giving Borthwick a Virions shake. 

" I have an urgent message for your captain, which none must 
know but he," gasped Borthwick, in a half-strangled voice; 
** look at me, sirs — some of you must have seen me on board 
before now P" 

" Tarry a minute, gunner Dick," said a soldier who was in half 
mail, and had but one eye ; " I have seen this man before, me- 
thinks." 

" Off Taymouth— at night," said Borthwick. 

" I remember me now," said the soldier, who was Anthony 
Arblaster ; " unhand him, Dick, ere worse come of it^ for the 
captain's temper hath been truly devilish of late." 

" We have had a lone snell on this here shore," growled the 
ffunner, as he released tne throat of Borthwick, whose lace 
doublet was no way improved by the application of such a hard 
and tarry hand as Dick's ; " we have turned our best barge into 
a bumboat, as ye may see, so come aboard and let us shove off, 
before some of your furious Scots come after their flour-sacks. 
I would to St. George they were all, for the trouble they give 
•QB, steering in the latitude of purgatory !" 

" Or a wanner latitude still," added Anthony Arblaster, rub- 
bing his blind eye. 

" Avast," said an old sailor, " and remember there is a Scot 
here, and that he be but one among many." 

But the said Scot, though boiling with rage at his treatment^ 
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cared little for national reflections; yet, had these honest English 
hearts known the actual character of the wretch they had on 
board, they would have flung him into the sea, lest they should 
never more have fortune on its waters. 

" Ship your oars, my hearts," said the gunner ; '* and harkee, 
Arblaster, bear a-hand, old dead-eye, and belay these here quad- 
rupeds to the thwarts, or we may lose them in the surf." 

The boat was bluffly built, and being full of men, and more- 
over heavily laden, she laboured through the breakers which roll 
for ever on those sands, and shipped a great quantity of spray 
before her head was fairly turned towar£i the Harry, which was 
astern of all the other vessels^ all of which were lying with their 
heads towards the river. The uneasiness manifested by Borth- 
wick, as the spray flew over his rich cloak and doublet, afforded 
extreme gratification to the hardy seamen who had nothing to 
spoil, and whose oars bent almost to breaJcing, as they strained 
between the tholiug-pins, and shot the heavy barge from one 
long roller to another. 

After they had pulled a mile from the shore, and saw the Castle 
of Dunbar rising with all its strong red towers and crenel- 
lated ramparts in many a frowning row, bristling with cannon 
and black loop-holes, the one-eyed archer, who was seated in the 
stem, uttered a shout of astonishment : — 
" Hilloah, old Bufi*," said the gunner ; " what is the matter P** 
" There are two large ships standing down the river ?" 
"Sir Andrew Wood, for a thousand rose nobles 1" said the 
gunner, slapping his thigh; "thou hast the true eye of an 
English archer, Tony, thof thou'st but one; well, I thought we 
should not make out two days of a quiet cruise here. Give way, 
my hearts — give way ! odds firkin, they are bringing down both 
wind and tide with them — yare— yare — stretch out !" 

" It is the Admiral Wood," said Borthwick, with gloomy spite, 
" and my message to your captain concerns him." 

" They are hull down as yet, though," said the gunner, as he 
stood up and shaded his weather-beaten visage with his thick 
knotty hand ; " well — odds my life, bold as he is — and a better 
seamen never spliced a rope, Scot though he be, I do not think 
Sir Andrew, with only two ships, will venture to attack us ; and 
we'll see him haul his wind ere another half-glass is run." 

The ships of Wood were about nine miles off, being abreast of 
North Berwick, and they loomed large through the haze of the 
summer gloaming, which, however, was rising from the water as 
the moon, which was round and full, soared into the clear blue 
sky, above the hills of East Lothian. The Ness of Fife was not 
visible in the haze, for at this extreme point the noble Forth is 
more than twenty miles broad. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

THE LOVEE AND THE SPY. 

** O, she says nothing, sir. but weeps and weeps* 
And now falls on her bed.** — Shakespeare. 

The approacHing vessels had been descried already from the 
ships ot Howard, who fired a cannon to €[uicken his boat ; and 
the moment it was on board and hoisted m, with its provisions 
he desired all to be cleared away for battle, and ordered Borth- 
wick to attend him in his cabin. 

" Well, thou bird of ill omen/' said he, while arming himself, 
" what evil wind hath blown thee on board the Sdrry to-night P 
Speak out, and briefly, too ; try none of thy cobler tricks with me." 

" I have come with a message from the Lords at Leith " 

" Ah ! they are there, then ; and the rumours we have heard 
are true : has the King of Scotland fought a battle and been de- 
feated ?" 

" Yes, and hath fled, no man knows whither," said Borthwick, 
with a dark smile on his pale face, while he could not repress a 
twinge of uneasiness at the mention of the king's name, for he 
saw ever before him — when alone for a moment — ^that ghastly 
corpse, lying where he had flung it, in the ditch beside the 
Bannock. 

" And so young Bothesay now is king," said Howard, sadly, 
and pausing while he braced his corslet. 

" No — nor can be, until we ascertain that the king, his father, 
is dead." 

" Of course ; well, and what want your rebel lords with me P" 

'* I should have said Sir Pa^: L^v Gray." 

"Well, well— speak quickly; for the foe comes on. Your 
message " 

*' Concerns the Lady Margaret Drummond, and your bond in 
cipher with the Scottish friends of King Henry." 

" Well," said Howard again, buckling his waist-belt with a 
furious jerk ; " what of them ?" 

" Wood is about to attack you, and you must be well aware 
that if the Marry is taken, and these are found on board — ^the 
lady and the bond, — the hope of Henry's alliance will be crushed 
by her being discovered, and the safety of his allies in Scotland 
will be compromised by the documents." 

" The curse of all the saints be on King Henx/fl plots and on 
those Scottish cravens who gander to the pay, the wiles, and 
selfish ends of England !" said Howard, with great bitterness. 
" Well, fellow, and what would your Laird of Ejneff advise P" 
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" That tliia troublesome dame be hove overboard, with Master 
Kraft's writings and the deep-sea lead tied together to her 
neck " 

" Confound thee, thou limb of Satan ! — thou infamous and 
lubberly lurdane !" cried Howard, in a tempest of rage at this 
terrible proposition. " Begone," he added, smiting Borthwick 
on the mouth with his steel glove ; " begone, sheer off; or by all 
that is sacred in heaven, I wUl have thee bound to a kedge, and 
flung overboard like St. Clement ! Yoho there. Will Selby I" he 
said to his. page, who stood without the cabin, "is that flsher- 
boat, which we took off Tyningham sands, astern yet p" 

The page replied that it was. 

" Then see this ruffian put into her ; give the two fishermen a 
handful of tokens, and bid them cast off and begone, in the devil's 
name, lest I hang this recreant Scot where I fain would hang his 
masters." 

In two minutes after this our knight of the scarlet mantle found 
himself hustled over the side of the Harry into a shore-boat, in 
which were two poor fishermen, who, after receiving a handful of 
those leaden pledges which the English used in the time of their 
seventh and eighth Henries in lieu of copper coinage, gladly 

SuUed away for Tyningham Sands, where their wives and chil- 
ren had been waiting for them in sore apprehension and weep- 
ing the livelong day. Anxious to get clear of the engagement 
which was to take place, they stepped their mast, hoisted their 
sail, and prayed hard to St. Bey for a favourable breeze; but little 
wind came, and even that was against them ; so khey bequeathed 
the poor saint to the devil, spat on their hands, and betook theni 
to their oars, like men. 

** Thank Heaven, my ship is freed from the contamination of 
such a wretch," said Howara; ** though 'twere not worth while 
to lose my temper with him. By St. George, I profit little by 
old Caxton's * Book of Good Manners ;' though I have studied 
it more than stars or compass since Margaret Drummond cam6 
on board." 

The handsome Howard was now completely armed, and pre- 
sented himself at the cabin of Margaret, whose attendants. Cicely 
and Hose, had acquainted her of the dire preparations making on 
deck overhead. Sorrow and confinement had rendered her so pale 
that she was like a beautifiil marble statue, and her exceeding udr- 
ness was rendered stronger by her dark purple dress, and the 
triangular cap of the same material which shaded her fine hidr, 
the locks of which shone like golden tresses in the light of the 
cabin lamp. On beholding Howard in his armour she started 
forward to meet him. 

" Dear madam/' said he» ^* I am com&wto««'to«-«" 
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** To restore me to my family," said Margaret, with sweet 
eamestnesB ; " is it not so r you will — ^you will do so now ; for I 
have been told that the king's admiral approaches to demand 
me. 

" Nay, lady, I came but to convey you to a place of safety," 
said he ; '* you are misinformed, for none in Scotland (three vil- 
laine excepted) know that you are here, or that you are in the 
land of the living. The king was accused of abducting you, and 
lie has lost a blc^y battle near Stirling, fought by the nobles." 

*' And my father fought against him P" 

" Very probably." 

Margaret clasped her white hands in fear and misery. 

"And what tidings are there of the Duke of BothesayP'* 

" I have heard of none," said Howard, on whom that name 
when uttered by her lips, fell as a mortal blight. " Lady Drum- 
mond, we are aoout to engage in a close, and, it must be, despe- 
rate conflict, with the king of the Scottish mariners, and it may 
be that you will never again be troubled by the voice or presence 
of Edmund Howard. Oh, think over all I have dared to urge, 
during the many days it has been my happiness to know you 
and to seek your esteem. You know my secret ; say, if 1 survive 
to-night, may I hope for something more than friendship?" 

" Your secret," reiterated Margaret, as her fine blue eyes filled 
with tears ; " alas, fair sir, you know not mine. I admire and 
most sincerely respect you, Edmund Howard ; but more I dare 
not say — so, I beseech you, cease to urge me forther on this 
most painful subject." 

" True, true," said Howard, beating his breast, " I have indeed 
but little to offer you compared with what you have lost. It 
may be weakness " 

" The weakness of the strong man and of the gallant heart." 
" Alas ! in love we ever carry more sail than ballast — ^who can 
control the heart in love—" 

" If you knew all, you never again would address me thus. 
Oh, talk not of love to me — it is in vain, nor dare I listen." 

" Alas, that I should hear this doom from your own lips at 
last, lady ! I will quit this wandering life of mariner, for I nave 
one of those happy nomes that are omy to be found in England; 
where the woods are green, and our painted windows open down 
to soft and sunny lawns, instead of iron grates that gnmly peer 
through deep fosses and guarded barbicans, as here m Scotland, 
lady. There no rude barons, or lawless lairds, ride from tower 
to tower with spears and torches in their train, no hostile 
clansmen wage eternal war, making their life but a mission of 
military vengeance and feudal hatred; and there no venal peers 
are ever ready to sell their oountry and their kii^, her rights or 
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her honour for foreign gold. Oh no; in merry England we 
know nothing of transmitted hatred, of Highland raids and 
border forays. I love you, lady, well, and, with you, I fain 
would share that quiet English home ; I love you passionately, 
and denial is death, and worse than death to me ! and I say so 
now when on the eve of battle with one who was never foiled or 
vanquished on the sea. In that happy home, if spared to see it, 
I could worship you as a monk who serves his altfu:, and treasure 
you as a miser hoards his treasure. Oh do not turn irom me as 
if I was hateful," continued Howard, borne away bj his passion 
and finding eloquence in the very depth of it ; '' 'tis true I am 
an Englishman, lady, and that you are a Soot — ^but can a few 
miles of land or of water make such an evil difference in our 
tempers or our race " 

** Oh no, it is not hate that makes me turn away, but true 
Borrow for yourself, my good and noble Howard," said Margaret, 
as she pressed his hands in hers ; for his honest passion and gentle 
bearing touched her to the soul, and no woman ever hears a man 
say he loves her without feeling a more than conmion interest in 
him ; but happily for both, this pain&l interview was cut short 
by the stentorian voice of John o'Lynne, who cried through the 
poop door, — 

" Yoho, Captain Howard; the Scots are within a mile of us, 
and bring down the breeze with them, and it freshens fast." 

This reminded Howard of what he had forgotten, — ^that he had 
come, not to make love, but to conduct his fair prisoner and her 
two pretty attendants. Rose and Cicely, to a place of security, 
which he now proceeded to do. They were accordingly conducted 
between-decks, amid a tremendous uproar, for in one quarter 
Dick Selby was hoisting up shot and powder from the magazine, 
in another, boxes, chests, and bulkheads were going down, and 
hammocks being triced up, while the shrill whistle of the boat- 
swain, the swearing and noise of the seamen, made the place 
terrible to them ; and from the lower deck they descended by a 
ladder and the light of a lantern into a dreary and Cimmerian 
gulf, from which arose the (K)mbined odours of bilge and rancid 
beef, stale cheese, tarry ropes, and other agreeable perfumes, such 
as usually pervade the region of the cockpit. And there, in a 
curtained and cushioned berth, below the water-line, he left them 
to their prayera, and with a sigh ascended to the maindeck of 
the Sarry; and then his spirit rose as he breathed more 
freely. 

" Dick Selby, — ^up with the battle-lanterns, and beat to 
quarters !" said he : " John o'Lynne, make sail on the ship ; see, 
the Cressi will first engage these petulant Scots ; stand to your 
culverins, my lads, fore and aft, if you would not brook a 
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Scottish prison, oatmeal, and iron fetters, before we see merry 
England again !" 

And bravely every man in the good ship JECarry stood by his 
gun, and drew tigliter the buckles of his helmet and girdle. 



CHAPTER XLIII. 

THE BATTX<E OF THE MAY. 

** He has brass within and steel without, 
With beams on his top-castle strong ; 
And eighteen pieces of ordnance, 
He carries on each side along. 

And he hath a pinnace dight, 

St. Andrew's cross is his guide ; 
The pinnace beareth nine score men, 

And fifteen guns on each side." 

Sir Andro Barton. 

The wind had freshened as the Yellow Frigate and her consort 
bore down the river, and confident in the great size, heavy 
armament, and complete equipment of those vessels which Sir 
Alexander Wood was so fond of styling "his own two," he 
walked to and fro on the poop, whismng for more wind, and all 
undaunted by the reported strength of the enemv, though 
Barton, Falconer, and Sir Alexander Mathieson deemecl him rash 
and unwary in leaving so many of his vessels to cruise idly in 
the river. As the land lessened, Preston Bay opened out on one 
side and the far-stretching bight of Largo on the other. By 
this time the five English vessels were in sight, scattered con- 
siderably apart, but their white sails were distinctly visible on 
the dusky blue of the darkening sea and sky. Falconer and 
Barton were accoutred in polished steel, and were armed with 
Jedwood axes, sword, and dagger. After having inspected the 
culverins, moyennes, and sakers with which the forecastle, poop, 
and main-deck were mounted — after having seen that the bores 
were clean, the wadding tight, and tackles clear — ^Willie Wad was 
placidly regaling himself on cold salt junk and a can of beer 
with tne coxswamofthe barge, who was drinking ale from an old 
gallipot. 

Archy the boatswain, and his mate (or yeoman, as they were 
then named), worked at a grindstone, putting a keener edge on 
their two-handed swords, axes, and boarding pikes, while they 
whistled and sang as the sparks of the grindmg steel flew to lee- 
wai'd through the open ports ; and close by them was a grim old 
arquebussier, who had served at the siege of Lochmabcn, under 
James U,, against the Douglases at Brechin, and at the Bog of 

B 
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Dankinty, notching his leaden balls with a cross for good luck ; 
and now the Admiral, whose mind was occupied by the hope of 
victory, was joined by Father ZuiU^ who under his cassock wore 
a jazarine jacket and steel gloves, which he waa at no pains to 
conceal. 

" Harkee, timoneer," said the Admiral, " keep her head away 
a point or two towards the north. Yonder headmost ship I take 
to be the Cressi, and if so, I will play her a trick I have not 
tried since we fought the Portuguese under Antonio de Belem, 
and sunk his Lady qf Sorrow, Gadzooks ! that Englishman 
saileth as if he would poke the wind's eye out ! We wul have a 
brave moonlight night. Father Zuill ; see how brightly she rises 
above the Lammermuirs." 
" Yet I would rather this bout took place by sunlight." 
" Why — what ! art at thy plaguey burning-glasses again?" 
"Thou knowest. Admiral, that Maxcellus^ used his mirrors 

both in summer and winter " 

" Nay, I Imow nothing of the kind." 
" Unless they were to trim his beard by," said Falconer. 
" Out on thee, Davie," said the Admiral ; " don't mock our 
Mar, though he hath more crotchets in his poor head than there 
be strands in a nine-inch cable." 

" Yes," mused the priest ; " he used them even in the coldest 
winters against the ships of an enemy ; but there is no record of 
moonbeams setting otight on fire." 

'^ Odds life ! I should think not, firiar,*' said the Admiral, look- 
ing aloft, and watching the sails of the frigate. 

" Would that I could assure thee, Sir Aiidrew, how a combi- 
nation of mirrors, all reflecting heat cm one point, could set the 
great globe itself on fire; then how much more so a miserable 
caravel?" 

*' Let me see the caravel set on fire first, and I will consider 
about the world a^r. 6o-ho, Barton, i^e wind is veering round 
upon our quarter." 

" And thou shalt see it, Admiral; for when I construct my pa- 
rabolic speculum to bum at ten paces, one ten times its size shall 
consume everythiag to cinders at a hundred paces. 'Tis plain as 
a pikestafil" 

" Look ye, shipmate," said the Admiral, impatiently, " stick to 
thy mass, and leave burning and cannonading to those whose 
trade it is ; the gunner to ms lintstock, the steersman to his 

hebn '* 

" And the cook to tiie foresheet," interrupted the friar, petu- 
lantly finishing the Admiral's invariable proverb, which he had 
picked up in his old skipper days. " Yet a time shall come when 
thou and all here shall behold with wonder the effect of my para- 



THB BATTLB OT THB ICiT. 271 

bolic Rpeculmn, when it reflects the fierce solar rays to that point 
of fire which is the true focus of the parabola.'* 

" Peihaps so/* replied the Admiral ; " but I never mean to 
Wiitch thy devilish hurdy-gurdy again. Dost remember when we 
were off' Cape Ushant, how nearly I was brained at the t>afirail 
by tlic jibbing of the mainboom, when watching these plaguey 
glasses with which you promised to bum me a hole in the sails 
of a Spanish lugger P" 

" Alas ! Laird of Largo/' said the learned chaplain, sorrow- 
fully, " thou knowest nought of this noble science — nothing of 
optics ; nothing of e])icycles, whose central circle is the circum- 
ference of a greater ; and nothing of crystalline spheres/* 

"Hillo! thou'rt at thy magic again/* said the Admiral, 
angrily ; " all this is too deep for me, Father Zuill ; I am out of 
soundings, look ye; and if I dived into the abyss of this learning, 
I should never come up again. Look to the staysails. Barton^— 
the wind cometh more upon the beam/* 

The Margaret was now half a mile astern* After passing the 
Bass Eock, they found the wind coming freshly from the south, 
and saw the English ships closing up last as they caught the 
breeze ; but still the Cresai was far ahead of the ffarry, and 
though a small vessel, which mounted only twenty pieces of 
ordnance, with a crew of about two hundred men, she stood boldly 
towards the taller and heavier Scot, with which her crew were 
intent on grappling — &tactique peculiar to that age ; but Wood 
had no intention of letting her do so, and resolved to rid himself 
of her company, by serving her as he had served the Admiral 
of Portugal, when he fought him off the Bock of Lisbon, a few 
yeai's before. 

The light haze had now cleared away from the bosom of the 
estuary; from a clear, unclouded sky, a gorgeous moon shed a 
flood of brilliant light upon the wide blue waters, on the coast of 
East Lothian, that lay sleeping in the silvery distance ; on the 
nearer bluffs of the castled Bass and the low, flat Isle of May, 
that lay far off towards the north and east. The waves were 
dancing in green light tipped with silver foam, as they rolled be- 
tween continent and isle, and the English vessels, with all their 
canvas set, as they stood towards tlie foe, looked like gigantio 
swans or sea-birds floating on the deep. 

A red flash from the high forecastle of the Cressi was followed 
by a gush of pale blue smoke, and then the iron ball of a 
cadhoun howled through the rigging of the frigate, and 
plunged into the water far off. This irritated the old Laird of 
Lui'gd, who always loved to have the first fire ; and now he blew 
his whistle — the signal lor battle. 

" Let fly at her tophamper, Willie Wad/* he cried, as a line of 
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ligbtB glittered along the gun-deck ; " give us moonlight througli 
her canvas, — cut her cordage and unreeve her rigging." 

Simultaneously a flood of red firo and white smoke burst from 
the low waist and towering fore and after-castles of the two 
ships, and a storm of shot flew over each, the balls of the Oressi, 
many of them stone bullets from King Henry's quarries at 
Maidstone, knocked great white splinters from the painted hull 
and carved galleries of the Yellow Frigate, and killed and 
wounded many of her men; while she in turn cut to pieces the 
rigging of her enemy, and thus rendered her motions slow and 
her management difficult. 

" We must rid ourselves of this hornet before we engage her 
companions," said Sir Andrew ; " put the ship about, Barton, 
and remember our prank with the Portuguese." 

" 'Bout ship," cried Barton, after a few preparations, putting 
the trumpet through his open helmet ; *' helm's a-lee ; — ^let go, 
and haul!" 

Bound swung the ponderous ship, while loose shot and every- 
thing else rolled from windward to leeward, as she stood off on 
the opposite tack, as if about to creep in shore and fly ; and now 
the increasing breeze filled her canvas, and careened her grace- 
fully over on that bright moonlit sea, which her bows cleft as 
an an*ow cleaves the air. Astonished to find the dreaded Laird 
of Largo fly before them, the crew of the Cressi gave three 
hearty JBnglish cheers, and had the hardihood to make all sail in 
chase, firing the li^ht falcons of their forecastle as fast as the 
cannoniers could brmg them to bear upon the towering stem and 
quarter of the Scot, who while returning the fire, tacked twice, 
as if to escape. 

" Barton, take thou the helm," said Wood, "and keep at your 
quarters, my yeomen of the sheets and braces. Yo-ho, boat* 
swain I take in all the small sails." 

On seeing this, in their nautical or national confidence on the 
sea, the English crew again believed that now Wood was about 
to grapple with them, and natheless his superior size, they had 
no douot of being able to engage and retain him valiantly until 
the Harry, which was a mile astern, came up. 

Though it was an age in which navigation was destitute of 
manv modem inventions and appliances. Wood was as famous 
for the skilfid manner in which be handled his ship as for the 
braveiy with which he fought her, for under his orders, her vast 
hull, with its towering rigging and cloud of sail, was like a toy. 
Thus, after a few manoeuvres, the Cressi lay to, and continued 
fii'ing briskly at the Yellow Frigate, which her crew believed 
was about to run alongside ; but in rounding to, her captain^ 
though a brave mariner, had given Wood the advantage of the 
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windy and while her crew poured in their missiles, cannon and 
arquebuse-shot, with those clothyard shafts so famed in English 
war, Ballon suddenly put the helm hard up, at a sign from the 
Admiral, who cried with the voice of a stentor,— 

** Yeomen of the braces and bowlines, let go ! slack off your 
sheets and tacks,— yare, my hearts, — yare, and square the yards." 

It was all the work of a moment ; the blocks creaked, the 
cordage whistled, the canvas flapped heavily, and filled again, as 
the tremendous bow of the Scottish caravel was suddenly brought 
to bear directly upon the broadside of the Cressi, whose captain 
had no time to fill his yards or forge ahead again, for dire con- 
fusion and dismay pervaded his crowded decks, from which a 
hundred mingled cries of rage, wonder, and defiance arose. And 
there she lay,m the deep valley formed by the long-swelling waves, 
while her crew bravely fired their culverins at the Yellow 
Frigate, which bore down under a cloud of canvas, looming like 
the shadow of death between them and the brilliant moon. 

On, on she glided, almost noiselessly. 

One wave alone separated them 1 

Then down she came thundering with her iron beak upon the 
enemy's vessel, striking her right amidships. The wild shriek 
of rage that rose on one side was mingled with a shout of 
triumph on the other. The Yellow Frigate scarcely felt the 
shock, as she rode over the low waist, and crashed through the 
torn rigging of the Cressi, the lofty poop and forecastle of which 
fell inwards, as the hull was cloven in two, and simk for ever into 
that brilliant sea, the vortex of which sucked down two hundred 
gallant men. 

"For God's love. Sir Andrew, lower the boats," cried 
Falconer, looking into the foam-covered whirlpool, where a few 
spars and casks, with an occasional head or a hand, were rising 
and sinking. 

"Impossible — even our pinnace would sink with her; but 
God sain them," said the old Admiral ; " there hath gone down 
many a brave fellow, who will never more lift tack or sheet in 
this world!" 

A loud cheer now rose close astern ; it came from the crew ot 
the Queen Margaret ; and both ships then bore on towards the 
enemy, leaving the sea covered with the dibris of the wreck ; 
and as the old ballad says,— 

* Many was the feather-bed, ** The ladies wrang their fingers 

1 hat 11ult«rcd on the foam ; white. 

And many was the gudc lord's The maidens tore their hair ; 

son , A' for the sake o* those true loves. 

That never mair came home. They never shall sec mair.'* 

* May they sleep as soundly in the Scottish sea as my father 
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deeps in their Kentish downs," said Barton ; "but many al3ltie 
oorpselicht will dance on these waters ere tlie sun of to-morrow 



rises." 



To your guns again, my mernr men all," cried the Admiral i 
" they are two to one against ns ; but if we put them not to rout 
we were no better than Gordon gowks, and there will be many a 
toom bowie and kirn in Fi£e and Lothian. Heed not King 
Henry's bitter almonds, for I swear by my honour as a seaman 
and faith as a knight, that every shipmate o' mine who loseth a 
fin, shall swing his hammock for life in Largo Tower, and share 
the goods kind God hath given me ; he shall never lack a brass 
bodle or a can of ale while auld Andrew Wood hath both to part 
with him fairly over the capstan head; so stand every man to his 
quarters— put your faith in God and St. Andrew, and fight, my 
lads, as you have often fought before, for auld Scotland and her 
glorvl" 

This characteristic harangue was answered by a hurrah, and 
many a weatherbeaten and well-bearded visage glowed redly 
along the gun-deck when the matches were blown, and the waves 
sparkled in the moonlight, as they ran merrily past the triccd-up 
lids of the open poiis through which the brass culverins and guns 
of Scottish vetHn were run and pointed, after being primed and 
shotted for battle. 

" Sir David Falconer, send thine arquebussiers aft, line the 
taffrail and fill the tops with them — away aloft!" cried the 
Admiral, " and shame be on the last who is through the lubberV 
hole or over the foot-hook shrouds 1" 

The arquebussiers clambered up the ratlins, and our marines 
of the present day would be rather amused could they see such a 
sight as those soldiers presented ; heavily accoutred with back, 
breast, head, and thigh pieces, bandoliers, flasks, and swords-— 
and, more than aU, tneir long arquebusses, crawling like scaly 
annadilloes up the black rigging. However, they soon reached 
their perches, and levelled their barrels over the little wooden 
battlement which then surrounded the tops. As it was now in- 
tended to come to what was termed " close battle," there was no 
more manoeuvring ; and all the adverse ships bore down upon 
each other, firing their cannon briskly; while arquebusses, pisto- 
letfces and calivers, with many a shaft from bow and arblast were 
levelled from the tops, the poops, and forecastles— for the brilliant 
moon enabled aim to be taken with precision ; and as the wind 
was again becoming light, the courses were drawn up, and all 
reducd their sails. 

** Stand by with the fpfappling irons," cried Barton, whose 
bright armour and conspicuous ngnre made him the mark of 
many a missile; and io obedienoe to his order a number of bold 
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fellows leaped into the chain^plates to throw them on hoard the 
foe, the moment the vesseb came near enough. The sides of tho 
English ships were similarly suppHed. These grappling-irons 
were composed of five or six hranches, hent round and pointed, 
with a ring at the root, to which is fastened a rope to nold on 
by when the grapple is thrown and catches the ohject. Thns 
they closed in upon each other — these six hostile ships ; the two 
Scots running (as our annals relate) right in hetweeli the four 
Engh'sh ; the left centre ship heing the Sarry, All were pour- 
ing their missiles upon each other with fearful rapidity, and the 
English were so re<»de8S that their shot must have killed many 
of their own men, after pierdng the Scottish hulls. By some 
mismanagement, the Harrifs spritsail-yard hecame entangled 
with the main-^ouds of the Yellow frigate, which forged a 
little a-head, and drasging round the Harry with her, hy one 
broadside she swept her deck like a tempest, and breached to 
ruin the towering poop beyond. 

" Half-an-hour of a true paraholio speculum were worth a 
year of this work!" said Father Zuill, \iho now appeared in a 
coat of mail, with a poleaxe which he handled as well as ever he 
had done his roeaiy. 

"Boarders, away fbro and aft!" cried Sir Andrew Wood^ 
throueh his trumpet, as he stood above the clouds of smoke at 
the co^ of the poop, towering like an iron statue, while the 
diain-plates crasned as the ponderous hulls sheered alongside of 
eadi other in rasping collision ; and in hundreds the boarders 
swarmed on the bulwarks, wlule the English graj^lin^-irons 
clutched the Scottish ships, whose sailors workol side by side 
with the foe, in lashinff the shrouds together below and the 
yard-arms aloft, until we six vessels formed, as it were, one 
broad platform, for a scene of melancholy hutdiery, which we 
have but little heurt and less taste for describing. 

The Scottish mariners, armed with their two-handed swords 
and Jedwood axes, and aQ accoutred in steel caps and jacks or 
doublets of escaupill, led l^ Sir Andrew Wood on one side, 
poured from the bows and sprit-sail vard of the Yellow Frigate 
upon the decks of the Hwrry, and drove the enemy across the 
forecastle and along the larboard gangway, wlule Barton, 
sheathed in full armour and wielding a deadly ghisarma in 
botli hands, led another band through the fire, smoke, and in* 
femal uproar, hewing a passage, hilt to hilt, to the forecastle of 
the other ship, desperately forcing a passage through a hedge of 
gallant billmen, into the waist. 

Tho crew of the Queen Margaret^ under Sir Alexander 
Mathieson, after succeeding in repelling the English hoarders, 
were similarly employed euewherei and there, uimer that placid 
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summer moon, were Englishmen and Scot fighting like tigers, 
all mingled in a wild melie, while their firmly-grappled ships were 
commixed to the mercy of the waves and currents. Save the 
flash and hoom of a cannon or saker from the poops, or the bang 
of a pistolette or arquebuse from the tops, there were no other 
sounds heard now, but the rasp of steel gleaming on steel, the 
twang of the English bows, and the crash of the ^ttish axes on 
helmets and bills ; the cries and shrieks of the wounded, and the 
yells of pain and defiance, drowned in a gurgle, as many a man 
was driven, fighting, overboard, and drowned or crushed to death 
between the grappled ships. The decks were encumbered by killed 
and wounded, and repeatedly the Scots were driven back over their 
own bulwarks, and had to fight the English on the decks of Wood 
and Mathieson. 

" St Andrew ! St. Andrew ! A Wood ! a Wood I" on one side, 
were met by " St., George for England !" on the other, mingled 
with many a furious epithet and ferocious expression of that 
deep-rooted national animosity, which the infamous wars of the 
Plantagenets had created between two nations, who, if allied, 
might then — as they have since — defied the world in arms. 

Overhead the arquebussiers blazed at each other fi'om the tops, 
and sent an occasional bullet into the mass of combatants below. 

After various turns of the conflict, Robert Barton found him- 
self fighting hand to hand with the crew of the Sarry, close to 
her poop, and attended only by Willie Wad and a few seamen. 
With these he strove to join the Admiral, who had already pene- 
trated into the vessel beyond, and was maintaining a desperate 
and most unequal conflict with her crew. 

While Barton fought his way up the starboard side of the 
JSarry'a deck, his boatswain, with a band of Jedwood axes, 
hewed a passage along the larboard, and, owing to the heavier 
weapons, and perhaps greater number of the Scots, the JELarry^s 
crew were driven into the poop, where they hewed and shot in 
the dark : thus many a brave man perished by the hands of his 
own shipmates. Here Barton, when just at the poop (\oor, en- 
countered a gallant English gentleman, who had repeatedly cut 
a passage through the frigate s men, by knocking them down like 
ninepins ; and, recognising Howard by the heraldic cognizance 
on hia surcoat, the Scottish captain uttered a cry of triumph, 
and rushed upon him, to revenge Lord Howard's recent victonr 
in the Downs ; and then forgetting all but their personal ani- 
mositj', they engaged hand to hand with sword and dagger, at 
every blow and cut making the sparks fly from their coats of 
4»mr)ered steel; and thrice during the conflict old Anthony 
Arblaster wound up his weapon, and sent a deliberate shot at 
Bai'ton's head, and was preparing a fourth when a blow from an 
•xe ended the poor man's shooting for ever. 
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" Haloo, atJd junk," cried his slayer, " may I drink bilge, but 
thou'rt fitted for foreign parts at last! and by St. Andrew, 
gaffer Englishman," he added, turning upon Howard, "I'll 
cloure thy harnpan too, double caulked wi* wadding and sheathed 
wi* steel though it be !" 

The short squat gunner was rushing on with uplifted axe, 
when Barton threw himself forward, and on his own sword 
caught the descending blow. 

" Sheer off. Wad, sheer off, this man is mine, and I must slay 
him myself, were it but to soothe my slaughtered father's soul ; so 
leave us, I command you !" 

Wad soon found another antagonist in tall Dick Selby, who 
gave him more than enough to do. Meanwhile the combat con- 
tinued between Howard and Barton, till a passing bullet broke 
the sword of the latter, and he stood disarmed and at the mercy 
of Howard, who merely uttered ,a bitter laugh and scornfully 
dropped the point of his sword, saying, — 

" How now, my bonny Scot ; wilt beg thy life at an English 
hand?" 

" I could beg it of none more noble than Howard's; but strike, 
if you will, for never will I beg life or quarter of a living man, 
and least of all from the brother of him who slew my father !" 
cried Barton, hoarsely. 

At that moment Wad returned with an armed tide of seamen 
flushed with blood and victory ; the noble Howard was beaten to 
the deck, and, despite all Barton's efforts, would have been slaiuj, 
had not the cry of a woman been heard, and Margaret Drum- 
mond, fearless of the surrounding carnage, the whistling shafts, 
the ferocious visages, and uplifted steel, threw herseli' on her 
knees beside him, and spread her white arms over him in pro* 
tection. 

The terror she had experienced in the cockpit was so great, 
that, regardless of the hideous grating and crashing below and 
the awful timiult above, she resolved to make an efPort to reach 
the Scottish ships, which, as little Will Selby had informed her, 
were lashed alongside. Thus had she come so opportunely — and 
thus, with these two acts of mercy, will we gladly veil the horrors 
of this midnight conflict. 

The Scottish seamen, who knew her not, and deemed she was 
the wife of Howard, drew back and spared him at once; for 
none are more merciful, albeit their roughness, than those honest 
souls who live by salt water ; but Barton was confounded, and 
gazed upon her in astonishment and silence, while the cQn of 
battle died away around them, and it became known that the 
English ships had hauled down their colours. So thanks to the 
bravery of Sir Andrew Wood, old Sir Alexander Mathieson, 
<' the Kmg of the Sea/' David Falconer, and a certain valiant 



878 9HS TXILOW VBiaiTB. 

mariner of Leithi named William Merrimonihi sailing master of 
the Margaret^ who received a desperate wound, "ye foore 
Inglish shippes were takin/' and all their crews disarmed, 
according to the records of the Scottish Admiralty, after 
a deadlier conflict than these waters had witnessed since the 
Knight of Dalhousie fought King Edward's fleet at Tweedmouth 
and sunk eighteen of his galleys. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

LABGO* 

'* Oh, blythelf shines the honnie sun upon the Itle o* May, 
And blfthely roUi the morning tide into St. Andrew's Bay ; 
When haddocks leave the Firth of Forth and muaeelfl leave the shore; 
When oysters climb up Berwick Law, we'll go to sea no more — 

Ko more— we'll go to sea no more." 

SooMah Fkh&rman*a Song. 

When' the sun rose from the ocean, the appearance of these six 
ships was wofully changed. The waves were rolling in brilliant 
green and gold, and the yellow sands of Tyningnam, the red 
towers, the deep caverns and surf-beaten rocks of Dunbar were 
glistening in the morning beams; the gannets, the cormorants, and 
gigantic solan geese on their snow-white pinions, were wheeling 
merrily in the welkin above the summer sea; but the state of the 
hostile ships, which, while they were all lashed together, had 
drifted hither and thither at the mercy of the wind and tide, was 
deplorable. Their decks were crowded by killed and wounded, 
especially round the scuttle-butts, to which many had crawled 
for the purpose of allaying their burning thirst ; the bulwarks 
were splashed with blood, and it oozed, or dropped in curdles from 
the scuppers; boats, booms, and spars were riven and splintered; 
sheets and tackles were streaming loose upon the breeze ; the 
yards were out of trim and lowered upon the caps, while the 
canvas was pierced and torn ;— -but still the blue ensign was flying 
over all. 

The ships with which Sir Alexander Mathieson had grappled 
were almost complete wrecks, for all his cannon were great 
carthouns or forty-pounders — ^prodigious guns for that age. 
The Yellow Frigate, like her chief adversary the Marry, had 
lost all her trim neatness ; some of her yards were shot in the 
slings ; her rigging hung in loops and bights, and blood was 
trickling down the masts and stays, or dropping from the 
tops upon the battered deck and white courses; lor many of 
Falconer's arquebussiers lay there slain, or bleeding through 
the gratings, from the woiinds of bullete and arrows. 

Sir Andrew Wood, before loosening a buckle of his harness^ 
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now ordered the prisonera to be secured, and crews put on board 
the prizes; their damages to be partly repaired, and sail to 
be made on them all. The grapplmg-irons were cast off; the 
ports lowered; the decks swabbed, and the dead sent ashore 
shot-holes were plup^d and caulked ; loose ropes coiled up, the 
sails trimmed, and before a favourable breeze from the south-east, 
the six vessels bore away for Largo Bay, as the Admiral had no 
intention of taking his prizes into Leith, until he knew to whom 
they {should be deHvered ; for he considered the victorious barons 
as no better than rebels. 

The dead were buried in two trenches in the cemetry of 
the old collegiate kirk at Dunbar, where the motmd which 
covered the "Englishmen's grave" was long an object of interest 
to the people. 

In getting the ships clear of the horrid c?^6rt* of the battle, and 
in attending to the wounded, English and Scots worked side by 
side with hearty goodwill, ana only relaxed their sailor-like 
indifference when they drank their cans of brown ale together, 
and passed the blackjack of whiskey-and-water from man 
to man ; — for now, when that deadly strife was over and their fury 
had expended itself, enmity was at an end — for a time at least,— 
and Willie Wad and Dick Selby, the rival gunners, carved at 
the same junk with their jocktelegs (or clasp-knives), and the 
latter sang when the former produced his fiddle ; while the boat- 
swain spun some of his wonderful yams to amuse the prisoners. 
All on the gundeck of the Yellow Frigate seemed meny 
enough, the maimed excepted, but there were lowering brows and 
heavy hearts in the cabin of her Admiral. 

This apartment had four windows which overlooked a gallery ; 
and the morning sun shone brightly through them as ho 
rose from the amoer-coloured sea. Alonff the sides were the cul- 
verins on their carriages, and on the rudder-case were the arms o! 
Wood — ardent, an oak tree growing out of a mount, with 
two bears lor supporters ; and to this two ships were afterwards 
added, as we find m Sir David Lindesay's " Book of Blazons," in 
memory of his victory near the Isle of May. 

The frank Laird of Largo had doffed his helmet and much of 
hi» iron panoply, and at two bells (nine a. m.) was entertainiu"- 
to a siunptuous breakfast (as sumptuous at least as coulS 
be prepared on board of ship) his officers and some of the 
English prisoners-Captain Howard, John O'Lynne, Miles 
jHimival, and two other English cantains whose names are not 
recorded, with Falconer, Bai-ton, and other gentlemen of the 
Scottish ships. AH sat side by side at Largo's long and 
hospitable board, the place of honour being assigned to Lady 
Margaret Dnmimond and her two attendants, Rose and Cicely. 
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The three looked pale, jaded, and weary, for the terrors qCihe 
past night and the horrors of the dawn had impressed them deeply 
— ^the more so, as they had heen attending to some of the wounded, 
who had no other leeches than the ship's harber-apothecary and 
their messmates. The breakfast consisted of several joints of 
mattx)n, cut in collops, with roasted capons, dishes of roasted 
chickens, eggs broiled in their shells on large platters — or as they 
are named in Scotland and France, assiettes, — cakes, manchets, 
and jugs of ale, with several sack possets, each formed of twelve 
egp put into a Scottish mutchkin of sack with a quart of cream, 
well sugared and boiled together for fifteen minutes ; and there 
were hippocrass of milk and cherry wine for the ladies. Such 
was the repast to which fair justice was done by all save Howard 
and Margaret Drummond — or as we should perhaps style her, 
the Duchess of Rothesay. 

Entreaty and remonstrance had proved alike futile when 
Howard was pressed by Barton and Sir Andrew Wood to explain 
how and why this missing daughter of the Lord Drummond— 
she whose strange disappearance was one of the secret springs 
that rolled a civil war against the throne — ^was found on board 
his vessel! He flatly and flrmly declined to answer; and 
Margaret herself could not very clearly inform them as to 
her abductors ; for she knew of none save Borthwick, against 
whom, for want of a better object, Barton resolved to turn 
the whole current of his wrath. 

However, all King Henry's plot with the Scottish traitors was 
nearly being discovered about the time the ships surrendered, by 
Master Quentin Kraft, the notary, who was dragged abait 
the mizenmast of the Yellow Frigate bv Cuddie Clewline 
and Dalquhat the seaman, who had found hmi ensconced in the 
cable-tier of the Sarry, where he had repeatedly offered them a 
certain iron-boimd volume, with which they would have nothing 
to do, believing by its aspect that it must be a book of magic, 
else wherefore that lock and all these bands of steel. 

" Slue him round — ^heave ahead, master," said the coxswain, 
ffiving him a push ; " hand up your face, auld dog-iish — ^you are 
before the Admiral !" 

The dapper attorney, in his black cassock-coat, looked very 
much scai'ed, and said m a (quavering voice — 

" I crave your mercy. Sir Andrew Wood — ^I can pay a small 
ransom if it be wishea ; I am Quentin Kraft, a gentleman of 
the law — an attorney — a notary, if it please you — one well Imown 
about Westminster Hall and Lincoln's Inn — ^London." 

" A what, sayst thou ?" demanded the Admiral. 

" A notary public, at your service— and secretary to the noble 
Captain Howard." 
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" A scurvy rogue, Sir Andrew Wood," said Howard, disdain- 
fully ; " one who hath been stripped of his gown and coif in 
Westminster Hall and cast adrift bv the benchers at Lincoln's 
Inn. But men who can handle the quill are scarce, — so I was e'en 
forced to content me with such a secretaiy, for lack of a better.'* 

" It is false — I am a man of repute," said Kraft. 

" Yea," said Howard ; ** but a devilish one, sirrah." 

"And if the Scottish admiral," added the spiteful notary, 
** will accept this volume at my hands, promising that my life, 
limbs, and goods shall be respected, it will make his fortune." 

" Wretch and villain, wouldst thou betray the secrets of King 
Henry P" cried Howard, as he rushed upon Kraft, and wrenching 
away the volume, flung it through an open port-hole ; and being 
iron-bound, it sunk like a stone into the sea. 

" It was well done. Captain Howard," said Sir Andrew Wood; 
" I ken little and I care less what yonder black tome contained ; 
but I honour thee for destroying it, as much as I despise this 
miserable notaiy for proffering it as the price of a life that is not 
worth taking. Away with him, Cuddie, and though such lubberly 
land-loupers are gude for nocht but to drink the king's ale 
and lollop in the afterguard or ship's waist, see that no man 
molests him." 

The breakfast was dispatched with great relish. Men were 
used to hard knocks, cuts, and slashes in those days ; and, though 
many at the table had their heads and arms bandaged up, from 
the effect of their late conflict, they passed the ale-cans and 
frothing possets merrily firom hand to hand ; and already Father 
ZuiU, who had donned his friar's frock, was explaining to John 
o* Lynne the powerful results that would ultimately accrue to an 
astonished world by a properly developed parabolic speculum; 
and John listened with a smile of perplexity to what he con- 
sidered the freak of a learned madman. 

Barton sat silent, and gazed from time to time at Howard, as 
if he was pondering whether it was a dream or a reality, that they 
both had their le^ under the same friendly table. Falconer, too, 
was somewhat silent, or only addressed the fair Mai'garet, in 
whose soft eyes and pale Madonnafietce he was tracing the expression 
of her darker sister Sybilla. Howard was also reserved, for the 
waves that ran so brightly past the cabin windows were bearing 
him further from his home; and he felt himself disgraced in 
being captured by a force so inferior to his o^vn, and being the 
subiect of a narrative that would sound but ill on Paul's Walk, 
in JLondon ; and he was aware, too, that with Mai'garet's release 
all hope of his gaining her affection would pass away for ever ; 
for now she would be restored to that gay young prince, whom, 
as yet, he conceived to be her lover only. 
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Wood observed that the brave Engliabman was low-spirited, 
aud that a peculiar sadness hovered over his fine features, so he 
becifged him to be of good cheer ; " for I doubt not," said he, 
" that the Governor of Berwick will have in ward some of our 
mosstroopin? lairds, for whom to exchange thee ; at ail events, 
we may faii'hr set thee oiF against the Lord Bishop of Dunblane, 
whom your king still detains in London, Come, shipmate, fill 
the foreyard ; the sea is yet under thee-^and life in thee is young 
yet ; for I am more than twice thine agOi and am a canty aula 
carle yet." 

"True, Admiral," said Howard, with a glanoe at Margaret; " but 
the charms of life have been doubly destroyed at the very time I 
waj3 beginning to find there was another to live for than myself." 

The Admiral rubbed his beard uneasily, for he detected the glance 
of Howard, and saw how Margaret's cheek reddened, tliough 
Falconer was speaking to her of other things ; and, as he after- 
wards said to Barton, he " knew in a moment which way the >vind 
was setting in," but he veiled his correct suspicions, and said,-— 

" Of course it is sad to lose one's old shipmates and a battle 
too ; but what o' that ; we lose to-day and win to-morrow, for 
we cannot be always victorious. Twelve years ago, the ships of 
stout Andrew Barton (who never was beaten before) were over- 
whelmed by the Admiral of Portugal, though, aa the song says, 
Ae was 

* The best sailor that ever sailed the sea.' 

But, gadzooks, he soon after cleared off that score with the 
skippers of the King of Portugal," 

" True, Admii'al," said Howard, glad to grasp at anything 
which might serve to explain his melancholy; " but of all those 
whom you have sent ashore to be entombed, and of those who in 
the Cressi have sunk to feed the hungry serpent of the sea," he 
continued, for that nautical personage, now so familiar to us as 
Master David Jones, was then unknown, " I regret none more 
than brave Anthony Arblaster, the captain of my archers." 

" Ah—and how feU he?" 

" A blow firom a poleaxe took him right amidships, and slew 
him ; — ^poor Tony ! ' 

" And thus he went to foreign parts— God bless him ! we'll 
remember him when masses are said and the sance-bell tolledin 
Largo Kirk," replied the AdmiraL "And now, Madame," he added, 
turning to Margaret, to change the subject, " now that the smiles 
are coming back to your sweet face (I am. an auld carle, and may 
say so)— now that you have got all your gear rove and your 
golden hair braided, by my faith, I would scarcely know you to 
be the same wild dame who rushed £:om the Harry's poop last 
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night, all pale, like a white spirit or weird woman, with^our hair 
dishevelled and canvas loose in the hrails, to save this gallant 
gentleman I I' faith I 'twill he a strange storv to tell the old 
Lord Drummond, though darkly enough he looked on me, when, 
yesterday at noon, we stood in the prince's presence. I think 
that now I may win his good-will, unless his heart be tough as a 
nine-inch cable or hard as a cannon-ball." 

" You have indeed a claim on my father's ererlasting gratitude 
•-and on one greater even than he," said Margaret, as tears filled 
her eyes, and she paused, lest too many thanks should sound re- 
proach&lly to the gentle Howards 

"Ay, the good king," said the Admiral, partly mistaking her; 
*' yet, I would to St. Andrew we could hear aught of him, for he 
must be in Scotland still, and they are false traitors who say he 
hath fled to Holland, England, or any other foreign country ; for 
there are too many brave clansmen in the north to make flight 
necessary after one battle 1 But of these matters of statecraSi I 
ken little ; kings and lords ride in owre deep water for me ; so the 
gunner to his lintstock and the steersman to his helm, say I." 

About noon the ships passed the basaltic promontory and low, 

flat, sterile links near Elie— or as it was tnen named, Ardross, 

with the houses of its bleak old burgh standing upon sea-d^kes 

of black round stones, on which the tide was roaring with a 

peculiar sound, which ever betokens bad weather. Thus, the 

iisher-boats were all creeping under the lee of the bluflf, into that 

little harbour which is still named j&om our Admiral, Wood's 

Haven; and as the miat was beginning to roll roimd the green 

and conical hill of Largo, he or£red that on coming to anchor in 

the bay, the topmasts should be struck, the topgallant-yards sent 

down on deck, and all the ports secured, for now the sky had 

overcast, and as the old sea rhyme says, 

** Wben I«tigo Law tba mitt dotli bear, 
Let Kelly Law for stonns prepare.'* 

Thus, both wind and rain were expected. 

The coast of Fife looked close and gloomy, the headlands were 
drenched in foam ; the fir woods and deeply cavemed shore of 
Eilconquhar were black and dreary ; the sun became fiery and 
red, while the wind came in hollow, sudden, and fiirious gusts, aa 
the vessels ran into the broad and 'beautiM Bay of Largo, and 
came to anchor abreast of the little town, which was then thriv- 
ing under the fatherly care of the noble merchant-skipper, and 
was protected by the strong castle he had built with the royal 
permission, on becoming the king's chief admiral, and bemg 
made a knight and baron of Parliament, 

As the summer sky was darkening fast, and some of the ships 
were iigured in their hulls, Sir Andrew ordered all the hammocKs 
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to be stowed below; the culverins to be double-breecbed, tbe 
deadlights to be shipped, and the sheet anchors to be let go, 
as the vessels had to ride on an ebb and lee tide. He tnen 
conveyed Lady Margaret and her two English attendants, with 
Howard, Miles Fui*nival, and all the gentlemen of their squadron, 
<ashore, and conducted them to his Castle of Largo, the gates of 
which were barely closed behind them, before the summer storm 
burst forth with all its fury, and its drenchin? rain that sowed 
the sea and smoked along the shore, while me chill east wind, 
fiwayed the heavy woods and made the ships careen in the bay, 
as it swept round each bare headland, and the rifled nesses of 
Fife. 

** Truly Horace was right," sighed Father Zuill, as he saw the 
squadron straining on their cables, " when he said that ' he who 
ventured first to sea had a soul of triple brass !*'* 



CHAPTER XLV. 

BT. AKTHONT's bell. 

** The gnintil of St. Anthony's sow, 
Qtthilk bore his holy bell."— Snt D. Lnn>ESAY. 

Next day it became known among all the ports on both sides of 
the Forth, that Admiral Wood had won another victory — ^thathis 
three favourite followers, Mathieson, Barton of Leith, and 
Falconer of Bo*ness, had escaped without scaith, and the bells in 
more than a hundred steeples rang joyously, while the ships 
hoisted all their colours and streamers in the roadstead, at the 
Hope, and in the harbours. 

In the house of Barton, the insurgent nobles held a deep 
carouse, and drank the Bhenish and Malvoisie of the umquhile 
Sir Andrew with a relish all the greater that it cost them 
nothing. Among the company were four persons, at least, who 
would rather have hailed a disastrous defeat than this linex- 
pected victory. 

These were the Lords Home and Hailes— who had great hopes 
that their troublesome rivals might have been sent to a better ' 
world ; but chiefly Sir Patrick Gray and Sir James Shaw, with 
others of their servile and infamous faction, who were thunder- 
struck by the intelligence; for they had never doubted, when the 
Admiral dropped down the river with two vessels only, that he 
was running into the jaws of destruction. But it is strange 
that Wood, in all his naval battles, had to contend against great 
odds, yet never once was beaten. And now the cosmopolitans o\ 
the English faction trembled, as they remembered their bond 
with Henry, and feared that unless the lips of Margaret Drum- 
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mond were sealed for ever, their projects wonld all be revealed to 
Botliesay, of whom, boy as he was, they knew enough to be 
assured of a teriible retribution. 

Lord Drummond — that ii'aficible old patrician--^had peremp- 
torily warned his daughters Euphemia and Sybilla to prepare 
for being espoused by Home and Hailes, whose new patents of 
nobility, he believed, would be issued as soon as the Vm^*^ flight 
—his murder was yet unknown — ^was ascertained, and as soon as 
Rothesay was proclaimed kin^. Their unde, the Dean of Dun- 
blane — a facile priest, in all thmgs subservient to his brother as 
chief of the clan Drummond, and, like most Scottish churchmen 
of that age, bent solely on the ag^andizement of his family,— 
was to perform the ceremony, which was fixed to take place on 
an early day. And as the venerable dean had long since been 
abstracted from all human sympathies, and become a mere 
munmiy in a cassock and scapular, the poor girls had now no 
hope in anything, and no resource but their &ars, which were 
likely to avail them little ; for in Scotland, in those days, the 
rights of women were as little known, or nearly as ill defined, as 
among the Asiatics in the present; for cruel coercion and abduc* 
tion at the sword's point were of daily occurrence, as the criminal 
records show, until the middle of the last century. 

The presence of the prince's court and insurgent army was a 
harvest to the keeper of the tavern or hostel, already referred to, 
as being situated in the Kirkgate — the Bell, — so named in 
honour of the hospitallers of the ancient and wealthy preceptory 
of St. Anthony, whose establishment stood on the east side of 
that venerable thoroughfare, and who wore a bellj sewn in blue 
cloth on the breast of their s^owns. This signboard gave the 
said tavern respectability, while the keeper was ensured protec- 
tion by paying an exorbitant yearly fee to the Laird of Bestalrig 
for the privilege of keeping it open; for that turbulent and 
avaricious little potentate was lord superior of Leith; and thouch 
King Eobert I. had granted the harbour to the citizens of Edm- 
burgh, they had still to purchase from the family of Logan the 
right of erecting wharves and houses upon the sandy banks of 
the river, which for ages had flowed into the Forth between heaps 
of sand and knolls of whin and broom. 

On the second day after the naval battle, about six o'clock, 
when the great bell of St. Anthony had rung the hospitallers to 
prayer, in an upper chamber of the hostel (the east windows oti 
which overlooked the drear expanse of the sandy links and the' 
Figgate-muir, on the verge of which the waves were rippling) sat 
Sir James Shaw of Sauchie, Sir Patrick Gray, and theur brother 
assassin. Sir William Stirling of Keir, all armed as we saw 
them last at Beaton's mill| save their helmets, which, wiUi ^hw 

X 
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flearfs, swords, and wheel-locks, lay on a bench, which stood on 
(me side of the wainscoted room. On the mantelpiece were 
shells, stuffed fishes, and sea e^gs. There was no nre on the 
hearUi, of coarse, for the month of Jane ; and the recess was 
destitute of a grate, for such things were expensive. The 
furniture consisted of a large table, and fauld-stools seated with 
leather. Comfort was considered unnecessary in an hostel, 
consequently the room looked bare and dreary, and the governor 
of his m^csty's Castle of Stirling was, as usual, a little tipsy ; 
for after their early supper of fried flounders, buttered crafos, 
and eggs in grav^, each had imbibed more than a Scotch pint 
(eqoaf to an English quart) of Bochelle wine, then sold at eight* 
pence ; and a fresh supply was ordered, for they had thirst and 
doubt, spleen and, it might be, some small remorse to drown. 
And the pewter stoups of the last supply had just been placed 
upon the black oak table, when Hew ]Borthwick, in his rich 
attire, stood before them, and carefully locked the door on the 
inside. 

" By my soul, sir, but you are bravely apparelled !" said tho 
grim baron of Sauchie, with a drunken leer. " What sayeth the 
Act of '71 : — that none wear silk except knights, minstrels, and 
heralds — " 

** King James and his acts — ** 

"Are Tying together in a slough ditch," said the Laird of Keir, 
interruptmg the pale and sneering Borthwick. " But we have 
other matter in hand; you have just come from the east country P" 

" I left Dunbar this day, at mom." 

** Be seated. Here, take a stoup of the Bochelle. Well^ ia 
not this accursed intelligence P" said Gray, grinding his teeth. 
" What ! Howard, with five great ships, to be beaten by this old 
seahorse of Largo, this presumptuous Leither, with only two 1— - 
and Kraft, that damnable secretary, he may ruin us all !" 

** Think of three Scottish barons bein^ at the mercy of an 
English notaiy!'* said Borthwick, scanning them maliciously 
over his wine-pot, as it rose to the angle of forty-five degrees 
above his mouth. 

" And his book — ^and the bond in cypher," added Gray. 

" God confound this evil fortune I" yowled Sir James Shaw. 
" To be at the beck of a smockfaced dnveller ! The thing is not 
to be borne, sirs ; we must stop his mouth, by fair means or by 
foul." 

"Art certain, Hew, these rumours of victory are not ex- 
aggerated P" 

"There remams not the shadow of a doubt. With hundreds 
more — ^yea thousands — in East Lothian, I saw at dawn yesterday 
bttt two flags flying, as tho six ships stood under sail for Fife, 
and these were the blue ensigns, nvith the white cross of Saint 
Andrew." 
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'' We must sleep in our harness, and keep fleet Horses saddled 
day and night/' said Gray; " and let spies be set to watch what 
messages come hither from the admiral." 

" Angus may see us clear of it," suggested Keir. 

" Angus knows nothing of our deeper plots," said the more 
politic and subtle Gray: "moreover, he abhors an English match 
as much as we pretend to hate a continental ono*«" 

** Among ourselves." 

" Of course. He cares not for rank — ^he is an carl ; he cares 
not for pay — ^he is Lord of Galloway, and owns more land and 
lances than any four earls in Scotland." 

" lie is well off! I'faith, I have been spending four thousand 
pounds yearly, out of a barony that yields but one thousaud 
{Scottish crowns per year," said Shaw. 

" Henry of England will deem us fools for having our plots 
maiTed, and in revenge may tell the whole to Bothesay,and then 
we shall all be lost men." 

** Well, well," said Shaw, draining his huge tankard ; " after 
all his gold spent and ships lost, it must be rather provoking to 
find that James III. is only removed to make httle Maggie 
Drnmmond Queen of Scotland." 

" I urged Howard to throw her overboard," said Borthwick, 
lowering his voice, while that snaky gleam which his eyes often 
wore passed over them. 

" And what said Howard then?" asked Gray, impatiently. 

" The Saxon pockpudding ! he smote me on the mouth with 
his steel glove, and styled your knighthoods a pack of ' Scottish 
hounds,'" replied Borthwick, whose sinister brow grew dark 
with ferocity ; *' and he threatened to make a martyr of me, like 
St. Clement" 

" Would to thy master the devil that he had done so,'* grum- 
bled the drunken Shaw ; thinking of his share in that dark deed 
in Beaton's mill. 

Gray muttered an impatient and unmeaning malediction. 

" What said ye then P" asked E[eir| with a cold smile, as he 
played with his dagger. 

" I said little, but I thought much." 

" What thought ye ?" asked Gray, fiercely. 

" Merely that this Englisman was not yet on his own side of* 
the border," said Borthwick with a deep smile, as he took the 
last drain of his wine-'pot 

" Angus stall acts the boarward to this beardless princeling 
Rothesay," said Gray ; " and so is occupied by matters of his 
own ; but the tide of events on which we have ridden so bravely^ 
seems setting in against us now ; all we can do is to watch, and 
watch well ; let us be assured in the first place, of what messen- 
gers come from the fleet, and whether they say aught of Margaret 

t2 
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" Poor dear Falconer !'* paid Sjbilla, patting the rind with her 
pretty white hand ; " thou lovest me well and truly !" 

Since theh: separation at Dundee, she had never heard his 
voice ; nor since that horrible day had Euphemia an opportunity 
of addressing Barton, her betrothed, save for one brief moment, 
the other evening, when with the admiral he left that house of 
which the prince and nobles had unlawfully possessed themselves ; 
BO both the poor girls were very sad and miserable, and the com- 
munings of each served but to feed rather than soothe the sorrow 
of the other. 

Euphemia, who, as the eldest, had learned to act with more 
decision than her sister, had written and had now concealed in 
her bosom a letter for Bobert Barton, relating to him the des- 
perate crisis that was coming ; and boldly saying, that unless he 
and Falconer rescued and concealed them from Hailes and Home, 
they would be compelled to bend before the overweening influence 
of their father, especially if united to the preaching and stem 
presence of their uncle, the Dean, of whose arrival from the 
cathedral city of Dunblane they were hourly in terror. 

"It is here, you see, sister Sybie," said Lady Euphemia, 
opening two little pearl buttons or her boddioe, and discovering 
the comer of a square epistle, tied with blue ribbons ; " but how 
we are to get it conveyed to Eobert's hand, I know not — ^for of 
all the hundreds about us, is there one we cau trust P They are 
all Hepburas devoted to Hailes, Homes devoted to Home, or 
Drumraonds who tremble at our father*s name." 

"There is young Mewie, or Balloch," said Sybilla; "both 
smile in the silliest way, and blush from their bonnets to their 
red beards, when I address them. What think you, Effie, of 
trying them P" 

" I think it would be most unwise. Two cock-lairds, who are 
good for nothing but hunting the deer and hewing down the clan 
Donnoquhy, or any other tribe on whom our father unkennels 
them and their followers, like a pack of hungry hounds ; — men 
who drink all day and sleep all night in their plaids under the 
hall tables, or anywhere else, like gillies or trenchermen. You 
will find a hundred men as good in our frither's band, yet there 
is not one I dare entrust with this J** 

" Would not some old Franciscan or Hospitaller convey it, as 
an act of mercy P" said Sybilla, weeping bitterly. 

" They dare not, sister, for the terror of our father's name is 
great ; and through the dean, his wrath might reach even them," 
said Euphemia. 

" And in three days at furthest, this terrible dean will be here, 
with his stem brow and cunning cold grey eye. Oh! Effie, 
would not the young prince find us a messenger P" 

"Nay, he has not a friend himself on whom he can rely. 
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Yoang Lindesay, his dearest gossip and oompanion, fought 
against him in the king's ranks ; and moreover, Kothesay seems 
as crushed in heart and broken in spirit as ourselves, for strange 
whispers are abroad anent our poor king's life and some old 
prophecy ; and these rumours sorely wound the prince's happiness 
and honour." 

*' I beHeve thee, sister. Then hedged in, watched, begirt, and 
attended as we are, how can we communicate?" asked Sybilla; 
f Heaven only knows!" she added, lowering her head on her 
sister's breast, and giving way to tears a^ain : " Poor David 
Falconer--Hso sad, so gentle ! so full of kind and affectionate 
thoughts !-^perhap8 I shall never see him more !" 

" Come, sister Sybie," said Euphemia, ** take an example from 
xne. Do I weep like a child, as little Beatrix would do P No, 
no ; I gather courage as the storm darkens. Barton " 

" Bsurton is rich ; he possesses this lordly house and that noble 
barony on the Almond. He is very rich, dear Effie, so I do not 
pity mm as I do David Falconer, who is poor, and hath nothing 
but what his sword wins." 

*' And, Heaven knows, it would win him mote in any land than 
here in Scotland; for there are over many false ^aitors and 
hypocrites, envious detractors and jealous lords among us, for 
truth, honour, or patriotism to be justly appreciated; and so 
will it ever be." 

*' I long so much once more to speak with David !" said 
Sybilla ; " to lay my cheek where it has never lain — on his kind 
breast, and tell him — ^tell him all the horror we endured, dear 
sister, on that last awM day at Dundee." 

« True," said Euphemia, as her hazel eyes flashed fire, and she 
shook the pearl pendants in her velvet cap ; " and that day of 
crime broke all truce for ever between our father's Mends and 
OS ; and so, this letter " 

« Would it were away---or that I were a pigeon, and could fly 
with it under my wing." 

'* If I could meet the poor poet Dunbar,—- you remember 
William Dunbar, who sent us the staff of sweet verses-^the 
kind young Franciscan P — I think we might trust him safely." 

" A poor fisherman, rather 1" said Sybilla; " he comes horn 
Lord Uailes' country, and yet hath fled to England in dread of 
tiie nobles." 

The sisters relapsed into silence for a time, and sat observing 
a brown fisher-boat, which, with its dark chocolate-coloured 
lug-sail set, was running swiftly towards the old harbour, with 
its sharp prow dashin? the dingy water of the river in white 
spray on both sides, till it was aSnost abreast of the west bank 
of the Leith, i.e,, between the old wooden pier and the sandy 
promontory oocupied by the garden and xnansion of Eobert 



292 THE YELLOW FBIOATE. 

Barton. Then one of two men who were in her shortened ssA, 
while the other, (who was none else but our former friend Jamie 
Gair) put the tiller hard up, and brought the little vessel sheer- 
ing close by where the sisters were seated. 

The person who had taken in the sail was a short, thickset 
man, clad in a rough grey gaberdine, girt with a belt at which 
hung a pouch and poniard; on his head was a blue bonnet; 
round his neck was a steel gorget, and his legs were encased in 
long boots which had never been blackened, and seldom oiled. 
He now sprang ashore by wading through the rippling surf, 
which came nearly up to his knees, and advanced straight 
towards the sisters, who, by his attire, knew him to be a seamau 
of the Yellow Frigate, He approached with ditfidenoe, and, 
removing his bonnet from his round and well-thatched head as 
he bowed, made one of those scrapes with the right foot which 
we suppose have been peculiar to all seamen since the ark first 
got under way. 

" Weel, may I drink bilge, ladies, but I have gude luck 
to-day," said he. 

" I hope you may have it every day, sir," said Lady Euphemia. 
" I suppose you are " 

" Wad — ^inadam ; Willie Wad, gunner to the Laird of Largo." 

Sybilla held her breath as she listened to him ! 

" It came on foul weather after our tulzie with the English- 
men off Dunbar, and so we ran owre to Largo Bay, where the 
squadron rides wi' head to wind and topgallant yai*ds on deck; 
while the admiral, and a' our gallant gentlemen — ^English as 
weel as Scots — are safely moored in Largo House ; but as soon 
as I could leave the ship, the gude Captain Barton and Sir 
David Falconer sent me across the Fitth in Jamie Gair's boat, 
wi' some sraa* bits o* remembrances to you ladies, and to let ye 
be assured that they are baith sound and tight, and had never a 
plank started or spar knocked awa', though shot and shaft the 
other night flew about us thick as hail in February." 

" And so they are safe !" said the impulsive Euphemia, taking 
a silver chain from her neck, and throwing it over the head of 
the gunner. 

" Gentle madam," said the sailor, with another scrape of the 
right foot ; " I couldna' decline the honour you do me — ^I would 
rather drink bilge ! but what is a puir fellow like me to do wi' a 
gaud sae braw as this?" 

" You have some bonnie lass who loves you, I doubt not," 

" T have had many, but they aye parted their cables and got 
adrift someway or other ; yet there is a braw bonnie craft at 
Largo that may yet come under my lee," replied Wad. who had 
grown tender with English Kose ; " but the Captain gied me a 
sdver po\md to pay expenses, though his shipmate. I hae here 
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ti pedcet addressed to you, Lady Euphemia, and another for the 
Lady SybiUa; I ne'er kent muclde o' crocans and crooks, being 
better leared in the weight o' shot, the charges o' powder, wi* 
knotting and splicing ; so I desired that the big packet from 
Captain Baiton should be for the tallest lady, and the next, from 
the captain of our arquebusses, for you. Lady Sybilla." 

" How fortunate that we were nere ! watched as we are, you 
eould never have reached us." 

" They have braw news, ladies, to tell you," said Willie, 
gathering courage as he spoke, and ceasing to twirl his bonnet, 
or shift Irom foot to foot ; " for what think ye ? We found 
your fair sister, the Lady Margaret, a prisoner on board the 
English Harry '^ 

Astonishment and joy fettered the tongues of the sisters at 
this intelligence. 

" Ay, ladies ; and noo she is wi' the admiral in Largo Tower, 
and I would ye were moored in as safe riding ; for by what the 
captain told me, there are owre many gilded sharks and per- 
fumed pirates hovering about ye here; and by my father's grave, 
I see twa coming this way noo !" 

The sistei-s did not hear this exclamation, or did not under- 
stand it, for they were weeping and joyfully embracing each 
other, being highly excited by the intelligence which the short 
squat gunner impai*ted to them with the most perfect stolidity ; 
and while they addressed each other, he continued to smooth his 
thick shock hair, and gaze with suspicion upon two richly-attired 
gentlemen, who were in half armour, and who loitered near the 
back porch of the house, where they were closely observing him; 
for they were no other than the two lords, Hailcs and Home. 

Those who are in the habit of plotting and deceiving, usually 
suspect others of doing the same. Thus, the moment these 
noble suitors (who had come to visit the sisters) perceived 
Eupbemia and Sybiila conversing with an aimed seaman, they 
paused to watch for what might follow, as they had no doubt he 
belonged to one of the admiral's ships. 

To the eager questions of " How — why — ^and wherefore their 
sister Margaret came to be an English captive P" Wad replied, 
again and again, — 

" I ken nae mair, ladies, tlian the man in the mune ; and 
neither do the admiral nor Bobert Barton; for the English 
captains, who alone may ken, are vowed to silence. We opine 
there has been dai-k treachery at work, but why or how is owre 
deep for us to fathom ; but noo I maun e'en be sheering oif, for two 
armdd gallants are heaving in sight, and Barton warned me that 
this was dangerous gi'ound. These are the letters, whilk will 
gie a' necessary account of our battle ; and lest ye have na time 
to read and answer them — ^for I mtut cut my cable and run—* 
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joflt sa^, madam, where it will please you to meet the c^»^a 
and Sir David, who hae muckle to say that none but you 
maun hearP" 

** Oh, we cannot have more to hear than we have to say and 
ask I" said Euphemia, who had ahready made herself roistaress of 
Barton's loving epistle, while Sybilla was bending her streaming 
eyes over Falconer's, who had sent her a handsome gold cross 
which he had fonnd in one of the captured ship ; whue Barton 
had enclosed a book — ^then a priceless gift — ^whioh he had found 
in the Harry, 

" Is the admiral coming over to Leith P" they asked. 

" No ; his hard- won prizes will he yield to none but to the 
king; and the king is not here." 

" I have a letter ready wiitten for Barton, and in a moment 
will add where we can meet liim ; but my poor brain is a chaos 
now/' said Euphemia. " Where shall we say, sister-^-St. Mag- 
dalen's Chapel ?" 

" On the Figgate-muir— it is so lonely." 
. " And on what pretence can we visit it P" 

" A pilgrimage to pray," said Sybilla. 

"People do not believe in pilgrimages now. Hailes would 
laugh, and our fether would storm and refuse-—" 

** Then where else shall I say P" said Euphemia. 

" The Eood Chapel in Leith Loan." 

** Their lives would be in peril there," said Willie Wad, who 
still kept his eyes fixed on the eavesdroppers, who had resolved 
to waylay him as he passed through the garden, and force him, 
at the sword's point, to say &om whence he came, or be slain. 

" Say, say," urged Euphemia, bewildered, as she produced a 
pencil of pointed lead. 

" I know not where to say— but oh, speak lower, lest we be 
overheard." 

" Oh, will you be wary, Willie, for we have none to trust but 
youP" 

" I will stick to you like a burr on a bonnet," replied Wad, 
with energy; " and may he that would wrong ye ne'er drink 
aught but bilge in this world, and boiling water in that to 
come !" 

" We will meet them at Loretto," said Sybilla. 

'' Loretto ! that is beyond the Eskwater, and further off than 
St. Magdalene's." 

** True, sister ; but it is a place of such holiness, that none will 
molest us there." 

"May Heaven forgive our duplicity— but what can we do 
without it P" sighed Euphemia. 

" We can meet them there, and pray too, sister." 

^* We shall go on horseback, accompanied only by women and 
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pagies. Hie place is quiet; our meeting once achieTed, and 
airangements made, peiliaps for a flight to our dear Maggie at 
Largo, we must trust to Providence for the rest. I am happier 
now, that this is decided on," continued Euphemia, as she wrote 
<— ' Post scriptum ; we will meet you at the Chapel of Lorettoi 
beside the links of Musselburgh, on Friday, in the evening; for 
there we mean to spend the whole night m vigil and in prayer. 
Till then, may God and the Blessed Virgin take you into their 
holy keeping. E. D.' Friday will be the day after to-morrow- 
may no unhappy event intervene to prevent our keeping the 
trvst," she add^, folding the letter, ana tyins the ribbons, after 
which she gave it to Wad, who placed it iu Sie tarpaulin poudi 
at his girdle ; and making a low obeisance, by scraping his left 
foot and pulling his forelock with the right hmd, retired, not by 
the garden, as the two loitering lords expected, but by wading 
through the water, and stepping on board of Gair's boat. Then 
he ana the proprietor thereof betook themselves to the oars, and 
pulled into the crowded harbour, where they were soon lost in 
the dusk, amid the maze of boats, barges, crayers, and caravels, 
which filled it on both sides ; for, as there were then no wet-docks 
or stone quays, all vessels were moored by the sides of the Leith, 
or in the midstream. 

With one or two followers. Home hurried away by St. Nicholas 
Wynd to intercept the gunner, while Hailes advanced to meet 
the two ladies, who, with flushed &ces and sparkling eyes, were 
retiring into the house. 

" I roar, madams," said the proud lord, sarcastically, " that 
our appearance in the garden has interrupted your conference 
with a sidt-water friend. ' 

" I knew not that your lordship was watching us," replied 
Euphemia. 

" Did yonder tarry rascal come from the ship of our contu* 
macious skipper, the Laird of Largo P" 

*' Permit us to pass, my lord, and do not add one more insult 
to the many we have received at your hands." 

" I deplore that you should speak thus to me, madam ; but 
your father is a noble, and I cannot see his honour trifled with 
by fishermen and merchant mariners, though the king may 
knight them, and set them to %ht and man his ships. I pray 
you to pardon my curiosity— but you gave that seaman a letter, 
I think." 

** He gave me a packet, you mean," said Euphemia, trembling 
with apprehension, as the calm, bold eye of Haues scrutinized her 
beantinu hce with more of pity than indignation. 

" And this packet " 

** You are very inquisitive." 

** Your betrothed, the Lord Home^ is my dear friend." 
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Enphemia bit her lips with anger, while her eyes filled with 
tears. 

" And this packet P'* said Hailes again. 

" Contained a book — only a book found in an English ship ; 
and your lordship knows that a printed book is worth some croits 
of com." 

"It may be so, but I would rather have the orofbs," said 
Hailes, with a smile of scorn, as Euphemia opened the black- 
letter folio. "Thank God, I have no need to write; for I 
can bite my thumb, and affix my seal, like the good lord my 
father before me, to aught that is requisite in peace, and with 
this — ^his sword — I make ray mark, where it suits me, in time of 
war; but what is this most precious tome ?" 

" One, the perusal of which might be of infinite service to your 
lordship." 

" Indeed ! — ^then what may it be — ^read, if it please you, fair 
madam." 

" ' T7ie Book of Good Manners,' " said Euphemia, with a 
smile, as she read the title page, which we give literally from the 
original now before us ; " 'fynisshed and translated out of 
frensshe in to englisshe, the viiij day of Juyne, in the yere of 
our Lord, 1487, and the first yere of the regne of Kyng harry 
the i^y— compiled by the venerable Frere Jacques le Graunt, 
an Augustin,' and the study thereof would, I am assured, benefit 
you much, so God keep you, my lord — and now, fare-you-well." 

Sybilla laughed, as Euphemia gave one of her lofty bows, and 
they swept past Hailes, into whose proud heart the broad taunt 
sank deeply, for he had perception enough to feel his own want of 
manner and of education ; so he bit his nether lip as he muttered, 
" I shall byde my time, and when I have either of you in my 
castle by the Tyne, her tongue shall be bridled, should a brank 
of iron be made for it !" 

Then turning on his heel, he hurried after Home to wreak his 
smothered wrath on the interloping mariner. 



CHAPTER XLVII. 

BOBTHWICK's 19EW MISSION. 

** Your pardon, sir. 
But sure this lack of Christian charity 
Looks not like Christian truth." 

" I WOULD give ten of my best horses, if by so doing I could 
find this stunted vagabond in the grey gaberdine !" said Hailes 
to Home, as they met in the Broad Wynd; "and so he has 
escaped your lordship tooP" 
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•* Yes, but we shall find him yet. Canst think of any one to 
employ, Blackcastle ?" asked Home of a Hepburn who attended 
them. 

" Nay, not I, my lords," replied Hepbiim ; "I am but little 
used to the dirty work which seems the sole occupation of those 
who hover about the court of this poor prince ; and it would ill 
beseem a gentleman of name to be huntinp^ for a seaman among 
yonder tarry wilderness of boats and booms, casks and 
anchors." 

Lord Hailes frowned at his retainer. 

" Lady Euphemia Drummond gave this man a letter, and this 
letter we must have, should we bum Leith for it !" said Home. 

" Whom shall we employ ?" asked Blackcastle ; " there are 
rascals and pimps in plenty about the prince's court, for the 
news of our rising seems to have gathered all the roguery in 
Scotland from the four winds of Heaven." 

His lord and chief frowned again, and said, " You are over free 
with your tongue, Adam, and at this juncture I like it not. Art 
thou a king's man, eh ?" 

" Though a landed gentleman, I am your lordship's vassal and 
near kinsman," replied the laird, evasively; " but there is a fellow 
named Borthwick, a foUower of Sir Patrick Gray of Kyneff, who 
is the best man to assist you in this matter, I think," 

" And where may he be found ?" asked Home. 

"At the Tantony Bellm the Kirkgate." 

" Let us seek him. Get us a room, Blackcastle, and see if 
this fellow be about the tavern." 

Thus it was that Sir Hew was accosted in the stair by the 
haughty lesser baron, who despised both him and his lord for the 
plotS they had in hand; and thus it was that the avaricious regi- 
cide found himself ushered suddenly into the presence of the two 
greatest military chie& in the South Lowlands ; for Hailes was a 
warden of the Marches, and Home was steward of Dunbar. 

The landlord in person brought them a supply of wine in a 
large Delft jug, witn four silver-rimmed stoups of horn. The 
chamber was wainscoted, and its windows faced, on one side, 
the quaint and narrow Kirkgate, which became gloomy as the 
dusk deepened, and on the other, overlooked a narrow pathway 
called the Cotefield-loan. 

" Fill thy stoup, my friend — 'tis East-sea wine, this," said the 
Laird of Blackcastle to Borthwick, who, he rightly conjectured, 
would be more likely to do his lord's behest if his heart were 
first warmed by wine. 

" Thou art a gaily-dressed carle, on my faith !" said Hailes, 
who had not recovered his temper since Lady Euphemia's ill- 
disguised contempt had ruffled it, and he lucked an object on 
which to vent his spleen, " Scarlet cloth and seed-pearls, velvet 



and passmentfl/' he continued, coolly surveying the ^ay attire oC 
Bortnwick; "though I have two thousand mailed horse in niy 
train, and twice that number of spearmen on foot, I doubt 
mickle whether I can afford to win the service of a gallant so 
dain^r 

" Tush 1" said Lord Home, more warily ; " why should not 
an honest man dress him as he pleases P" 

" Well, sirs," said the plain Laird of Blackcastle, " to cross 
the Lammermuirs, or ride through the Merse, I would rather 
have my steel cap and rusty jack, with its plate sleeves, or it 
might be, a good coat of wambesan, than all this &nory. But 
was it to appraise his attire, and to comment on the fashion of 
his cloak or the trimming of his doublet, you sent me for this 
person, my lords?" 

" Thou art the plainest of all plain-spoken fellows, Blackcastle," 
said his chief; " but thou art the best lance that rides on the 
laud of the Hepbums. Nay, we sent for him to have a pot of 
wine together,' and a little conversation/' 

" I shall be glad to talk of anything your lordships please," 
said Borthwick, rather impatiently ; " that is, anything except 
the battle off the May, anent which all men now speak, till I 
have sickened of it." 

" Well, then, canst thou ** 

" Nay," whispered the politic Home^ '* do not tkou him, lest 
we mar our purpose." 

" Can you keep a secret P" 

** Yes — if I am paid for it," was tiie unhesitating reply. 

** Can you also be sincere and of service P" 

" Yes — ^if I am very well paid for it," 

" Hech 1" said Hepburn, " I would take thee to be one of that 
English faction who nave been Scotland's curse since the days of 
Alexander III., and will be so till we have a broader barrier 
than the Tweed." 

Borthwick ^ave him one of his sour and sinister smiles. *' Men 
must live," said he ; " but what do your lordships desire ?" 

" Simply this. Within the last hour a seaman landed from 
the ship ot Admiral Wood, and he hath in his gaberdine—" 

" Nay," said Blackcastle, " you said before, his pouch." 

" Well, well, his pouch — a letter addressed we know not i» 
whom ; but this letter we must have, and if you will procure it 
by fair means or foul, we shall pay you bravely." 

" You will easily discover him, for all in Leith know and love 
the shipmates of Wood; we had made short work with him 
else," said Home, haughtily, " for we have lances enough to level 
the burgh, but seek not a feud with the Logans of Restalrig; 
thus I was half forced by Angus to hang a pikeman yesterday, 
in defiance of the law of JBvrdin^seck, which sayetli that no 
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man shall he ' hanged for stealing so much as he can bear on his 
back in a poke.' " 

** The devil seize all laws !'* said Blackcastle. 

" So say I," added Borthwick. "But what manner of man is 
this sailor ?'* 

" Short and square set," said Home. 

" With thick mustachios, a beard, and grey gaberdine ?'* 

** The same — ^a calfskin girdle and long boots like a horse- 
man's gambadoes." 

" I have him — I know him ! 'Tis Wad, the gunner of the 
Yellow Frigate, one of Sir Andrew's prime seamen." 

" I would they were hung together over yonder steeple !" 

'' I know his howff, and before midnight will undertake to 
have this letter, even should I use my poniard for it." 

" Use it freely, fellow," said Hailes, putting a hand into the 
velvet purse wluch hung at his glittering girdle. " My Castle of 
Hailes, near Linn-Tyne, is a sure hiding-place, and such as thee 
need not fear a feud with the overlord of this regality. We 
lodge with the Lord Angus in the King's Wark ; bring us there 
this looked-for letter as soon as you find it, and heed not the 
hour of night." 

" We who bide upon the Borders are nsed to have our rest 
broken at all hours," added the other peer. 

" Bladccastle, hand these coins to our new ally $ and now let 
ns begone, for there is here that horrid odour of sawdust and 
stale liquors which I never knew an hostel to be without." 

" Fare-you-well, Master Borthwick," said Lord Home. 

** (rod keep you, sir," added Hailes, turning away. 

Borthwickfoundhimself mechanically counting the money as 
he descended the stair. He had received twenty half-lyons, or 
five-shilling pieces. 

" St Nicholas, patron of thieves, I honoar thee ! " thought 
he. " What with the fleurs-de-lys of Sir Patrick Gray, the half- 
lyons of Lord Hailes, the rents of my three tenements in Stirling, 
and the rose-nobles of Kin^ Henry, which are ever descending on 
me in a ^Iden shower, I snail die a rich man ! Die — ugh !" he 
added, with something between a sneer and a shudder, while he 
shut his eyes like one who sees a horror ; " why should people 
die at all, especially when they have plenty of money P" 

" When thou comest to the King's Wark, ask first for th« 
Laird of Blackca:itle," said that personage, who had taken upon 
himself the task of seeing this pitiful sw^buokler clear of the 
tavern. ^ And I pray to St. Anne," thought he« " that this 

E)or mariner may steer clear of thee, and dehver the fair lady's 
tter to her lover — Bobert Barton, if all tales be true— for he is 
a brave good fellow, and hath fought well for old Scotland^ like 
his &ther before him ; and God bless all who do so, say 1 1" 
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CHAPTER XLVIIL 
tie's howff. 

•* Oh, welcome bat and owlet grey, 
Thiis \«inging low your airy way ; 
And welcome moth and drowsy fly, 
That to mine ear come humming by.*' — Joanna Baittie, 

HowEVBft, Deither the interference of St. Anne, nor the .trood 
wishes of the honest Lothian laird, availed Master William Wad 
in the matter in hand, for in five minutes after the interview 
just related Borthwick saw him coming up the Broad Wynd, with 
his thumbs stuck in his girdle, his bonnet on the back of his 
head, and his thick crop of such beard and whiskers as sailors 
alone have a peculiar facility for raising encrusted with spray ; 
and he was whistling very loud as he rolled along, every moment 
hailing or being hailed by some acquaintance ; for Willie was 
bent on having a night's amusement before he went back to the 
ship. 

It was now dusk, and though the little town was full of armed 
men, its narrow streets were becoming empty. They were then 
>like destitute of lamps and pavement, and darkened by many a 
Aeavy projecting timber-front and turnpike stair or stone out- 
shot. Thus Borthwick followed his victim unseen and witli faci- 
lity as he rambled along without any apparent object. 

On the east bank of the Leith, the banner of Angus waved 
above the King's Wark, which stood on the north side of the 
Broad Wynd, the houses of which were occupied by his vassals; 
while the Lairds of Glendonwyn, Heriotmuir, Bonj^worth, Glen- 
bervie, and ten other powerfid barons, making fourteen heads of 
houses, all bearing his surname of Douglas, were installed in the 
best adjacent mansions, sans leave and sans ceremony. 

The King's Wark, which their haughty and presumptuous 
leader appropriated to himself (leaving the young prince to occupv 
the house of Barton), was a strong and ancient tower, in which 
the kings of Scotland occasionally resided — ^hence its name. It 
was surrounded by a spacious garden, with which it was be- 
stowed by James VI. on a groom of the bedchamber, Bernard 
Lindesay, of Lochill, from whom the site is still named Bemards- 
gtreet, or Neuk. 

The number of armed men, all wearing the Douglas badge, 
who hovered about the vicinity of this place, made the gunner 
avoid it, and he turned abruptly into a dark and narrow close, 
which led towards the Timber Bourse, where an old friend of his, 
Tibby Tarvet, whose spouse had been taken prisoner by the 
Turks, kept a change-house for mariners, locally known as Tib's 
Howfil 
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The alley which led to this place was dark as if the time was 
midnight, owing to the height and projection of the houses; 
therefore, when Borthwick contrived to meet Wad face to face, 
he asked the question, which may still he heard at times in the 
same kind of closes in Scottish towns after nightfall — 

" Is there any one coming ?" 

" Yo ho ! — heave to, or port your helm," cried Wad, who was 
already some "sheets in the wind;" and he added, " the chan- 
nel's narrow, whereby I've to malv' short tacks, ye ken." 

" Then keep to your left hand," said Borthwick, who having 
soinc idea of using his poniard, wished his right hand I'ree ; but 
then, on a moment's reflection, he feared to encounter a man so 
stout as Wad, and therefore altered his plan, and came roughly 
and rudely against him in the dark. 

" Damn ye ! did I no shout 'Port your helm ?' " asked the gun- 
ner, angi'ily; "whereby we would baith have had sea-room 
enough to clear each other." 

" Upon my faith, I believe it is my good friend Master Wad ! 
— ^Master Wad, good morrow," said Borthwick, with well affected 
surprise and satisfaction. 

" Yes, I'm Willie Wad, the Laird of Largo's gunner," replied 
the seaman, rather sulkily ; " I never sail under false colours, or 
cheat the king's collectors of dock dues or haven siller, so I value 
nane a rope-yarn. But yo-ho, brother, I have seen you before," 
he added, as a light shone through a shutter and showed the 
gay dress of Borthwick ; so Wad therefore became more suspi- 
cious than pleased by his familiarity, and scmtinized him closely, 
although various drams he had imbibed rendered his faculties 
rather obscure, and his temper somewhat fractious. 

" You have seen me ! indeed — and where ?" asked Borthwick, 
who was ready to assume any character Wad might assign him ; 
for old habit and experience made him aware that it was saier to 
be any other person than himself; but Wad dissipated this idea 
by saying— 

" You boarded us off Brouffhty, when last we came from IIol- 
land?" ^ ^ 

*•' Ti-ue ; I had a message from the king to the admiral." 

" From the king !" reiSrated Wad, dubiously ; " and the Ad- 
inind — ken ye him ?** 

" Well as I know good Robert Barton." 

" Then ye ken the twa best men that ever sailed on salt water 
—except—- — " 

"The king?" 

" Ay, the king, of course," said Wad, touching his bonnet. 

Borthwick, who always trembled at that name, now said 
hastilj' — 

" Aie you a king's man ?'* 
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" Ye donnart ftile ! am I not the gtinner o' a king's ship ? *' 
Mid the seaman, who was rather pu^aciously inclined, and 
began to clench his hands ; " you, who were ashore, fought for 
the king, I hope?" 

„ Bravely," said Borthwick, in whose throat the word almost 
stuck. 

"Had you fought against him, I had brained you on the first 
timber-head ! " hiocuped Wad, mating one or two blows in the air. 

" Tib Tarvet, the alewife*s booth, is close by," said Borthvdck; 
''let us in. Master Wad, and we shall driiui to the admiral's 
health in i( bicker of her best brown ale; moreover, I would 
fain hear the stoipr of this battle off the May." 

"Our boatswam spinneth a better yam than I," said the 
gunner ; ** but as I feel drouthy, and Tib is an auld Mend, I care 
not if I shake out a reef far an hour or sae, so bear ye ahead, sir." 

The alewife's house was soon found, for over her door was 
the sign which all brewsters had to put forth tmder a penalty of 
four pennies. An Act of the Parliament passed in those days 
made it unlawful for a man " to walk or travell in tyme of nicht, 
unless he was a man of great authoritie or of gude fame ;" and 
recent outrages committed in her establishment made the poor 
alewife somewhat reluctant to nnbar her door, until she heard 
the familiar voice of Wad ; on this she at once admitted him 
and his companion, placed a fresh candle in the tin sconce, which 
ht her low ceiled and day-floored apartment, one end of which 
was spanned by an enormous fire place, wherein, though the 
season was summer, a fire of wood and turf was blazing. On a 
fir-table she placed a trenplate of cakes, and two jugs of foaming 
ale, which she brought from a secret place. The vicinity of so 
many lawless vassals and mosstroopers having made her house 
very unsafe of late, Tib had allowed her barrels to remain, 
empty, there being neither wisdom nor thrift in filling them for 
soldiers who only paid her by ridicule or abuse. Some had 
vowed that she brewed " evil ale, and should pay them the usual 
fine of eight shillings for having drunk it ;' others swore they 
"would have her put upon the cuckstule at Bonnington, and 
send her ale to the puir or the hospitallers," and so forth, as 
Tib, who was a rosy and comely woman of some forty years, and 
m\o had long since contrived to console herself for the abstrac- 
tion of her spouse "by the infidel Turks," informed Willie 
Wad, while BorthwidE listened to the history of her troubles 
with great impatience. 

While he plied the honest and unsuspecting gunner with Tib 
Tarvet's strongest beverage, we may imagine the affectation of 
interest with which Borthmck listened to his detail of action, in 
Which he was painfully minute, and which he loaded with tech- 
sucahcies unmteUi<rible as Greek or Hebrew to the cunning 
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listener, v?ho bit his lips with impatience while Wad ardently 
expatiated on the able manner in which the poor Cressi was run 
down ; and how the spanking Yellow Frigate, with every stitch 
of canvas set aloft and alow, was brought to bear in all her weight 
and strength on the doomed ship ; how, in rounding to, she won 
the advantage of the wind, and how the gallant Barton took her 
helm; how the braces and bowlines were let go through the 
blocks like a whirlwind ; how the sheets and tacks were slacked 
off and the yards squared like lightning; and how the sea smoked 
under her counter, as tlie heavy ship broke like a thunderbolt 
upon the foeman*s hull, crashing through and over it ! Then how 
they all ranged up alongside of each ower. Englishman and Scot 
— yardarm and yardarm — ^muzzle to muzzle — ^till their portlids 
and chainplates rasped together, and men slew each other at the 
lower deck ports ; how iron grapnels were flung out and lashed to 
yard-head and gunnel ; and how thus, for so many glasses, they 
continued that deadly strife, pouring in the shot of carthouns. 
Bakers, falcons, crossoows, and arquebusses, while two-handed 
ewords, axes, and mauls, were plied like ilails in a barnyard, and 
the steel blades rang on the helmets like a shower of iron ham- 
mers upon clinking anvils ; how many brave fellows had fallen in 
the battle ; how many had weathered it, and how many had died 
since of their wounds when the tide ebbed, the invariable time of 
death, according to an old superstition. 

Tib, who was somewhat abashed by the gay apparel of Borth- 
wick, sat knitting in the ingle seat of her wide chimney, and 
thouffh far aloof, listening intently to the narration of Wad, in 
which, as a sailor's wife and a Scot — ^for in those days the Scot- 
tish women possessed even more patriotism than their countiy- 
men — she was doubly interested. 

Meanwhile the fire blazed on the hearth ; the candle guttered 
and streamed in the currents of air, and Willie continued to speak, 
but thicker and more slowly, of course, while he quaffed pot after 
pot of ale ; and now he began to remember that " Jamie Gair was 
waiting for him at the auld Brig-stairs," just when Berth wick 
(whose wolfish eyes were constantly fixed on the pouch containing 
the letter) resolved to give him a finishing stroke, by ordering 
Tib Tarvet to prepare for him a strong hot pint. 

Kow, we have elsewhere mentioned, the Scottish pint is similar 
to the English quart, and as the required draught consisted of 
strong ale, wliiskey, and eggs boiled together, and taken hot, it 
may easily be supposed that such a decoction was more than suf- 
ficient to lay the unwary gunner, as he afterwards said, " on his 
beam ends." 

Some lingering recollection of where he was, and of the mes- 
sage entrusted him, flashed upon his memory through the 
thickening haze that was overspreading his faculties, and set* 

172 
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ting the hot stonp, half drained, upon the board, he reeled up 
iromit. 

" Where away P" said Borthwick ; " finish thy pot, man — ^where 
away so fast ?" 

" A lady — a letter," muttered Wad, opening and shutting his 
eyes in succession, and rolling his head from side to side ; ** she 

~ " brother 




Wood." 

" Weel, weel, — there, — ^it is a' stowed under hatch," said Willie, 
as with a loud whoop he poured the last of the hot ale down his 
throat; "and noo," said he, flinging aw^ the stoup, "may I 
drink bilge, if I can stay a minute mair — 1 am getting slow in 
stays— I yaw and cauna obey my helm — ^hard up — hard up it is 
— thou'st owrestowed me — ^1 careen — ^hillo — oh !" cried Wad, as 
he lurched and rolled about, and then sank prostrate on the bench 
from which he had just risen. 

In his eagerness to obtain the letter, Borthwick would have 
sprung upon him and wrenched away his belt-pouch, for every 
man wore one in those days, and the goat-skin spon'an of the 
Highland clansman is but the remnant of the fashion; the 
gunner, however, lay with his pouch under him, and he muttered, 
"Avast, billy, avast," and snorted like a pig, when the tliief 
turned him over to reach it. 

Perceiving that the alewife's attention was directed another 
way, and that she was busy in heaping turf upon the fire, he 
attem]pted to unbutton the pouch; but a gleam of sense and 
susnicion made Wad place a hand heavily upon it. 

Borthwick glanced impatiently at the hostess ; she was still 
bent over the hearth ; he clutched his dagger, and then withdrew 
his hand as if the hilt had burned him. 

He had never imsheathed that fatal weapon since the terrible 
night at Beaton's mill, and even now the blood of him who was 
the heir of " a hundred kings " had glued the blade in its velvet 
scabbard. 

" I would soon end thee, fellow," thought he, " but I choose 
not to risk my life for bubbles." 

Then finding the seaman sunk in a deep and helpless sleep, he 
tore open the pouch, and inserting his nand, pulled forth the 
letter &om among the pieces of cord, gunmatches, fragments of 
biscuit, cheese, and ropeyam, a few coins and other et cetera, 
which Willie Wad usually carried in this repository; and then 
throwing a half-lyon on the table, Borthwick told Tibby Tarvet 
to " keep the change, for looking after this di-miken lurdane," 
and wrapping himself in his cloak left the house. 

, * * « « » 

Faint and grey the summer morning was stealing down 
between the lofty houses of the narrow alley and straggling 
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ihrough the rusty and cobweb-woven gratings of the windows, 
into tlie outer charabet of the alehouse, when the gunner awoke 
and started up, with heavy eyes and an aching head. The apart- 
ment was dark and cold : the gatJiering peat was smouldering 
on the hearth, and a full minute elapsed before he remembered 
where he was, and how he came to be there ; then the two pewter 
flagons and the ale-slopped table recalled his debauch over-night 
with some one — vl stranger — gaily attired in scarlet and velvet ; 
and instinctively diving a hand into his pouch, he found the lady's 
letter gone ! 

Master Wad became sober in a moment. 
Starting from his seat he examined the pouch ; shook it, turned 
it outside in; he then opened his gaberdine and examined the lining 
of his bonnet ; then he searched all about the chamber, and became 
convinced that the letter for his captain was lost — ^irretrievably lost. 
" May I drink bilo^e, but it's clean awa' !" said he, and stood 
for a time bewildered ; " and what shall I say to Robert Barton, 
or to the winsome lady who gied it, wi* this handsome chain — 
that I've been drunk—drunk as a Sluys pilot ! Oh, Willie Wad, 
Willie Wad— dool be on thee for this." 

The gunner sat down for a moment, and his honest heart was 
swollen by the mingled emotions of shame and anger. He 
prayed for help to St. Barbara, who was the patron of all can- 
noniers, and whose altar stood in St. Mary's Church close by ; 
but she probably turned a deaf ear to him, for praying did not 
mend the matter; then starting up, he stormed and swore 
roundly, shouting the while on Tibby Tarvet, whom he roused 
without ceremony from her box-bed in one of the lofty garrets, 
and whom he threatened with the vengeance of the Baron Bailie, 
and all the terrors of the Burgh laws enacted " anent evil ale- 
wives," if his lost letter was not forthcoming. 

Then Tib stormed in turn, and reminded him that he too was 
liable to a fine, or six hours' detention in the vconjougs, for being 
intoxicated in an ale-house after ten o'clock at night, — ^ibr such 
was the law. 

Finding thus that the hostess might in the end have the best 
of the dispute, the poor gunner had to smother his wrath and 
" sheer oil'." 

CHAPTER XLIX. 

THE king's ware. 

•• Virtue I — to be good and just — 
Every heart when sifted well. 
Is a clot of warmer dust, 
Mixed with cunning spurks of hell I" 

The bell in the tower of St. Anthony's preceptory— a tower 
demolished by the English cannon in 1559*— was just tolling 
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elevefii when Hew Borthwick blew the copper horn which hnng 
by a chain at the outer sate of the King's Wark, and hastily 
inquired for the Laird of filackcastle, or for the Lords Home or 
Hailes. These names secured to him an immediate passage 
among the Douglases, Homes, and Hepbums who loitered about or 
idept on the floor or benches of the passages, hall, and vestibule, 
ana two pages, having the Hepburn arms— two Scottish lions 
rending an English rose — ^ushered the bravo at once into a 
chamber, the walls of which were hung with old amber-coloured 
arras, sewn over with red stars and green thistles, the work, it was 
said, of Elizabeth, Duchess of Brittany, daughter of James L 

This apartment was encumbered by arms and armour; 
halberts and lances were piled agaunst the walls; two larg^ 
sconces of tin, having in each four candles, gave sufficient ligEt 
to the two reckless young lords, who were playing at chess, and 
sipping wine from silver cups, while the pages were convej^ng 
away the remains of the baked chicken and pie of plumdames 
on which they had just made their rere-supper. 

Their daggers, belts, and cuirasses were flung aside, and they 
wore loose ample gpowns of dark woollen cloth, lined with brightly 
coloured silk, and edged with stripes of fine sable. 

" Thou hast come betimes, sir," said Hailes ; " and doubtless 
hast succeeded, too." 

" I seldom fail in aught I undertake, my lord. A ready wit, 
a clear head, a bold heart, and nimble hands, are ever required 
by those who have light purses and high ambition," was the 
confident reply. 

" Thou hast rather an active tongue too, sirrah," said Lord 
Home, frowning. 

. '* *Tis the only inheritance my good mother left me," said the 
unabashed Borthwick. 

" Enough of this—the letter, if thou hast it 1" 
Borthwick still lin^red, till Hailes scornfully tossed to him a 
fleur-de-lys, and then he received the letter at once. He untied 
the ribbons, opened and scrutinized it with stem and curious eyes. 
He then counted the lines repeatedly, and looked at the address 
•—but of that and the contents neither he nor Hailes could 
decypher one word. 

" Curse on this conjuror's art !" said he ; " *tis the Deaii of 
Dunblane hath taught dame Euphemia and her sisters this 
clerkly craft. Had they learned how to make hippocras, to knead 
a pasty, to collar a pig, or to throw a hawk well off, it had been 
wiser I Canst thou make out this devilish scrawl, my lordP" 

" Nay, not I, thank God! If I can mumble Ju/rie JSleison, 
or C/tristi Uleison, at Mass, 'tis all my book lear." 

"Ouf! for a fair dame's epistle, what an odour it hath of 
herrings and tar r* 



THE KIKG*S WASK. S07 

And now there was a pause. Home thrust aside the chess- 
men ; Hailes took a sip at his wine-cnp, and curled up his mous- 
tachios, while Borthwick stood by with a sneer on his face, and 
watched them, smiling in his heart at their absurd perplexity. 

Now, although so early as the year 1173 the towns of Perth 
and Stirling, Aberdeen and Ayr, had their seminaries under the 
monks, and others were established in Koxburgh, St. Andrews, 
and Montrose during the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries, 
the Scottish nobles were so ignorant, that a law was passed at a 
period subsequent to the reign of James III. that every peer 
should send his eldest son to school. Thus, to the Soots, all of 
whom — even the lowest and poorest classes — ^are now so well 
educated, the ignorance of the ^ood folks, then* ancestors, must 
8eem extraordinary, if not incredible. 

Impatient that Borthwick did not oiFer to read it, and yet half 
ashamed of what the contents might be, Home turned to him 
with reluctance, saying,— 

" Master Borthwick, wert thou not somewhat of a monk in thy 
younger days ?" 

Borthwick started, and his countenance flushed, as he replied, 
'* To my shame I acknowledge that I was ; I am now a more 
useful man — but what of that, my lord?" 

" Yon can read, of course P" said Hailes, a little more*gently, 
and with a bitter expression of eye, for he felt that he and his 
friend were at the mercy of a man whom they disliked and 
despised. 

" Bead, if it please you," said Lord Home, and he whispered, 
while Borthwick took up the letter, " Fear not its contents, 
Hailes ; if it contains aught unpleasant, we can stop this fellow's 
tongue by a gag of steel, and there are vaults in Home Castle 
where the light of day hath never entered : read on." 

"* For Robert Barton of that Ilk — Captain to the Laird of 
Largo — he these delivered-^,' " began Borthwick. 

" Of that Ilk !" exclaimed the two lords, together, with fierce, 
and unutterable scorn ; and then they burst into a fit of laughter. 

"By St. Anne, this amuses me!" said Hailes. "Bead on, 
good fellow ; of that Ilk — ^read on." 

The noble lord was not so much amused by what followed, for 
Euphemia expressed in strong language the horror she and her 
sister Sybilla entertmned of me two suitors whom their impe- 
tuous and ambitious father had thrust upon them; the letter 
expressed their double dread of him and of their unde, the 
dean ; it detailed the persecution they were subjected to, and the 
surveillance with Avhicn they were annoyed ; and ended by statins^ 
that their marriage days were fixed, but that they were resolved 
not to be wedded, at the sword's point, like two brides among the 
yfild Bedshanbi who dwelt beyond the Grampians ^ and so they 
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begged that Barton and Falconer, if they Wed them, woald take 
measures to save them from such a fate, and become their pro- 
tectors. 

" 'Tis madness — *tis infatuation !" said Home, with something 
of pity ; " and but for the honour of Lord Drummond's house, 
ana the necessity for killing these scurvy companions, and pre- 
venting the daughters of our nobles from making alliances so 
degrading, on my soul I would leave Lady Euphemia to her 
lover. Master Robert Barton o^—that Ilk" 

" And had I not a slender fancy for the pretty Sybilla, and a 
greater one for that slice of Stratheani which the old lord pro- 
mised me, I would rest contented with the black-eyed dame to 
whom I am hand-fasted already ; but we must punish their con- 
tumacy ; and I doubt not they will become loving wives enough, 
after we have given their gallants to feed the gleds/' 

" So, so ; is that all. Master Borthwick ?" 

" There is a post scriptum, my lord." 

" Post — ^what ? is there more of this precious epistle ?** 

" But a line or two, my lord, hastily pencilled.** 

" 'Tis what we saw her writing,'* said Home ; " and faith, she 
did look beautiful as she bent over her tablets, and her heavy 
locks fell forward ; well, and what saith the post scriptum P" 

'* * Jfk will meet you at tJie chapel of Loreito, beside the 
Links of Musselburght on Friday, in the evening yf 07* there we 
wean to spend the whole night in vigil and in prayer, Sfc. — E. D." 

** At our Lady of Loretto ! what a place for an assignation 
with these skipper varlets," said Lord Hailes, " those culiionly 
mongrels !" 

^ " Art sure of this, sirrah ?" asked Lord Home, with a tomble 
frown. 

" Sure as I now address your lordship— for I read word for 
word as it is written." 

" At six in the evening ?" 

" Six, my lord." 

" God's death !" said Hailes, witLferocious joy, " if this meeting 
take place, I would not wed the Lord Drummond's daughter had 
she the crown of Scotland on her head." 

** Nor I her sister, with Brittany and Orkney to boot." 

" What then shall we do ?" 

" Send their letter to its destination, my lords," said Borth- 
wick, who ever loved to ferment and further mischief; "permit 
the ladies quietly to ride forth, but attend the tryst, too— and let 
them find their lovers there, but less their heads." 

" It shall be so ; we'll beset the place, Hailes, and cut them 
into gobbets, by my father's soul we will?" 

" Bat Loretto is a holy place.'* 

** What I art thou one of those who deem one place more holy 
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than finoi;her because a shaveling mumbles Latin there P Well, 
ve will drag them forth and hang them at the Masselburgh 
Cross, if jou will. I'll take a hundred horse and hide them in 
tho woods of Pinkey. Enough — enough, we'll see to it ; and 
BOW to send this letter to the churls at Largo. The bearer — " 

" I left him drunk as a Saxon, and snorting like a pig, in an 
alehouse near the Timber Bourse ; day has not yet broken, so I 
may easily restore it to his pouch without his having missed it, 
perhaps." 

" Good — excellent ! away, it lacks but a short time of dav- 
dawn ; when all this matter is over and settled, when the rooks 
oi Pinkey Wood have gorged them to their fill on those aspirins 
curs who cross our plans, I'll make thee, Borthwick — a rascal 
though thou art — ^the richest varlet in my new earldom — ^away, 
away!" and laughing and pushing, he almost put Borthwick 
out of the room. When he was gone, — 

" Hailes, can we really trust this fellow P" asked Home. 

" Trust him ! For gold he would sell his father's bones, and his 
own slender chance of salvation ; but I'll have him followed, and 
prove whether or not he plays us foul." 

The messenger of Home was no other than the unwilling Laird 
of Blackcastle, who had been sleeping in his armour on a stone 
bench in the upper hall of the King's Wark, and who grumbled 
under his helmet as he followed Borthwick through the dark and 
narrow streets of Leith in the grey light of the morning. 

Turning off towards the Timber Bourse he saw him enter the 
narrow alley which led to Tibby Tarvet's alehouse, and there ho 
met Willie Wad in a high state of excitement. 

" What ho. Master Wad," said he, " you are abroad betimes." 

" Abroad betimes, thou dog-thief and loon ; thou'st boarded 
me like a pirate in the night, and stolen a letter frae me.'* 

" Beware ye, sirrah, of what you say," replied Borthwick, 
making a show of dignified indignation ; " beware, for I am a 
man of a good repute, that must not be impugned ; but if this be 
the letter you have lost — " 

" It is — ^it is," said Wad, almost dancing with joy as the other 
displayed the missing article ; " and where got ye it P" 

** Lying at the close-head." 

" Say you so P Could I have dropped it P" 

" You know best." 

" My deck was overstown wi' usquebaugh— donuart deil that I 
am, it must have been so !" 

" This letter is of value then P" 

" I would rather lose my starboard fin than it.** 

" Then it is well worth a crown." 

" To those wha hae crowns to spare,*' said the gujnner. 

Borthwick took a firmer grasp of the packet. 
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" What, will a gay gentleman in a scarlet cloalf, chaffer thiM 
wi* apuir mariner like me?" asked Wad, with astonishment 
xninsled with contempt. 

''I have said the letter is well worth a crown." 

" Crowns hae I none — ^but I will gie what I have, and then 
let ns part ; sorrow be on the hour I met you." 

As money poured upon this wretched bravo, avarice gi*ew and 
ptrengthened in his heart; and he omitted no opportunity af 
gathering all he could win ; knowing well that ere long Scotland 
would be too hot to hold him. 

" A* I hae is here," said Wad, opening a secret nook in his 
pouch ; " three rose-nobles, and welcome you are to them." 

" Sose-nobles," said Borthwick, suspiciously, and pricking up 
his ears at the sound ; '* where got you them r" 

" In the pouch of a dead Englishman. Take them ; the letter, 
the letter!" said Willie, losing all patience, and beginning to grasp 
his knife with one hand, while by the other he angrily snatched 
away the billet. " You are I doubtna a thief and limmer to boot 
•--despite your braw fi^ear and laced mantle. But off! sheer off, I 
say, or may I drink bilge, if by one hearty kick I dinna double 
you up like a bolt of wet canvas !" 

With these complimentary remarks Willie hastened down the 
Broad Wynd, crossed the ancient bridge of three arches, where a 
trifling toll was levied from every passenger, and reached the 
boat of Jamie Gair, who was just preparing to put off without 
him. A chill wind was blowing from the north-east and a white 
Jiarr was setting in from the German Sea, so they buttoned up 
their gaberdines, betook them to the oars, shot the boat out into 
the midstream, and in a short time the old wooden pier of Leith, 
the Beacon Rock and Partan Craig, were left astern. Then they 
set their lug-sail, and keeping the boat close-hauled, bore away 
as nearly as her head would lie to the wind, for the beautiful Bay 
of Largo. 



CHAPTER L. 

THE SUMHEB 8FEAT. 

<< Well mounied on their gallant steeds, 

The brothers led the van ; ^ 

And with four-and-twenty troopera gude 
Their midnight march began."— JJoZtod. 

The fatal Friday was a dark and lowering day; the sun had been 
hidden in fiery clouds, and torrents of rain had fallen, swelling all 
the mountain streams. The minds of Euphemia and Sybilla 
Brummond, though joyful in the certainty ot their loved sister's 
safetjf, were oppressed to some extent by vague forebodings of 
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evil. Lord Drummond was still ignorant of his daughter's dis- 
covery, for he was absent on a mission of the insurgents, and 
was still nursing and maturing his plans of vengeance against 
James III., whom he deemed and styled " a forfeited and fugi- 
tive king." 

Well attended, guarded, and surrounded as they were by many 
hundreds of faithiul and obsequious vassals, whose aanerence 
combined the love of the patriarchal clansman with the servility 
of the Lowland feudal serf, the two young lords had little diffi- 
culty in having the mansion of umquhile Sir Andrew Barton 
closely watched ; and on the afternoon of Friday, Borthwick, who 
had been lying, en perdue, somewhere in the vicinity, announced 
to them that the two daughters of Lord Drummond had *' set 
forth on their pretended pilgrimage to Loretto." 

The two noble suitors hastened to assure themselves that such 
was indeed the case, and had the chagrin to see them pass out 
from Leith by St. Anthony's Porte, their cheeks flushed with fear 
and pleasure, and their eyes beaming, well mounted on ambling 
horses, with long and sweeping foot-cloths over their saddles, 
and each attended by a female servant, who rode on a pillion 
behind a page, and carried each a basket of offerings to the hermit. 

" They ride fast," said Home, as they whipped their horses 
across the level links. 

" They will come less speedily back," said Hailes, with his 
dark but courtly smile ; " a heavy heart makes a slow wayfarer, 
and their hearts I ween will be heavy enough." 

" Two women and two pages * 

" A slender escort this for noble dames." 

" Especially in such ticklish times as these." 

" True, my lord ; but what will not women risk for a lovers' 
sake P" said Hailes. 

" Two painted pages (1*11 have the rascals scourged !) may be 
guard enough in Lothian here ; but in the Merse, or Teviotdale, 
a hundred spears were not a man too many, if one goes but a 
hundred yards from one's own gate." 

" They have left betimes," said the chief of the Hepbums, 
looking up at a dial-stone that projected from the comer of St. 
Anthony's Gate. 

' ^ " And at what time shall we set forth to spoil this precious 
pilgrimage — ^this dainty love-making P" 

" Somewhere about six at even," said Hailes. 

" Then we shall have the whole night before us." 

" All the better ; I have directed Borthwick and Blackcastle — " 

" I doubt whether my kinsman would like such a coiyunct 




"Well, Blackcastle and Borthwick," said Home, impatiently, 
„ with twenty of my most ujiscrupulous mosstroopers— John- 
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stones, thieves of Annandale, men who would spear their own 
brother if I wished them — ^to be all in their ]acks betimes, and 
mounted to ride with us." 

" Pleasant and honourable company," said Lord Hailes, with a 
smile. 

" But fitted for the occasion, my lord," replied Home, firmly ; 
*' we know not but those scurvy fellows, Barton and Falconer, may 
have some of their ruffianly seamen with them ; and if so, by my 
father's hand and by the crest of Home, though it be beneath 
our rank to draw on varlets such as these, I'll not leave in all 
Loretto one alive to tell the story to their admiral !" 

As he spoke. Home clenched one hand, and with the other 
thrust his birred cap of maintenance over his dark and fiery 
eyes. 

" Good, my lord ; farewell until we meet again," said Hailes ; " it 
to-day wo do not teach these fellows a sharp lesson, this glorious 
raid against the court and king, and that moat signal triumph 
before the walls of Stirling, have been less than vain." 

And these two ferocious and unlettered nobles, though bent 
upon committing one of those atrocities which occun^ed daily 
among their proud, turbulent, and unpatriotic class in Scotland, 
bowed and parted as quietly and as pleasantly as if their appomted 
tryst had been for a pleasant evening ride in some gi'cen lane, 
instead of one for sacrilege and murder. 

The troop of twenty men, who assembled near a gate of the 
King's Wane, and from thence set forth under the guidance of the 
two nobles, the Laird of Blackcastle and their new ally. Hew Borth- 
wick, in their aspect and appearance did full justice to that cha- 
racter for ease and flexibility of conscience ascribed to them by 
Lord Home. They were all strong, dark, and sinewy men, whose 
forms were hardened into mere bone and brawn, and were 
durable as iron ; for they were lawless mosstroopers, Scottish 
Bedouins, in fact ; men who won every meal at the spear's point, 
and lived in their harness ; men whose dwellings were among 
wild morasses, pathless woods, and inaccessible mountains ; where 
law was never known, and religion little heard of ; wild and pre- 
datory warriors, who fought against their countrymen as readily as 
against the common enemy that dwelt beyond the frontier ; for, 
like the Ishmaelities, their bauds were upraised against all men. 

Their armour, which consisted of a splinted jack with plate 
sleeves and steel gloves, head-piece and gourgerin, was all rusty 
and well dinted by many a sword-cut and lance^hrust. Their 
beards and whiskers flowed out between their steel cheek-plates, 
ample and uncombed as the shaggy manes of their strong and 
active border steeds. Well-armed and fleetly-mounted. Home 
and Hailes, divested of every distinguishing badge, rode togetiier 
ftt their head. 



THE 8UMMEB SFBATi 313 

Wheeling off the roam street between the hedge-rows of the 
C!otefield-loan, the whole party crossed the green and sandy 
links, and entered on the vast and purple expanse of the Figgate- 
muir, which was covered by the mossy stumps of an old druidical 
forest, whose roots are yet turned up by the plough and spade. 

Shrill blew the wind, and drearily boomed the waves upon 
their left. The estuary of the Perth looked black as ink, and its 
billows rolled in white foam upon the lonely beach with a d«ep 
and hollow sound. The slanting aspect of the clouds showed 
that the rain, which had been pom'ing all that morning in 
torrents, was again about to descend ; and though the party rode 
fast to escape it, they had only reached the little Chapel of Saint 
Mary Magdalene, wnich stood among some coppice near a stream 
that poured through a ravine into the sea, when it descended 
with such fury as almost to blind even the border riders, and 
the wind blew as if it would have blown its last, driving the 
sand fi'om the shore across the open moor, and forcing the horse- 
men to seek shelter in the grove, while the two lords dismounted 
and entered the chapel, the door of which stood open, and before 
the altar of which they made the usual involuntary genuflection, 
by half-kneeling and signing the cross; and this, with them, 
was a very useless piece of mummery. 

" How unluckv 1 ' said Home, as the rain continued to fall in 
torrents uyon the stone roof of the little oratory, while the 
stream beside it rolled in red foambells upon the beach ; " this 
devilish tempest may spoil all, and there seems little chance of 
its lulling soon." 

" Had our meeting with these rascals been elsewhere than at 
Loretto, there might not perhaps have been a storm." 
" Art really so weak as to think this ?" said Home. 
" I know not what to think — ^but I like it not," replied his 
companion, shrugging his shoulders ; for he was not without his 
share of the superstition incident to the time and country. 

" How," continued Lord Home, with a lowering expression in 
his keen and fiery eyes, as he seated himself on a stone bench 
near the steps of the rude altar, and dashed the water from his 
plume ; " your words would imply that Heaven itself was 
against us. ' . 

** I know not ; but this sudden storm hath broken on us with 
wondrous fury, and here we are forced to draw our bridles 
within four miles of the place." 

" Rest assured, my good lord, that £[eaven leaves you and me 
to mind our own affaii's. The elements would never be at peace 
if storms were raised to cross every man's purpose in Scotland ; 
and least of all will they raise such an infernal hubbub as this 
to save a couple of scurvy varlets, who must swing, even as 
their companions swung, oyer Lauder Bridge, iu our raid of '82« 
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There is one comfort, however," continued the practical but 
irreverent chief of the Homes, listening for a moment as the 
wind howled through the unglazed windows of the edifice, and 
the rain drenched the copsewood near it, and hissed along the 
beach till surf and sand were smoking ; " we may be assur^l 
that the same storm which stays us here must keep our fair 
dames in shelter at Loretto, while it may also save us all trouble 
by kindly sending their lovers to feed the fishes of the Firth." 
" But suppose we find the cockbirds flown P" 
" Think not of such a disappointment." 
" Yet such a thing is possible." 

" Remember that Lady Euphemia, in her precious post 
Bcriptum, spoke of spending the night in vigil and in prayer." 

" Profound prayer no doubt it will be, wth a couple of saucy 
gallants to hold their tapers and turn the missal leaves," said 
Hailes, with a smile of contempt. 
" St. Mary, how the sky darKens !*' 
** And how the rain comes down !" 
This bum beside us is swelling into a perfect torrent." 
How fare our rogues of Annaudale in the thicket?" 
Ill enough, I doubt not," replied the Laird of Blaekcastle ; 
and methiuks they were as well riding as standing there, like 
todlowries under a lynn." 

" You forget that no man could keep his saddle in such a 
tempest of wind," said Lord Home. 

" Of a surety it must portend some coming evil ; a pestilence, 
or an English invasion," added the superstitious Hailes. 

As the chapel of Loretto stood in a soHtaiy place beyond the 
eastern gate of Musselburgh, the two lords arranged that, on 
setting forth again, wh^a once the Esk was crossed, it should bo 
surrounded, an alarm given, and that all should be^ killed who 
issued forth — every man at least ; for they had no wish to incur 
the vengeance of a tyrannical hierarchy which was full of power 
and strength, by actually slaughtering their victims within the 
walls or precinct? of a church, if such a catastrophe could be 
possibly avoided. 

But while, within a holy place, and close to the altar of their 
religion and their Grod — ^the symbolical throne, before which they 
had each gravely, and not me least in mockery, made a low 
reverence — ^they sat planning this projected outrage, and com- 
bining with then* own views such suggestions as the mischievous 
and blood-thirsty spirit of Borthwick proposed, the storm still 
continued to howl along the shore; the rain still poured in one 
broad and blinding cataract; and torn from the woodlands by the 
furious wind, the wet leaves were whirled and swept in myriads 
across the moor, which at times was shrouded in mist and spray; 
and for hours tliis continued, with occasional gleams of lightning' 
and the mosstroopers, who had unsaddled then* temfied horses 
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and haltered them to the trees, now crowded, all drenched and 
disconsolate, into the dreary little chapel beside their leaders, 
where they grumbled and muttered imder their thick beards, 
while drinking raw whiskey from their portable leather flasks 
and horn quaighs. 

As the evening drew on and the place grew dark, they were 
not without their own fears that the elements were indeed in 
league against them ; and now, enraged that their well-matured 
stratagem shoidd be crossed by an intervention so unlooked for, 
their lords sat in sullen silence, listening to the din without; and 
the time seemed interminably long, for Uiere were then no watches 
to mark the passing hours, and even had a dial been there, with- 
out the sun it had been useless. 

"At last," said Home, "at last the wind luUs! Horse and 
spear, my Annan wights — ^let us mount, and begone !" 

The horses were soon saddled and their riders mounted. 
Though the wind had lulled, the rain ^ured down as furiously 
as ever. The time was now past nine m the evening ; but the 
gloomy aspect of the sky made the drenched landscape and the 
sea look very dark, for the sun had set enveloped in dense banks 
of opaque and murky cloud, behind the Ochil peaks, Dumiat^ 
and the hills of AUoa. 

The riders soon passed the hamlet named the Fisher Row, and 
reached the ancient bridge of the Koman Municipium, the arches 
of which still span " the mountain Esk," the opposite bank of 
which was covered with oopsewood, where the dark and heavy 
oak mingled its thick crispea foliage with tlie lighter spray of the 
pale-green sauch and the feathery ash-tree. This venerable bridge 
consists of three quaint high and narrow arches, " over which," 
says one of our modem writers, " all of noble or kingly birth 
tliat approached Edinburgh for at least a thousand years must 
have passed; which has witnessed the processions of monks, the 
march of armies, and the trains of kings; which has rattled 
beneath the feet of Mary*s ambling steed, and thundered beneath 
the war-horse of Cromwell." 

Swollen by the summer flood, the Esk was found by our 
troopers to be rolling in one vast sheet of foam under the three 
arches, each of which are flfty feet in width ; and in froth and 
spray its x^ current lashed rariously against their strong abut- 
ments, sweeping the mingled spoil of field and fell, uprooted 
trees, straw, hay, and grass, fiirm implements, rafters, and garden* 
pales, with the rolling carcasses of sheen and cattle, into the 
harbour, which was tMn so deep as to admit the largest mer- 
chantmen of Norway, of Pomeraiiia, and of Holland ; and many 
of these vessels, built' in that quaint style which the Dutch have 
yet retained unchanged, were riding with all their anchors out, 
to stem the furious speat 
The narrow pathway of the bridge was then barred or spanned 
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by a transverse arch and an iron gate, traces of whicl) are yet 
remaining in the parapets. The warder dwelt in a small house 
on the other side, and as the barrier was closed, the night 
darkening fast, and the rain still pouring down, the two lords 
and their drenched mosstroopers halloed loudly and impatiently 
for passage through ; but the keeper of the gat^ paia not the 
slightest attention to their loud and angry summons. 

" Hark," said Lord Hailes; " what hour is that now striking?" 

The mournful notes of an old bell were now heard, but faintly 
and far between, upon the gusts of wind. 

" Ten by Musselburgh clock," said Borthwick ; " ten, and wo 
still loiter here !" 

Above the trees they could discern, against the murky sky, 
the quaint steeple of the Town House, in which there yet remains 
a bell-clock of the fifteenth century, which was presented to the 
burgh by their High Mightinesses, the States of Holland. 

The dusk was now so deep that the foliagcd bank opposite 
seemed all black and solid; and the white and foaming river 
boiled and thundered past so rapidly and fiercely, that the 
boldest trooper among our adventurers shrunk from attempting 
to swim his horse across it ; for if the^ essayed it above the 
bridge, they ran the chance of being brained against the arches, 
on which tne stream had risen ; and if below it, of being power- 
lessly swept with the dibris of its banks among the boats and 
shipping. Red and fiery, the stars were seen to peep at times 
between the flying scud, while the dark trees tossed their foliage 
on the gusty wind, like the black plumes of our modem Scottish 
infantrv. 

At times a mournful cry rose amid the ^loom that enveloped 
the rolUng river, and the grim horsemen reined back their reek- 
ing steeds, and looked d^ldy and inquiringly in each other's 
iaces. 

" Hear ye that, sirs ?" said the Laird of Blackcastle. " What 
doth it sound like P" 

" The monks chanting Be Profkndis in St. Michael's Kirk," 

said Lord Hailes. 

"God's malison on this base runnion of a warder!" cried 
Borthwick, impatiently. 

" Hark I" said Hailes ; " there comes that wailing cry again !" 

" 'Tis the Water Kelpie !" muttered the troopers, for the belief 
in that aquatic demon was yet strong in Scotland; and thus 
there was not a rider thei-e who did not tremble at the 
idea of being drawn by that voracious fiend into his den below 
the flood. 

" By my soul, I'll ride the river," said Hailes, boldly; "there 
should be a ford herej I think, but the darkness is such that I 
cannot seef" 
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''Beware, in Heaven's name, my lord," cried Blackcastle, 
anxiously throwing his horse before the charger of his chief; 
" beware, lest your life be needlessly perilled ; for even were the 
flood stemmed, ye may not abide the Kelpie's grasp. Listen to 
me," he continued, speaking breathlessly ; ** I had once a narrow 
escape from one at the Brig of Tyne, when last I crossed it 
during a Lammas flood. I had bought me a black horse from a 
strange-looking carle at the Haddington market; and at the 
sight of water, however far ofi, this horse became wild and 
ii*antic ; it kicked, plunged, and neighed ; and when we oflered 
him a drink, he dashed over the bucket, and laved its contents 
about him with delight. When I rode him along the bridge at 
the Nunraw, he uttered an awesome yell as he rose into the air 
with me, and sprane over the parapet; and lo! I fouiv myselt 
astride a kelpie in uiat black Lammas flood, at mirk midnight! 
He turned upon me with open jaws, and eyes that blazed with 
fire ! But I signed the cross between us, and then he sunk from 
me, yelling like a fiend as he was ; and drowned I had been 
assuredly, had I not caught the branch of a sauch-tree and 
reached the shore— 



If 



" And thy devilish horse-couper, what of him P* 

" He was never more seen." 

" St. Mary ! he must have been the devil !" said Hailes. 

" Or Michael Scott of Balwearie," said Home. 

" Blackcastle, blow thy bugle," said his chief, " and we'll crop 
the gate-ward's ears if the^ hear it not." 

"Woe to the loitering villain !" grumbled Home. 

" His gudewife will be keeping him a-bed," said the other 
lord; " and perhaps the poor man dare not rise." 

" I have heard that tne grey mare is the better hprse here,'* 
said Blackcastle, as he blew a startling blast ; " and I have seen 
good proof that the poor gate-ward is only Joan Tamson's man, 
as the saw hath it." 

"How " 

" The rosemary sprig bomo at their wedding now flourishes ia 
his kail-yard, like a green bay-tree." 

"The drowsy rascal; I'll strew its branches on his coffin- 
board. Blow again !" 

Once more Blackcastle poured the notes of his horn to the 
wind ; and as the echoes mingled with the roaring of the river 
and the moaning of the trees, that low wailing cry, so chilling to 
their hearts, was heard again ; and now lights began to twinkle 
in the warder's cottage. 

" Pest upon thee, villain !" said Borthwick ; " while we are 
detained here, our birds may indeed be flown from Loretto. He 
ought to know 'tis no ordinary errand that bringeth men abroad 
in weather such as this." 
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As he spake a white figure, evidently that of a woman in a 
long dress, appeared on the opposite bank of the stream, and 
beckoned repeatedly to the troopers to attempt the ford. 

•**Tis the keeper's wife," said one; "I ken the carlin weel by 
her lang luggit mutch." 

'* 'Tis the Kelpie— beware, beware !" said another, while their 
horses trembled, kicked, and plunged, and their eyes shot fire, as 
a deadly terror seemed to possess them— a terror easily commu- 
nicated to their superstitious riders. 

Still the figure pointed to the ford and beckoned impatiently. 

" Thank you, mistress," cried Hailes ; " but we would rather 
not attempt it; so instantly open the gate." 

But she continued to beckon, and her voice, if she used it, was 
lost in the howling of the wind and the hoarse roaring of the 
stream ; so, finding their horses were becoming quite nnmanage* 
able, Lord Home lost his temper, a commodity which he was ever 
losing and long of recovering. 

" Hag!" he exclaimed; '* undo the gate, or begone at once to 
Iiell r 

On this, it is related, a wild shriek was heard, and the white 
wavering figure disappeared. 

At the same moment, the warder came hurriedly and opened 
the barrier. 

*' Wretched varlet !" said the imperious Home, giving the man 
a blow with his clenched hand ; " thou hast kept us waiting long 
enough ; why did not that hag of thine open the gate, instead of 
seeking to wile us by the ford P" 

** A thousand humble pardons, noble gentlemen," stammered 
the poor warder ; ** but — but — ^a hag, said ye P" 

"Ay, thy gudewife, carle," said Blackcastle; "I know her 
well enough by her long-eared coif*." 

" God assoil us ! Ye have seen a spirit ; for my wife was 
drowned at the ford this fatal morning, and noo we are streekin' 
her puir wat corpse for the burial ! Oh ! sirs," wept the keeper, 
" what is this o't — ^what is this o*t p" 

"By St. Mary! we have seen a spectre I" shouted Hailes, 
dashing spurs into his horse, and clearing the bridge at abound; 
and foriously all the train followed him through the dark but 
wide street of Musselburgh. 

This event shed a species of horror over the whole party, 
whose faculties, never very clear at any time, were past inquiring 
whether or not it was a supernatural figure they had seen ; so 
they all spurred on to leave the bridge smd stream behind, and 
to reach Jjoretto as soon as possible. But whether the delay 
which occurred at the gate was productive of good or evil con- 
sequences to the lovers at the Hermitage, another chapter or so 
mU disclose* 
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CHAPTER LI. 

LADY EFFIE's LETTEB. 

** Bat now we p&rfc, and it may be that years shall wing their flight 
Ere thou again wilt cheer my heart, or rise upon my sight ; 
Then fare thee well ! in other days, in years of after life. 
On fancy's wings, I'll turn to thee, and bless the land of Fiib."— ^nofi. 

The weather had hecome gloomy, and continued bo. Thongh 
the month was merry and sunny June, and all the woods of 
fertile Fife were then in their fullest foliage, the sky lowered 
heavily over the Gennan Sea, and the waves of the Firth hroke 
sulleDiy on the pillared hluffs of Crail and Elie ; and, driven hy 
the east wind, the breakers of Largo Bay broke furiously upon 
the Dyke, and dashed their spray on the sandy shore beyond it. 

This noble bay, in which the Scottish ships and their prizes 
were still at anchor, forms a semicircle of about ten mues Of 
coas^ marked by a peculiar ridge of sand, called by fishermen 
the Dyke ; and old tradition says it was a wall or rampart, that 
ran from Ejncraig, roimd all the bay,to Methul,and that it con- 
tained a forest, called the Wood of Forth. In corroboration of 
this, the anchors of ships have been known to drag up the roots 
of oaks from their beds in the sand below. 

The Yellow Frigate and her consorts rode quietly there at 
anchor, and safe from eveiy wind but a south one. 

Meanwhile,inLargoHouse there was a gay and joyous company, 
for the hospitable old admiral made all welcome — Englishman 
and Scot— to the noble dwelling with which the grateful king, 
James IIL, had gifted him. The castle was old, for in ancient 
times it had been a jointure-house of the queens consort, and 
built, some say, for Jolande de Dreux, the bride of Alexander IIL 
Northward of it rose the conical hill of Largo, green to its 
summit, which stands nine hundred feet above the yellow shore. 
Kear the castle grew a pine coppice, in the centre of which 
yawned a wild and deep ravine, the KeiVs Den, famous in tho 
annals of sorcery and horror. Through this brawled a mountain 
bum, which rushed to meet the waters of the bay. 

The noble barony of Largo had been grant^ by James III. 
to his &vourite admiral, because it was the place of his birth, 
the royal donor considering, " Gratuita et fideua servicia sibi per 
&miliarem servitorem suum Andream Wod, commorante in 
Leith, tam per terram, quam per mare, in pace et guerra, gra- 
tuiter impensa, in Regno Scotis) et extra idem, et signanter 
OONTSA INIMIG08 suos Akolia, et dampnum per ipsum ^dream 
inde sustenta, suum personam gravibus vit® exponendo periculus 
18 die Martii, 1482 ;" for thus runs his charter, whicn is yet 
mserved in the office of the great seal of Scotland. 
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The evening was grey ; a mist was settling over the estaarj, 
and the woods and hilTofLargo looked dark and nigh ; on the towei', 
head of the admiral's mansion, Barton and Falconer were pacin<; 
to and fro, with their quarter-deck step, conversing on their 
chances in love and war, and awaiting the return of Willie Wad, 
whom, as related, they had, on the previous day, despatched to 
Leith with letters to the sisters. 

The admiral was on hoard the fleet, seeing after the repair of 
damages and awaiting tidings of the lost king or the rebellious 
harons. 

Howard and Margaret Drummond were seated together on 
the cushioned seats of a deep window in the hall. It overlooked 
the wooded glen, through which the yellow sunlight straggled 
in the haze of the misty evening ; and both were silent and sad, 
for their hearts were occupied by many heavy thoughts. 

That of Howard was full of Margaret; but her heart was 
wandering away to Bothesay and their child. 

She was very pale, yet a tinge of health had returned to her 
soil cheek, now that hope was reviving in her breast ; now that 
she was no longer the secret prisoner of Henry and the victim of 
his cold intrigues ; and now that she was about to be restored 
to the powerful protection of her father, and her youthful 
Imsband. With her white hand she playfully caressed a large 
Scottish staghound, which had ventured to nestle his great 
rough head upon her knees. 

Her fine bright hair, which she had long neglected — at least 
during her sad sojourn on board the Sarry — ^was now smoothly 
hraided above her forehead, and it shone like threads of gold in 
the occasional sunbeams that stole through the deep cmbayment 
of tlie window ; and nothing could be prettier or more becoming 
than the fashion of her blue velvet hood, with its white satin 
lining, tied by twelve little friars* knots of fine silver— a favourite 
ornament with the Scottish belles of the time. 

Howard thought he had never seen her looking so beautiful 
. or so seductive ; and she believed that she had never seen him 
more sad and more silent. 

The residence of a day or two in the lonelv Castle of Largo, in 
the society of the gentle Drummond, with the painful cer&iniy 
of a total separation now close at hand, had sealed the fate of the 
poor English captain, by destroying his happiness for ever. 

" Then I have no hope now — none P" said he, gazing upon her 
tenderly and earnestly, as he referred to a previous and most 
. anxious conversation. 

" It is most painful, good Howard, that my lips should — " 
said Margaret, with hesitation, " should ever confirm anything 
that — that is calculated to make unha'^^y a heart so kind, so 
noble, and so true as thine : but oh, I beseech you to be assured^ 
that to love me }» indeed a iiopel^ss task/' 
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** Curse on our king's cold-blooded policy!" he exclaimed, in 
bitterness and sorrow. " Had I known you under kinder and 
better auspices, — under any other than as the compatriot of 
infamous abductors, you had perhaps listened to me with more 
approbation. I am indeed unibrtunate — more unhappy than the 
power of language can convey." 

He paused, and Margaret sighed with impatience. 

" My heart, that never knew another love, is all your own, 
sweet Margaret ; it became so from that time when over your 
senseless form I spread my cloak in pity ; on that unfortunate 
night at Dundee ; a night to me the source of mingled joy and 
woe, for then I knew you first." 

" Alas, poor Edmund Howard ; you were indeed bom under 
an evil star.** 

"Madam, it had been well for me if, in our battle in the 
Downs, a shot from Barton's ships had ended my career, before 
this northern mission was devised. I had then been spared the 
pain of losing; you— of loving you in vain !'* 

He turned his eyes away, and pressed his hands upon his 
breast, for the depth of his emotion was great. 

Margaret gazed u^n him with mournful interest: he was 
indeed most winning m manner and noble in aspect, for he was 
the stateliest captain in all King Henry*8 infant fleet. 

His face and form were unexceptionable, and his attire was 

forgeous. His hmic was cloth-of-^ld, brocaded, and fastened 
y twenty little clasps, studded with diamonds, and on each 
breast were six slashes of blue silk. A collar of twelve pearls, 
with twelve medallions of the apostles, encircled his neck, and at 
the end of it hung his silver whistle, his badge of office and 
command. His cap was of scarlet velvet, edged with pearls ; his 
long hose were of lawn-coloured silk, and his shoes of crimson 
leather. 

" Captain Howard,*' said Margaret, after a long and painful 
pause, " I will make you the ^rtner of a secret, if, on your 
nonour,you promise me to keep it from others; for it is of 
mighty import to me,— a secret valuable as life, dear as honour." 

" Oh, command me, madam," said Howard, kneeling down and 
removing his cap, full of that chivalric entibusiasm which was 
peculiar to the time as well as to the man. " Your wish shall 
seal my lips as close as death himself." 

" Well, my kind, good Howard, imagine how I have suffered 
by your professions of love to me, and how much is the pity I 
feel, when obliged to acknowledge that I am the wedded wife of 
the crown prince, and am now, by virtue of this his ring, tho 
Duchess of Rothesay, and Countess of Carrick." 

Howard was paralysed by this fatal intelligence; again ho 
dasped hid hands, and his nut-brown cheek grew ashy pale. 
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"Oh, ttadam/' said he, "to me your secret is worse than 
death ; for sow I am indeed hopeless, crushed, and rained ! 
Honour and love are alike lost to me ! The wife of Rothesay — " 

" Wedded to him, Howard, a year ago, in my uncle's cathedral 
of Dunblane. 'Tis best to know the worst at once — ay, wedded !** 

" Despite his betrothal to a princess of England?" 

" Despite a more serious barrier — our ties of blood; and hence 
tills fatal secresy." 

" Oh, most fatal — ^fatal, at least, to me ! But say, dear madam, 
knew Henry our king of this espousal P" 

" He knew not, or, knowing, little cared : but the Bishop of 
Dunblane has been lawlessly seized on his way &om Rome with 
our dispensation, and now well must Henry Imow this well-kept 
secret, which was hidden even &om my father and my own 
beloved sisters." 

Now there was a long and sorrowful pause. 

Howard felt assured that he ooxdd urge nothing more, and 
Margaret, after a time, spoke kindly to him of other things — ^but 
in vain; for his passion for her was the onlv idea that had 
soothed, or made him forget at times the mortification of being 
a prisoner, and of his late defeat — ^a defeat so remarkable, when 
the smallness of the attacking force is considered : but history 
shows us, that in all his battles Sir Andrew Wood never feared 
to encounter double his strength at any time, and never encoun- 
tered without being yictorious ; so, on that score Howard had no 
reason for shame. 

• Meanwhile, the communings of Robert Barton and Sir Davis 
Falconer on the bartizan overhead were interrupted hy the 
appearance of Master Wad, who, bonnet in hand, ascended to 
tneii" lofty promenade by the narrow wheel-stair of a turret, that 
gave admiUance to tiie battlement, and which yet overlooks the 
orchard of the house. 

" Welcome, good shipmate," said Barton. 

" Well, what tidings, Willie P" added Falconer ; for in Scotland 
it is still the kindly custom with persons in authority to address 
inferiors by their Christian name. 

Not conceiving it conducive either to his interest or reputation 
to relate how ho had lost, and so narrowly regained, the letter of 
Lady Euphemia, the gunner smoothed down his obstinate fore- 
lock, made the invaritmle scrape with his foot, and delivered the 
missive to Robert Barton ; after which he hurried away to join 
one whom he deemed his own peculiar prisoner, — ^the pretty 
English Rose, who had been also awaiting nis retmn. 

*• It is from Euphemia !" said Barton, reading it huniedly ; 
" from dear Effie ; and she says it must equally suffice for one 
from Sybilla to you. It tells of close surveillance, of tlieir father's 
rouglmessy and their new lovers* oool insolence and quiet per- 
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tinacity • 'SdeaUi I* woald we were alongside of them for three 
minutes — only three minutes, Ba^ie. A time has heen fixed for 
their marriage-; — " 

" Their marriage !" reiterated Falconer, stamping his heel on 
the haitizan. 

" They dread the amval of their uncle the dean—" 

" A stem man— hard of heart and dark of brow ; I know him 
weU." 

'' And implore ns to find a place where they can be sheltered 
until these doubles are past, and the army oi the insurgent lords 
is disbanded. Moreover, they promise to meet us on Friday even- 
ing at the Chapel of Loretto, beside the Links of Musselburgh-— 
kind Effie !" 

" We'll keep the tryst," said Falconer ; ** Loretto— know ye 
the place, Robert, for we must not wander much on yonder side 
of Forth?" 

" I know it well; 'tis a run of eighteen miles across the river, 
and we'll take the ship's pinnace or the boat of Jamie Gair, which 
lies yonder, anchored by the Dyke; but to find them a place of 
shelter, that puzzles me sorely !" 

•* If dear Sybie would but marry me—" 

'' Perhaps she would, David, now, when matters are at the 
worst ; but where would you place her, while you were afloat— 
eh?" 

" Alas ! I have neither house nor hold— nor any home, but 
the Yellov) Frigaie** 

" Nor I ; for now these rebel lords have seized my manor of 
Bamton and my father's house in Leith ; but I hope soon to make 
a clear ship of them." 

" Then all these dos-nobles would cry aloud for vengeance, at 
the sisters taking shelter with us." 

" Two jovial young bachelors." 

" Nay," said Falconer, with a sigh of anger ; " as two plebeians, 
whose presumption brought dishonour on a noble house." 

" Let them cry ; it suits their fancy." 

" But we must find a secret as well as sure place, lest they 
be carried off from us at the sword's point ; for the Lords Drum- 
mond, Hailcs, and Home, could march with ease five thousand 
men to recover them. I know their power better than thee, 
Sobert, the half of whose life, and more, has been spent upon the 
water. Besides, Lady Euphemia haji written to you, perhaps, 
when spurred on by some keen excitement ; and it may so chance 
that when the time comes, they will shrink from conmiitting 
themselves to our care." 

" What I Effie shrink firom oommittmg herself to the care of 
her betrothed P Thou art a timid lover, Davie." 

'' I am cnuhed in spirit l^ my evil fortune." 



i 
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" When their hearts are touched, women (and io their gioiy 
be it said) scorn alike the vaunted rubbish ot' feudal pride ana 
the cold north wind of worldly prudence ! Besides, who has a 
better right to secure the safety of Lady Effie than I P Am I 
not her affianced husband, whose ring of promise is on her finger? 
Stay — thou knowest, Davie, that my aunt, Eobina Barton, is 
pxioress of the Grey Sisters at Dundee ; and for the love she 
D&acs us, she will gladly keep the three sisters until this breeze 
blows past and the kind's authority is enforced." 

"Bight, Bob; I would rather trust them with that reverend 
lady and ber good Claresses, than in the strongest castle in 
Scotland. For these lords might storm and sack ue stronghold 
— «ven the Bass itself, — when they dare not molest the poor 
nuns ; but we must consult the admiral—" 

" He is on board the ships in the bay." 

" Or Howard — ^but then he fc* an Englishman, and consequently 
knows little' or nothing of Scotland or her customs." 

"But he is a brave fellow, a foeman though he bo," said 
Barton, with a darkening face ; " and I might learn to love him 
had not my father fallen in battle by his brother's hand." 

Leaving the two friends and lovers to arrange, consider and 
reconsider their plans, — leaving poor Howard to console himself 
the best way he can, — Cleaving the admiral busied about his ships 
and their prizes, while his gunner and coxswain, though staunch 
Scotsmen, were yielding to English influence, like greater men in 
more modem tmies, but after a more honourable fashion, for 
they were lowering their colours to the prettv Cicely, and the 
bright-eyed Bose, on whom their kind leader nad bestowed two 
carcanets of silver, studded with those beautiful stones whicli are 
found upon the beach of Fife, and from their deep red colour are 
called Elie Bubies— leaving Father Zuill busied in thedevelopment 
of the great parabolic speculum, — ^and leaving young Margaret 
sighing with impatience to rejoin her boy nusband, we will 
dumge the scene to the other side of the river. 



CHAPTEB LII. 

9HB HSBUIT OF LOBETTO. 

'**Ti8 your belief the world was made for man; 
Kings do bnt reason on the self-same plan. 
Maintaining yours, you cannot theirs condemn, 
Who think, or seem to think, man made for them." — Cowper. 

AicoNO all the places esteemed for sanctity, at a time when 
a singular mixture of high religious veneration and a strong 
faith ainountin^ to adoration and sublimity, united to grosa 
Buperstition^-^xisted in the land, there was none in Sootland 
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tor &moTi8 as the chapel and hermitage of Our Lady of Loretto, 
which stood a little way without the eastern gate of Mussel- 
burgh. 

It belonged to the abbots of Dunfermline, and had been built 
in an age anterior to all written record ; so now, we know Qot 
when it was founded or by whom. The obscurity in which its 
early history was enveloped left fancy free, and thus the fane 
enjoyed a celebrity for holiness second only to the Cottage of 
the Nativity, like which, it became famous for effecting super- 
natural cures and conversions on visitors and devotees. 

The nuns of St. Catharine of Sienna patronised the cell and 
Boucht the prayers of the ascetic who dwelt in the hermitage. 
In August, 1530, before visiting France, James Y. made a' pil- 
grimage of more than forty miles on foot, to Loretto. Ladies 
about to be delivered sent there their childbed linen, to obtain 
the " odour of sanctity." If they recovered, the hermit attri- 
buted it to the powers of the shrine ; if they died, to their own 
evil and sin. There, it was affirmed that sight had been restored 
to the blind, and strength to the lame ; but under the coarse and 
pungent satires of Sir David Lindesay of the Mount, and one in 
particular by John Enox, beginning— 

" I, Thomas the Hermit, in Loreitte, 
Sanct Francies Order do heartillie greet," 

the shrine ultimately lost all reputation and honour; it was 
demolished, and its materials form the present Tolbooth of the 
town — ^little more being left of Loretto than the name and a 
vault imder a wooded mound. 

By the decline of tlie Church, and the general decay of religious 
sentiment, before the Reformation, the pilgrimages to Loretto 
became mere scenes of debauchery and an excuse tor licentious- 
ness. 

In the days of James III. the shrine enjoyed its ancient fame 
— >pure and undeiiled ; and Father Fairlie, the Franciscan who 
then occupied the hermitage, afterwards attained a great age, for 
he was the immediate predecessor of the Father Thomas refen-ed 
to in the pasquil of Knox. Though a pious enthusiast in some 
respects, he was not at all one of those wno thought 

** To merit hearen by making earth a hell.'* 

He had been a soldier in his vouth, and fought in the Douglas 
wars ; so he said his office dailv and never omitted his prayers^ 
or withheld kind advice from tnose who sought his shrine ; and 
yet withal, he enjoyed the various good things of this life that 
came his way. Thus, though he went abroad barefooted and 
wore the grey woollen gown and cowl, with the knotted girdle 
prescribed by his patron St. Francis of Assisi, he was one of tho 
most sleek and well fed of the brotherhood in Scotland. 
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It was towards the afibernooc of that stonny day desoribed in 
a recent chapter. From the Firth a cool wind blew over the sandy 
knolls and broomy hollows of Musselburgh Links ; the old woods 
of Pinke]^ and the venerable oaks around the Chapel of Loretto 
moaned in the rising wind, and their damp foliage whistled 
drearily. The sky wore a dingy grey hue to the eastward, 
darkening as it approached the horizon, which served as a back- 
ground, and against which the white curling waves of the Firth 
rose and fell, while the bitter surf boomed &r along the echoing 
shore. 

No less than three substantial burgess-wives of the ** honest 
town" had been at the shrine on this morning, craving the prayers 
of the hermit ; one for the recovery of her spouse, who was a 
leper on Inchkeith ; a second that her child might be cured of 
the croup ; and a third that her husband might escape from the 
Turks, who had taken him prisoner in the Levant, all of which 
Father Fairlie promised should be done " without delay, if they 
h&di faith;*' — ^however, each had what was of more importance to 
him, a basket of viands, ready cooked, which they deposited and 
dcp£u*ted. 

The hermit, af!;er a long and sorrowful contemplation of a 
daintily roasted duck and side of lamb, was compeUed (the day 
being Friday) to content himself with a couple of pounds of 
kippered salmon, five or six buttered eggs, and a quart of Rhenish 
wine for dinner ; ailer which he stroked his paunch, made a sign 
of the cross three times, and blessed the three burgess- wives in 
his heart. He then drew his grey cowl over his face, and walked 
forth upon the beach for the double purpose of gaining an 
apijetito for supper and saying "his office, or daily set of pre- 
scribed prayers m Latin ; though some persons who were envious of 
the popularity enjoyed by Friar Fairhe among the maids, wives, 
and widows of the honest town — for so was Musselburgh 
named, par excellence, by the Regent Randolph in 1333 — • 
averred that he knew no more of Latinity than a few scraps, 
with which he incessantly interlarded his conversation; and as 
the said scraps sounded very mysterious and holy, they were not 
without havmg a due and potent effect upon the simple-minded 
folks who heard them. Some were rash enough to assert that at 
vespers he had been heard in his hermitage singing, ''Jollie 
Martin," and that old ditty which became so &mous in the time 
of James V.— 

** BUI wilt thou come by a lute 
And belt thee in Sanct Francis cord ;" 

but all this we verily believe to have been mere scandal, raised 
by the chaplains of other oratories in the burgh, who be- 
longed to nval orders, and were envious of the fame enjoyed 
by the poor Frandscan hermit and his shrine at Lorotto. without 
the gate. 
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The attention of our new friend the recluse was divided 
between his daily office, which he repeated drowsily and 
mechanically, and in watching the lowering of the sky and sea, on 
which a hoat with her large lug-sail squared was running sti'aight 
for the beach which bordered tne links. 

She cut thi-ouch the water, riding over, or cleaving asunder 
the waves with her shai'p prow, and throwing on each side a 
continual shower of spi-ay ; the helmsman steered her straight 
for the shore, and being aware that the tide was ebbing, beached 
her firmly into the soft sand, while at the same moment two 
■companions whom he had on board reduced the sail, hauled 
down the yard, and struck the mast. Th^ then threw over the 
anchor, to keep her fast when the tide floated her again ; and 
stepping into the surf in their long boots which came above the 
£nee, they crossed the links (or downs, as they would be called 
in England) and approached the observant friar. 

The latter was gkd to perceive that one of the trio carried an 
ample basket on one arm and had a small keg under the other ; 
and these — as there were no smugglers in those primitive times 
—he fondly believed were dutiful offerings for himself. ' 

The three men, who came straight towards him, wore the 
coarse grey doublet, cloak, and short trews then worn by the 
Scottish seaman, with long fisher boots ; but under this plain 
attire, the quick eye of the nermit detected in each the upper rim 
of a gorget of fine steel, and other indications which led him to 
suspect that two of them at least, were gentlemen, who under 
their humble garments had each a good coat of mail ; and such 
was really the case, for the three mysterious boat voyagers were 
none else than Robert Barton, Sir David Falconer, and Willie 
Wad, who had boldly nin across that morning from Largo in a 
fisherboat, aU undeterred by the threatening aspect of tne sky 
and weather, and still less by terror of the insurgents — ^for eacn 
had with him his sword, dagger, and handgun. 

" Good-morrow, fether," said Barton, with a profound saluta- 
tion ; " we presume you are the Franciscan Father of Loretto." 

"Dominus vobiscum — gude-morrow, my baims," said the 
hermit, waving a blessing to them with his fat fingers ; " come 
ye here to pray ?" he added, eyeing with affection the basket 
and barrel 

"We have run in here and anchored, good father, for the 
double purpose of avoiding the black squall now comiug on, and 
of offering up a small orison at the slnine of Loretto, where- 
much as I have heard of it — I never, to my shame, have been 
before," said Robert Barton. 

"Come ye here, sirs, to pray alone?'* asked the hermit 
inquisitively. 

" Alone" — ^reiterated Falconer, puzzled by the question | " dost 
not see there are three of us f** 
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"Benedictufl dominus Deus," said the friar, shrugging his 
shouldersi over which his grey^cowl hung, for hy past experience, 
he had a shrewd guess that ladies would soon arrive. 

" This is the wav to my hermitage — enter, and the blessings of 
the day bo on ye, for every day is blessed." 

" The eleventh of this monm, for example ?" said Falconer. 

''Nay, in all his wickedness, man cannot curse it; but our 
poor king — are there yet no tidings of him P" 

" None ; and awful rumours are abroad anent his fate." 

" Our pilgrimage here is dark and devious," sighed Father 
Fairlie, eyeing the basket again ; " yea, it is full of pitfalls, 

crooks, and thorns — Benedictus dom but take care, friend, 

that barrel will slip and the ale be spilled." 

" Wha tauld ye it was ale, friar r" asked the gunner, with a 
smirk ; " maybe it*s only bilge ?" 

"What?" asked the Franciscan. . 

" Peace, WilUe," said Sir David Falconer; " by %p- faith, 
priest, it is the best of French brandv." 

" Well, as I was saying, our path here in this valley of sorrow, 
is indeed full of dangers and doubt The poor king — (brandy 
indeed ! — Causa nostrse IsetitisB !) — the king of the commons, 
alake !" and the friar beat his breast, through which a glow had 
spread on hearing with what the keg was filled. 

They now approached the chapel, which was surrounded by a 
high stone wall, and stood amid a grove of venerable oak trees, 
the branches of which wore widely spread and entwined together. 
One of these bore the name of the Weirdwoman*8 Aik, from 
what circumstance it is now impossible to ascertain, but in- 
numerable tales of terror were connected with it. There the souls 
of those who had committed acts of sacrilege during their 
lifetime had been heard to moan, and were seen to hover near 
the precincts of the holy place ; there the Druids had performed 
their impious rites in the days of their awful rule; and there the 
gentle fairies yet danced in the bright moonlight, on the festival 
of St.- John, as every hermit of Loretto had averred since the 
chapel was founded. 

Moreover, more than one fugitive, who, unable to reach the 
sanctuary of the chapel, or, mistrusting its security, had clambered 
up the oak and taken shelter there, had never more come down; 
thus it was with something of the superstitious awe incident 
to their time and profession that Barton, Falconer and the gunner 
gazed up at the dark, dense foliage of the weirdwoman's aik, 
and approached the chapel. 

This venerable fane, which had been built by the Kuldei 
(corrupted gaelic for "the servants of Gk)d") at a time when 
sculpture was merely an adjunct to masonry, was massive and 
plain ; for though erected for the simple form of worship those 
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early priests performed within its walls, it exhibited the engrafted 
decorations of later times. Built of dark grey stone, it was a 
simple parallelogram, destitute of transept and of aisle. Its 
door and windows were arched, and the latter were small and 
placed high in tlio wall, having been for ages unglazed, — the 
Kuldee architect had wished to screen the half-savage wor- 
shippers from the cold east wind that usually blows from the 
Forth, and from the sandy links ; yet much of the solemnity 
and mystery peculiar to catholic edifices were imparted to it, by 
a gilded figure of the Saviour on his cross, which stood above the 
altar ; and before it, were daily offerings of flowera. 

Above this image shone the letters I.N.B.I.; below was a 
niche covered by a grotesquely sculptured canopy of stone : here 
were the elements, within a gilded door, around which were the 
following words in old gothic letters, cut in the stone^and flourished 
in blu^|i|^d gold. 

£0t. Serbatum Corp&d. ex* bergine. natttnu 

the three visitors, after dipping their right hands in the 
font at the chapel door, proceeded, like good catholics, to say a 
prayer or two on their knees before the carved stone rail which 
enclosed the altar, the hermit peeped into the basket which the 
gunner had left without (giving nim a wink and nod as he did 
so); and the reverend father enumerated the contents with great 
satisfaction, muttering between many a scrap of pious Latinity, — 

** A goose, roasted — daintily, too — ^mater purissima ! — and stufied 
with cloves and spices, doubtless ; a pout pasty; three choppin 
flasks of Eochelle, as I Hve ! good ; — ^and a mutcbkin of canaiy ; a 
bag of maccaroons, with ten crowns, and five lyons — Dominus 
vobiscum. Master gunner, you are a worthy soul; imd your 
masters are generous 1" 

The brevity of their prayers convinced the hermit that they 
had not come for religious porpoMS alone, and scrutinizing them 
he said, — 

" My gude sirs, your mariners' garb fails to conceal from me 
that you have iron harness below t^ese gaberdines of firieze." 

"True, father," said Barton, smilins^; "we are shelled over 
like partans. But what of that ? In these desperate times men 
are not wont to go abroad unarmed." 

" Then who may ye be ?" 

" We may be a couple of rascals," said Falconer, laughing, in 
that free manner acquu'ed by soldiering ; " and would be traitors, 
most likely, if our blood was noble ; but being of humble birth, 
m only the sous of our own deserts, we are the king's liege men, 
and true Scotsmen." 

" Benedictus dominua," mumbled the hermit. 
. " TbiK is iiobert Barton, captain of the yellow carayel; this is 
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Master Wad, our gunner wigbt, and I am David Falconer, 
knight, and a captain of the king's arquebusses.*' 

The fat and full-faced hermit threw back his cowl, and taking 
each by the hand with warmth, said,— 

" God and St. Mary bless ye, sirs ; for though yonr fathers 
were but humble men, you are the sons of gf£ant deeds, and 
have stood nobly by our hapless king. Welcome to my poor 
oell, sirs, and to share the gude cheer ye have brought me. But 
hark — ^here are horses 1" he added, as the sound of hoofs was 
heard without. 



CHAPTER Lin. 

THE TEYST AT LOBETTO. 

" Perfect lore hath power to soften 
Cares that might our peace destroy ; 
ITay, does more— transforms them often r— 
Changing sorrow into joy." — Cowpeb. 

The hermit's eyes were filled by a cunning leer, as two ladies, 
each followed by a page and female attendant, all mounted, rode 
down the pathway to the chapel, and, whipping up their nags as 
they passed the Weirdwoman's Aik, tney alighted at the arched 
doorway, from which Barton and Falconer hurried forth to 
meet them, full of joy and ardour. 

" Causa nostne Isetitia 1" said the hermit. '* I kenned how it 
would be ; the hen-birds are come at last !*' 

Now, as interviews between lovers ore usually very delightful 
to young ladies in general, we might for their benefit narrate at 
great length all that was said and done by the two fair Drum- 
monds and the brave loyalists who met them at Loretto ; but a 
foreknowledge of the dire conclusion of their tryst, has somewhat 
chilled us, and so we hasten to unfold the more important part of 
their adventures. 

" So, so ; Sancta Maria !" muttered the sleek hermit, as he 
reckoned on his fingers the sum given by the page of Lady 
Euphemia, and the contents of a basket given him by the other. 
"Such is the &shion of prayer in these degenerate modem 
times, and such are the pugnms who usually come to pray. 
Once it was not so. A pity, too, 'tis Friday! That pout pie will 
be quite stale to-morrow. But away with these thoughts, for 
here is a pie of buttered crabs, on which I can sup bravely, and 
with a dear conscience." 

" By my certie. Friar Fairlie, ye might victual a sea-goinff 
ship," said Willie Wad. "Here now are a cask, six flasks, and 
three baskets." 

•• Well," responded tlxe hermit, sulkily, "I shall have the more 
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wherewith to feed the hungry, the puir headsmen and lamiters, 
who will be here betimes in the morning. King William the 
Lion ordained that * Kirkmen sBonld live honestlie by the fmits 
and profits of their kirk ;* even so, sir gunner, do I live by the 
profit and fruit of mine. I lippen to none, and none can say that 
while I have a drop to share or a crumb to divide, the poor or 
the hungiT left the cell of Loretto uncared for." 

'* How black it grows without," said the gunner, somewhat 
abashed, as he hastened to change the subject, and the chapel 
became dark and gloomy, while the distant waves were heard to 
roll like thunder on the lonelv beach. " Those that are at sea 
to-night will hae about as mickle sleep as a weathercock may, in 
a close-reef-topsail breeze." 

" Then do thou take up the barrel and basket, while I take 
these, and come hither with me, master gunner. And you, gen- 
tlemen," he added, to the pages ; '' this stair leads to my cell. 
Let us leave these four friends to their prayers (prayers — mater 
purissima!), while we arrange for them something by way of 
repast. Look ye, sirs, and be quick. Hark ! is that rain P" 

Now the storm which swelled the Esk, and served to detain 
the would-be murderers in the chapel on the Figgate-muir, was 
beginning to descend in all its fury, and the grove of Loretto 
waved in the rising wind, while the deep heavy foliage of the 
weirdwoman's tree swayed mournfully in the gusty blasts. 

Meanwhile, heedless of it (for perhaps they heard it not) the 
lovers poured out their hearts to each other ; for their cause was 
common, and Bai-ton had nothing for the ear of Euphemia that 
Falconer might not hear, while he had no secret lor Sybilla in 
which Ids iriend had not an interest. It was their common 
safety, and the successful issue of their fortunes on which they 
now consulted. 

Impetuous and impulsive, with all her firmness, Euphemia 
gave way to tears and wept bitterly ; and the breast of Sybilla 
was swollen by many a heavy sob. Falconer left nothing unsaid 
to console and to soothe her, while he gazed upon her tenderly, 
SB if he would have said in the words of the poet,— 

" Would I were with thee every day and hour 
Which now I spend bo sadly, far from thee! 
Would that my fonn possessed the magic power 
To follow where my heavy heart would be. 
Whate'er thy lot by land or sea. 
Would I were there, eternally I" 

"My poor blossom, how faded^ and how pale!" said Falconer, 
encircling her by an arm. " But take new courage, dear one, 
for be assured that happier days will come. God controlleth our 
iestinies, and whatever is in store for you, Sybilla, must be hap- 
Incss and peacei" 



8d2 TH8 YELLOW FBiaATX. 



*' I cannot, without presumption, assare myself of that. I have 
endured so much, Sir l>avid, since that awful day at Dundee V 
she added, closing her eyes for a moment as the scene in the 
garden came hefore her. 

" Forget it, as I have forgotten it, my sweet one." 

*' We have been so lonely and so isolated, Euphemia and I, 
that— that— " 

" Thou hast missed me, then, beloved Sybilla !'* 

** Oh yes, as a bird misses the sunshine," said she, with abriglit 
smile through her tears. 

A mute caress was the only reply of Falconer. 

*' And this may be the last time we shall ever meet !" said 
Sybilla, clasping her hands. 

" Unless we nnd a safe harbour for you," said Barton. 

" And found it must be, Robert," said the firmer Euphemia; 
"for if we return to place ourselves under the authority ot 
our father, and — ^and the influence of our uncle, that cold and 
determined dean, we will be hopelessly separated from you ; for, 
women though we be, we dare not refuse to wed those facile fools 
of Angus, Hepburn of Hailes, and Home of Home." 

Barton uttered a bitter laugh, which almost burst the braces 
of his cuirass. 

" Wliat saj you to this, Sybilla P" asked Falconer, with a 
mournful smile. 

" I have nothing to urge," said she, gently ; '' my mind has 
long been without hope, and my heart is so crushed by sorrow 
that I have now less courage than a child." 

''Has the Lord Drummond forgotten altogether that you 
are my plighted wife, Euphemia ?" asked Barton, in a mingled 
tone of tenderness and anger. 

" He forgets all — everything — or despises to remember *' 

" And faith ! I had almost forgotten to give thee that parti- 
cular kiss our dear Margaret sent thee." 

" Stay— the friar " 

" Oh, the hermit— he is busy overhauling our baskets ; well— 
and so Lord Drummond forgets, eh P" 

" Everything of the past ; and now sees notlung but two earl's 
coronets iuid clumps of Border spears ; and hears nothing but 
the whispers of envy, anger, and restless ambitio n ■ ■ " 

" Ay — ^and treason and rebellion." 

" Hush, Bob," said the less confident Falconer; "bethink you 
he is their father P" 

** Poor infatuated old lord," continued Barton, pursuing his own 
train of thought ; " in these times it may be rash to wed, when one 
half of Scotland has unsheathe the sword against the other; but 
why may we not bring in the hermit ; here is an altar (in the 
kingdom we have none holier), and we have witnesses enoug^h 
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—the pages, the tirewomen, and the gunner. Father Fairlie will 
Bplice us all in half the time a reel would run ; what say you, dear 
Euphemia?" 

Syhilla coloured deeply at this proposal, while her sister waved 
her nand in dissent ana said— 

'* Nay, nay, Bohert Barton ; sa;^ no more of that, or this instant 
we mount and ride westward agam ; shelter we must have — a sanc- 
tuary — ^but not such as you would propose." 

" Then for the love she bears me, my aunt» the old Claress of 
Dundee, will gladly receive you both." 

" Such was our wish ; but how to reach her P" 

"By horse or boat — ^which you will. Sauchie's soldiers ^uard the 
Bridge of Stirling ; but the king's ships keep the passage of the river 
at AUoa. At present neither mode can be thought of — to-night at 
least ; for we shall have a blast that will furrow up the very l^ttom 
of the sea, and show old wrecks that lie among the weeds and 
waste below ; yet we shall be happy enough here, whatever betide 
without." 

" I often think, dear Bobert, that happiness has left us forever !" 
said the elder sister, with a sigh. 

" Heaven hath its own ways, Effie, of working out its own ends ; 
and thus it may be all for the best of purposes that we now are 
beating against a head-wind with the ebb-tide of misfortune to boot." 

"Circumstances are seldom so bad. Lady Euphemia, that they 
might not be worse/' said Falconer, cheenully; "we might both 
have been maimed or slain outrigkt in our last battle with the 
English " 

" Oh, that would have been a scene of horror !" said Syhilla, 
wringing her hands. 

"Horror, indeed, dearest Sybie! When the ships (9*ushed together 
till the muzzles of their cannon rung, and the boiEurders were brayed 
to death between them, as their sides thundered in collision." 

" Yea, David," said the Captain ; " many a brave fellow found a 
watery grave that night, and is now lying in pickle off the Isle of 
May. But let us visit the Father Hermit in his cell ; after having 
a suce of meat and a bicker of wine we shall be better able to arranso 
our thoue^hts. And hark ! By my soul, what a blast I How the gale 
rises as &e spirits of the air pipe up fresh gusts of wind; all at sea 
must keep sure watch to-night 1' 

The tempestuous state of the evening prevented the chapel being 
fevoured bv any more visitors ; and the whole party (including the 
four attendants of the ladies), making ten persons in all, sat on the 
stone benches of the Hermit's cell, and by the light of a lamp supped 
pleasantly enough ; though the wind howled through the trees, and 
moaned m the openings of a burial vault close by, and the boom of 
the sea resounded on the beach, while the glai'e of the lightning 
reddened at times the two narrow slits which served as windows U> 



B34 THE YELLOW FBIGATB. 

the recluBe's dormitory, and on the coarse glass of which the heavy 
rain-drops pattered and hiSsed. 

Willie Wad, having nothing else to do (for the ladies' attendants 
seemed more occupied hy the gaily>dreesed pages than with him), 
coiled himself up in a comer, and knowing that he would have to 
keep the harhoor-watch on hoard to-morrow night, had ^one to 
sleep with that sailor-like facility which defies all £scomfort. 

The attendants were awed into silence hy the reputed holiness of 
the place ; the aspect of the cowled hermit, in his grey Francisc^an 
frock, sitting silent and reserved, as he always did hefore strangers; 
and hy the grim aspect of the cell, which was all huUt of bare hewn 
stone, and darkenea by age. 

In a recess on one side lay the bed of the recluse f on the other was 
a rudely sculptured niche, before which projected a little stone font 
for holy water ; within it was a coarse crucifix of black-thom and 
a bare skull, well polished by long use ; and having inscribed on its 
Uanched bony temples a pious legend. 

CHAPTBE IiIV. 

THS WXISDW01iAjr*6 TB|EjB, 

'I eovnt the man mcMt worthleM who woaU fted 
Hifl wavering soul with vain delusive bfope : 
To live with glory, (|r with gloiy <Ue, 
iBefits the noble." — Sophocles. 

TttE evening was growing into night. 

The conversation at Loretto had been maintained in broken and 
unconnected sentences, or in low whispers ; the hermit had retrimmed 
his lamp, removed the remains of the supper, and composed himself 
to finish that part of his " office " which yet remained unsaid ; and 
then he told the maids and pages many a wonderful story of the 
miraculous cures effected at the shrine : how the blind had recovered 
their sight, the sick their health; how the lame had left their 
orutches and wooden legs behind them ; and how, when an impious 
boy had cast a stone at the image of Our Lady, blood dropped from 
her nostrils, to the horror of the beholders, and how that wild little 
boy died the mitred Abbot of Dunfermline. 

Then the gunner, who had wakened up, told many a stoir of a 
fiomewhat di^erent character : of the achievements of Andrew Wood, 
and of brave old Andrew Barton ; and how, in the old war waged by 
Scotland against the Dutch and Portuguese, he had swept all the 
ocean of their ships, from the Fortunate Isles to the swamps of the 
Zuiderzee ; capturing, sinking, or burning their gilded argosies and 
tioble carracques, to avenge the murder of some Scottish mariners 
on the high seas in time of peace ; and how he had baiTcUed up 
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their heads in hrine, and sent aome soores of them to Stirlinff (to the 
no small horror of the good King James) as the hest proof of how- 
he was discharging his duty,-— and as the records of the Secret Council 
still remain to show. 

The wind had gone down as the night darkened ; the rain had 
ceased, and now little more was heard than the roar of the hillows on 
the level shore ; but the lovers were thoughtful and silent, for the 
time of separation was approaching, and no definit6 plan had been 
resolved on. 

Amid this silence the tread of an armed man-— if one might judge 
by the jangling rowels of hearr military spurs — ^was heard to cross 
the chapel floor above them $ for the hermitage was in one of the 
numerous vaults below the edifice. 

" Gate of Heaven— a visitor 1" said the hermit, closing his book, 
and softly ascending the narrow stair to the chapel. Falconer fol- 
lowed with his sword half drawn, and prepared for any meeting or 
emergency. 

The chapel was empty ; there was no one there, and the door was 
still closed, lest the wind might extinguish the six tapers that were 
alw^s burning before the liUle altar. 

" This is most strange !" said the fat hermit, with an expression 
Off perplexity on his sle^ round face. " No man can have crossed 
the chapel, and closed the door too, before we could see him." 

" Some one may be without,'* said Falconer. 

" Sancta Maria ! it may be a warning of approaching evil j keep 
Dack, 8ir David, a little Way, while I look without ; for none dare 
meddle with me." 

Setting down his lamp, the hermit softly opened the chapel door, 
tdlpped out, and looked round him ; the wind had sunk into a low 
moiuiing sotigh ; the stars were shining through the gaps in the 
flying clouds. These gaps revealed patches of blue, occasionally; 
their ragged edges were tinged by the moon ; and a lurid ligne was 
idsible at the horizon. The nignt was still wild-looking ; but the 
storm was evidently past. 

On the pathway which led to the chapel, he saw a group of 
mounted horsemen, one of whom was giving directions to the rest ; 
and in about half k minute after, they separated and formed them- 
selves in a circle round the ediiice, with the unmistakeable design 
of surrounding and entrap^ng its unwary inmates. 

The firiar softlv and hastily closed the door, and drew aeross it 
the ponderous oak bar by which it was secured. 

"How now. Father Hermit P" said Falconer, startled by the pale 
and excited aspect of his usually rubicund visage ; *' what is the 
matter P" 

" Matter ! Sancta Maria ora pro nobis — ^the chapel is beset I" be 
cried, rushing down stairs to alarm still more the startled inmates 
" we are surromnded, hemined in on all sides 1" 

t2 
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" By whom ?" asked Falconer, fttrioosly. 



"Me 



en " 



"The devil, friar I I scarcely expected it would be by wild 
beasts." 

"Ton may find them little better, perhaps. They are a band of 
armed horsemen, who must be in pursuit of you, and who have 
heard our voices or seen the li^ht through this small loop of glass." 

"Horsemen!" said Euphemia; "they must be the mosstroopers of 
Lord Home, or of Hailes. Alas ! Bol>ert Barton, we — we have lureni 
you to this destruction !" 

" Ora pro nobis," mumbled the bewildered hermit, looking npward 
imploringly ; " alack — is this a time for wretched men to wage a 
strife amongst themselves, when the elements are at war with us allp" 

" Away, awav, dearest David," said Sybilla, throwing herself into 
the arms of Falconer ; " reach your boat, and trust to the waves 
rather than to them. They dare not harm us — ^but you and Robert 
Barton — oh. Mother above, have mercy on us !" 

At that moment, the two female attendants unwisely began to 
utter noisy cries of terror, while the startled pages, though but boys, 
grasped their poniards ; then a knocking, like thunder, shook the 
chapel door, and a fierce laugh was heard without the little pdnted 
window of the cell, at which Sybilla saw a grim and bearded face 
appear, with its eyes ^litterin^ under the peak of an iron morion ; 
for there stood Borthwick, with his brazen visage, and heart as hard 
as steel. 

" Be calm," said Barton — " be silent all," he added, with a voice 
of authority ; " take courage, and remember that this is a sanctuary— 
a holy placie." 

" You should have remembered that before making it the scene of 
amorous assignations and unholy dalliance," said the hermit, with 
somethmg of anger. 

"Pardon us," said Barton ; " yet it is not the less a sanctuary." 

"But, I fear me, these masterM limmers would violate the 
blessed sepulchre itself," replied the friar, bitterly, as he hastened to 
conceal the barrel, the two baskets, and the six flasks, in the niche 
beyond the crucifix and skull. 

" Violate it ! dost thou think so P" asked Barton, drawing his 
sword. 

At that instant, again the thundering knocks rang on the chapel 
door, and shouts were heard. 

" A Home ! a Home I" 

" Dost think they will commit sacrilege P" 

" What dare they not do ? Hear ye not thev are Homes P" 

"True — ^true," said Falconer, biting his netner lip; "hark to the 
slogan of the Border-men." 

" Ay," quoth Master Wad; " but mony a gay galley saileth 
under fause colours ; mony a muffled man, and mony a lord-baron, 
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wlien his helmet is closed, if bound on a deed of ill, crieth the 
slogan of another house than his own, to mislead the people." 

" A shrewd suggestion, Willie ; but no other men nave such an 
interest in the snortening of our lives as Hepburn of Hailes 
and " 

" Keepe trysteT* cried a voice without. 

" That is the cry of Hailes — so both are there I" said Falconer, 
with fiery joy. 

" 'Sdeath, said Home ; " open, false priest! Is the chanel of Our 
Blessed Lady aplace for these cushat doves to coo and bill in P By 
Saint Rinnan, Father Hermit, the Lord Abbot of Dunfermline and 
the Archbishop of St. Andrew's shall know of this, and dearly shall 
it cost thee 1" 

" Now we know our enemies," said Falconer, as he and Barton 
exchanged a dark glance of intelligence ; " off with these vile dis- 
guises, Kobert," he added, throwing aside his grey gaberdine and 
short trews, below which appeared a handsome coat of mail ; ** if 
we must die, let us do so like the men we are, not garbed like 
guisards on the night of Hogmenai." 

" Oh, Father Hermit— oh ! is there, is there no avenue — ^no mode 
of escape for them P" said Euphemia, while pale and trembling she 
clung with her white hands to the Mar's coarse grej cassock. 

" None— none ; there is a passage through the bunal vault, towards 
the Imks— " 

" And that-and that—" 

*' Is girded ; — ^hark how they hammer at it now." 

" Saint Mary and Saint John ! then the place is surrounded/' 

" On every side." 

The wretched sisters wrung their hands in an ecstasy of grief; 
while Wad began to tighten his waistbelt, draw his bonnet over his 
brow, and spit with terrible deliberation into the palms of his brown 
hands, as the preliminaries of attempting something desperate. 

" We have but one way," said Falconer. 

" And that P" asked Barton. 

" Is to sally out and die boldly," said he, as he pressed his lip to 
Sybilla's cold white cheek. 

" To dimb the wall of the precincts is impossible," said the 
priest : " it is ten feet high, and its gate is guarded by eight spearmen 
at least, I could reckon their lance-hea£ when glittering in the 
starlight." 

" Eight, and we are but three men on foot," said Barton. 

" If we could but slip out and reach one of these trees," said the 
eunner, " there we might sit perched u^ and undiscovered till the 
burgesses of Musselburgh were roused with their axes and staves." 

" St. Mary forgive me for engaging in this matter ; but it is 
most just to defend the innocent, to punish the sacrilegous, and 
prevent the effusion of Christian blopd^' said the poor hermiti with 
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a sigh of angei*, as he brought up from his cell the aMlc of himAy, 
and staved in the head thereof oy one blow of his sturdy hand. 
" Now, friend gunner, lend me a match from that pistolette of thine, 
and while I souse the leading varlets in burning liquor, do you three 
take shelter in the weirdwoman's tree, for the gate beyond is guarded. 
Among its branches you will be safe from moiestatitni,- and perhaps 
from discovery." 

" Good — ^thou counaellest bravely," said Barton; and all the while 
the incessant din continued at the door without. 

The three shipmates stood ready, with their awords and daggers 
drawn ; the hermit dipped the flaming match into the brandy, from 
which the fire arose in red and bluish lambent light. The ladies 
shrunk back towards the altar-rail, while Wad flung open the chapel 
door. Then, as four or five armed men rushed forward to enter, — 

" Malediction !" cried the hermit, and dashed the flaming spirit 
fall into their faces j while Barton, Falconer, and Wad charged them 
sword in hand, and broke through at the same moment Some of 
the assailants had the aventayles of their helmets shut, thus the hot 
spirit passed through the eyelet-holes, and half or wholly blinded 
them for the time. There was a momentary shock — a clashing of 
blades, and emission of sparks, as two men were hurled to l^e earth, 
and one run through the body by our fugitives, who, being well 
aware that the outer gate of the precincts was securely guarded, 
hastened to the weirdwoman's tree, and with no other footing on Ite 
rough and gnarled bark than such as desperation and the fierce 
energy of the moment supplied, they clambered up, all heavily 
accoutred as they were. Wad was first secure among the branches, 
and Barton next. Less accustomed to climbing and wholly unUsed 
to " going aloft," poor Falconer) but for the assistance letrt by their 
proffered hands, would have failed to attain the same secure eleva- 
tion, and must infallibly have been sacrificed | but soon they all three 
clambered up together among the damp leavesi and in the heart of the 
thick dark foliage attained a perch where even spearmen on hotse- 
back would fail to reach them. 

"Art thou secure and firmly aaichoredi friend David F" asked 
Barton, in a whisper. 

" Yes, I am astride a great branch here/ like Hf F^lioh Joggler 
on a eheval'de-bois" said he^ laughing. 

" Hush ! — here come those runions noW| so lot tis takA to our 
hand-ffuns, and make service against them. My flask — 1 have left 
it in the chapel ! Falconer, I trust thine is at thy belt P" 

*' Nay, I unstrapped it at supper ) but pei?haps Willie Wad - — " 

An imprecation from the gunner now increased their alarm. 

" God's mercy !" said Barton j " is thine missing too P" 

" No, sir; but I have only three charges of powder in It." 

" Well, these are three men's lives. Charge home^ Willie, and 
fire surely^ for here they come." 
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In the fitful moonlight, Fidooner heing the lasti had been seen to 
scramble up the oak j and now, with drawn sword and brandished 
lance, Home, Hailes, Borthwiek, and even honest Blackcastle, whom 
the infectious spirit of mischief had seized, and who was still smart- 
ing from the burning brandy, some of which had been dashed in his 
fa^, with all the rest of their party, surrounded the stem of the 
great tree, with threats, jibes^ and ories of anger and defiance. 

'* Ha, ha !" laughed Hailes ; " so the cook-pigeons^ whose oooing 
we spoiled, are alTroosted in this tree." 

" Unwind me your hand*guns> some of ye, sirs/* said Home j " try 
a shot ere they take wing/' 

" Blithely, though I wad rather haa ane gude struk wi' a Jethart 
staff than sax shots wi' tkae war^oraehs" said a grim mosstrooper, 
who gave his. Weapon the local name by which these primitive fire- 
arms were then known. 

This simple gun, which first made its appearance in Scotland 
about 14i60, in the time of James II., who received it from the 
Italians, was at first a mere iron tube, with little trunnions at its 
sides. By these it was saoured to a wooden stock. The touch- 
hole was first on the top ; but as the priming was liable to fall off, 
or be blown away, the rent was transferred to the right side, where 
a pan held the powder, and over it was a cover which opened on a 
pivot : such was the first germ of our modem musket. 

Two or three horsemen who were furnished with these then 
formidable weapons, o^ned their pans, and levelling at the heart 
d the tree above l^eir heads, applied the matches. There was a 
triple blaze— a simultaneous report, and three bullet^s whistled harm** 
lessly throogh the Miage of the oak, cutting its leaves, and whiten- 
ing the branches, but fkr apart from the three fugitives ; for the 
troopers fired unsteadily, and at random. 

The night was still dark ; the moon glinted moertainly at times, 
and the foliage was dense and thick. 

" Again, and Again," said Home \ " fire while there is a charge in 
your flasks or a ball in your bags ; and I will give ten crowns to 
the first who brings down his bird like a caperoailsie." 

At that moment there was a flash in the heart of the black foliage $ 
a ball grazed Lord Home's shoulder and killed a mosstrooper beside 
him. The man's morion and iron jack rang heavily as he fell to 
the ground, and almost without a cry; for Wad's aim was a sure one. 

"Fire at the spot that flash came from," cried Lord Hailes ; *' and 
I swear by St. Serfs ram, and St. Anthony's pig, to add twenty 
crowns to thine. Home, as the guerdon of our best gunner." 

" 'Tis said that some have gone up this tree and never more come 
down," said Blackcastle. 

** Well, it would matter little if it happens again in the present 
instance," said Borthwiek, on seeing how the superstitious moss- 
troopers shrunk back at this remai-k; "but we shall soon bring 
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them down, I warrant. Let the chapel door, however, be well 
guarded, lest the hermit or his ladies rouse on us the burgesses of 
Musselburgh, which their tongues will assuredly do, if this unwonted 
firing doth not." 

Again three bullets were fired into the tree, and as the flashes 
broke from the iron muzzles of the hand-guns, the murderers — ^for 
such they were by intention — could see each other's brown visages, 
wirv beiuds, and rusty morions, and the green leaves and rough 
bark of the enchanted oak, — ^but for an instamt only. 

These three balb were as harmless as their predecessors; and 
while the slow process of loading from a flask, putting in wadding, 
bullets, and priming, was resumed, a shot came from the tree, and 
with a cry of a^ony another borderer fell at the side of Lord Home. 

" On my soul, thou'st the cry of a screech-owl ! Where the devil 
art thou nurt, fellow P" asked the lord, with considerably less of 
sympathy than anger in his tone. 

" In the left cuit. Oh, my lord, I shall never, never ride again, 
and wha will gie me meat and fee P" 

"Ha, ha!" laughed Wad from his perch; "I have pinked this 
one on the larboard side." 

*' He*ll have a heel to port for the remainder of his days," said 
Barton ; " fire again, Willie." 

"What if yonder white figure by the stream was the weird- 
woman, and not the ghost of the warder's wife P" suggested Black- 
casile. 

" Gomeral!" cried Home, furiously; " I oare not if she were the 
devil, and — " 

Wad's last shot, for (as the reader is aware), he had unhappily but 
three, grazed the cheek-plate of the noble's helmet, and so diacom- 
posed him that he forgot what he meant to say ; but now doubly 
alarmed by their superstitious fears, and by findm^ themselves ex- 
posed, under an increasing moonlight, to the desnly aim of those 
they could not see, the two lords and their followers withdrew a little 
to consult on their friture measures. 

Meanwhile those who had been left within the chapel heard the 
uproar without, and the reports of the hand-guns, which filled their 
hearts with terror ; for these weapons were little known in Soot- 
land, and were deemed more deadly in efiect than they really were. 

" Let us kindle a fire round the tree," said Borthwick, whose wits 
were sharpened by the prospect of gaining thirty crowns; ''this 
will soon bring them all down among fire and smoke." 

"Good!" 

" Admirable !" said the lords ; " but where is the friel P" 
^ " Here ; this shed, wherein this rogue of a hermit stables his 
visitors' horses, will provide us; alight, my Annandale thieves — off 
with your steel gloves, and unroof the stable," said Borthwick, 
setting the example; "pile sticks and sti-aw, roof and rafters, round 
the stem, aud throw in your lighted matches — quick I" 
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The little edifice to wUch He referred adjoined the chapel, and 
was meant to receive the horses of ]^ilgrims and visitors. It was 
heavily roofed with warm thatch, which was quite dry below the 
eoating of emerald-green moss which covered it. Well used to such 
work, the strong mosstroopers in two minutes tore down the rafters, 
broke up the hack, manger, and one or two old com casks that lay 
in the stalls, and piled wem with all the straw round the stem o£ 
the oak tree ; and then sprinkling powder over all, threw in their 
lighted matches. 

The flame smouldered a little, and then shot up and licked the 
thick-seamed bark of the ancient tree. 

'* Bring more fuel," cried Hailes, " even though we tear down the 
provost's house for it; quick, my bold mosstroopers, so ready of wit 
and stout of heart." 

Two little stacks, one of heather, from which the poor hermit 
made un his bed, and another of peats, which supplied him with fuel, 
and botn of which, like everything else he had, were the gift of 
visitors, were torn down and added to the pile, with all the fallen 
branches and neen saplings that could be collected; and now the 
wavering fire beg^ to ascend and blaze in a fiery circle, twisting 
itself into a column around the stem of the strong oak tree. 

The forky flames shot high and higher among the foliage, hissing 
against the wet branches, and scorching off those that were crisped 
and dry ; the old knots and gnarls began to crack and bum ; and as 
the sheet of fire deepened and ^therS strength, it became evident 
that the three Inrkers, even if thev failed to be suffocated, would 
soon be compelled by the heat to nJl on the spears of those who 
watched and waited below, while others were constantly employed 
in seeking the means necessary to maintAin and augment the fire ! 

" It bums weU," said Bor&wick, with grim complacency, while 
poking it up with his swordblade. 

"These varlets have g^ven us more trouble than their miserable 
lives can ever atone for," said Hailes, in an undertone. 

" Lives ! on my soul, they seem to have as many each as a cat,'* 
replied Home. 

** With the ^wer of making the most of each of them." ^ 

"On my faith, were not my pride and obstbiacy enlisted in 
this cause, I would counsel that we should wear the willow in our 
bonnets, Hailes, and bequeath these Drummond dames to their salt- 
water lovers, with the devil's benison on their bridaL" 

" Let us first see each gay lemane with his head under his amu 
Halloa, fellows, are not yet coming down P By my soul, ye must be 
birsellcd in your iron coats like winter apples or roasted crabs by 
this time !" 

The flames had now reached the middle of the tree, and in their 
blaze the whole band could see each others' flushed &oui and fiery 
eyes ; their rusty accoutrements and glittering weapons ; and their 
two comrades stretched on the ground^ one with upturned eye and 
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the other still bleeding and writhing in |iain« On one aide rose the 
facade of the ancient chapel with its low-l»owed Bonum doorway 
and deep-sunk windows, on the other were the sturdy stenui and 
freakish branches of tfa« patriarchal tree which shaded ita time* 
worn walls. 

Up and farther upward shot the flames^ and in half-an-hoor every 
leaf, save those upon the extremity of the branches^ was gone ; the 
whole foliage had been scorched off; the large knotty Imibs were 
blackened and burned^ or the smaller entirely cotisumed ; the whole 
of that magnificent oaJc was divaated of barki ctacked> oaloined^ and 
half consumed by fire. 

Still the three prisoners had neither eried onoe for nlerpy, nor 
fallen down by bemg overcome by heat or exhaustion ; and now, 
those who thirsted fot their blood below, began to look rather blankly 
in each others' iaoes, while fear and wonder grew together in their 
heai'ts. 

The flames around ita mighty stem sunk low» and died away aa 
morning brightened in the east; and there stood the siant tree* 
with ita trunk, nearly nine feet in diameteri the bare ana blackened 
ruin of its former seli^ — a smoking and sable skeleton i but there was 
no trace, not even a vestige of the fugitives ! 

It was impossible that the £re could have eonaumed them aad 
their apparel too. 

It was equally impossible that they oould have descended and 
escaped through the names, for their intended destroyers stood around 
them in a circle. 

" By St. Marv, there hath been magic or A miraole at work here T - 
said Hailes, on being convinced that, beyond a doubty the three bad 
vanished from their lofty perch. 

'''Tis said that some who have ascended tlua ires did never more 
come down," said Home. 

** May the Blessed Virgin not have borne them away to pVinish 
us for violating the sanctity of Loretto/' said the aupetatitious 
Laird of Blackcastle, in a low voice. 

** May not the devil or the weirdwoman have done the same thing P" 
aaked Borthwick, scoffingly, with a soowl in his eye. 

*' Peace," said Hailes^ with an irrgnressible shudder, caused either 
by fear or the chill morning air ; "1 have l^ard of strange things 
for good or evil happening here," he added, patting a foot in hie 
stirrup to remount j *' and now 1 am not ashamed to say that I re- 
pent me sorely of following those rascals into consecrated ground i 
so let us to horse and begone, lest the burgesses of the honest town 
betake them to axe and stave to punish this raid of ours before 
we cross the Esk again ; for tkey will not thole the sin, though our 
gentler Lady of Loretto may*" 
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CHAPTEB LV. 

THE SSCAFB. 

** Oh Bhat, bar the cutle-gate 1 
Oh shut the chamber-door! 
Ko faithfiil turtle quits her mate; 
rn quit my love no more." — Elliot op Minto. 

Iir no way datisfied by the result of their expedition, the two nobles 
and their followers galloped from Loretto, and re-passed the Bridge of 
Musselburgh just in time to avoid the wrath of the burghers, who had 
displayed their standard with its three mussels and the proud motto> 
" Honesto," and were preparing to punish severely the sacrilege of 
the night ; but Borthwick, as his companions retreated across the 
bridge of the Esk, locked the iron gate on the western side, and 
tauntingly, in sight of all their pursuers, flung the key " to the 
Kelpie's keeping" in the swollen river, the deep and rapid torrent of 
which barred aU passage ; and thus in safety, the whole band — ^two 
excepted, who were afterwards hanged at Musselburgh Cross — " the 
quick and the dead"— reached the King's Wark at Leith, the head- 
quarters of the insurgent lords. 

*' Mater pnrissima !" exclaimed Father Fairlie, as well he might, 
on leaving nis diapel door next morning, and seeing the dSbrts of 
the operations we have just described; the roofless stable } the 
rifled stacks) the torn shrubbery; the scorched swurd; the black 
skeleton of the burned oak, and the two men who lay upon the 
ground in their armour, one dead and the other nearly so. 

" Heaven will assuredly punish this sacrilege," said Enphemia to 
Sybilla, as a smile of triumph struggled with the fear and sorrow 
ioonressed upon her pale face by the events of the past night. 
" Bring fortn our horses," she added to the pages, " and let us also 
begone, for I fktf me, holy IHar, yon will deem your cell but little 
fiivoured by the presence of those who have oeen the innocent, 
tiiough certainly the primary cause of this atrocious outrage and 
bloo£»hed. In our purses, which we have left upon the altar, you 
willi I hope, find more than enough to repay you for all you 
have sujBbred or lost j and be assured we will never forget you." 

The friar did not nplr. 

Poor man-*->he was astounded by the whole afihir ; and crossing his 
hands upon his paunch, rolled his round eyes, and continued to mutter 
inroluntarily, "Benedictus Dominus DeusI" and other scraps from 
the canticle of Zaohary, while the pages prepared the horses in haste } 
and with all speed the ladies departed, expressing the most lively and 
heartfelt grautude to the hermit, who retired to begin his daily 
** office," and once more investigate the contents of the two baskets 
and Biz flaakfi 
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" But the barrel, alas !" said he, with a sigh of anger, though its 
contents had been spent or spilt in furthering the escape of Barton, 
Falconer, and their faithful follower from tne barbarous &te to 
which this luckless tryst had lured them ; " the brandy — ^the barrel 
^''iniserere nostri — 'tis lost !" 

Their disappearance was brought about in the following manner :— 

When our three fugitives found that their ammunition was ex« 
pended — that day was breaking, and yet there came no signs of rescue 
-—that the tree remained environed by armed men on every side — ^and 
that the fire which begirt it was mounting up the stem, despair and 
horror began to seize their hearts, and, creeping close together in the 
dark amon^ the rising smoke and withering foliage, thev were about 
to adopt the proposal of Bobert Barton — ^that the wnole three of 
them shoulc!. leap down, sword in hand, on three different sides, and 
die under the steel of these vindictive enemies, if they could not 
baffle or surmount them, when, lo! to their astonishment, they 
heard a fourth voice beside them, and the bald head of the hermit 
appeared close by, projecting &om a hole in the enormous trunk of 
the tree, which by age was quite hollow, and by decay had become a 
mere wooden tubie. 

" Mater purissima," said he ; " quick, my bairns, quick ! descend 
this way, while there is yet time." 

" Descend — ^but to where P The smoke hath made me blind as a 
bat," said Barton ; " but how, in the name of Saint or Satan, came 
you here, most reverend Father P" 

" Up the hollow trunk of this old oak, with which a stair below 
communicates," replied the priest, whose voice was almost lost amid 
the crackling of the flames ; " this has proved a hiding-place to more 
than one in time of broil and trouble ; but descend, and, in the name 
of Our Lady, quickly P Give me thy hand — ^thy foot, I mean — ^place 
it here, so — this is the first step hollowed in tne trunk — now thy 
hand, so — this is the next, and thus we descend; one of my prede- 
cessors constructed this stair, that he might say his prayers on the 
tree-top, in imitation of St. Simon Stock, who Hved in a tree in 
Kent ;— -down — down — ^yet, carefully now." 

The friar disappeared and Barton and Falconer followed ; but the 
latter, missing a footstep, fell heavily to the bottom, and found him- 
self underground, on the soft, damp mould of the burial vault. 

Dumbfoundered by the sudden and mysterious disappearance of 
his companions, poor Willie Wad paused, for a moment in great 
irresolution. 

" Avast, Sir David — ^belay there," cried he ; " hallo, gude Father 
Fairlie, in the name o* Oii Leddy, dinna leave me here in stays ! 
0-ho — I see how it is !" he added. Ignorant of the mode of descent, 
and not wishing exactly to drop into the dark hole below, he resolved 
*<>"go down by the run." After reflectmgfor a moment, Willie 
pulled out of the pouch which has been so often already referred to, 
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a few fathoms of what a aeamaii is seldom without — stout cord, and 
looping it round a branch, lowered himself into the hole, from- the 
bottom of which he heard Captain Barton anxiously shouting, and 
describmg the mode of descent. 

While the fat, pursy fiiar was clambering slowly and laboriously 
up to his assistance, he was unexpectedly met by the broad end of 
the short, squat gunner, who, as the cord slid through his hands, 
descended upon his shaven crovm with all the, force of a steam- 
hammer or a battering ram, and shot him at once to the bottom ; 
nearly ending there his orisons and feasts of every kind, spiritual 
and temporal. 

** O Mater castissima, you have slain me !" he cried, as he rose 
with difficulty from the floor of the vault ; " Miserere nostri 
Domine /" 

" Mercy on us !" said the startled gunner ; " look ye, shipmate- 
holy Father, I mean — '* 

" Heaven send that no more pilgrims such as you come here/' 
said the hermit, peevishly ; " and now, for your own sakes at least, 
begone ; I shall be blessed by the sight of your backs." 

" May we not see the ladies P" 

" Impossible, Sir David ; they are above in the chapel, at some 
distance, for this is but an old burial-vault, where the laurds of Eaw- 
syde lie. Ye have suffered enough for cooing and billing here, in- 
stead of confessing and praying ; so get ye gone, sirs, in the Holy 
Virgin's name, — away, by yonder outlet, which will take you to the 
beach ; away, ere worse come upon you.*' 

"Friar, may we not take them with usP" asked Sir David 
Falconer. 

" Four women in an open boat — and in this weather p" exclaimed 
the priest, polishing his bald crown with his wide sleeve, and giving 
the penitent gunner a glance of very njingled cast. 

" True — ^true," said Barton ; " it is impossible." 

" With a fresh breeze perhaps coming on," said the gunner, rub- 
bing the nether end of his galligaskins. 

" Heaven knoweth I would be the last man to keep fond hearts 
asunder ; but, once again, I implore — ^nay, I command you to begone, 
before your blood desecrates these holy walls for ever !" 

After this, fisurther parley was useless, and through a suite of vaults 
— only one of which now remains — they were iSd by the friar for 
about forty yards, till he reached a little door, which on the outside 
was half buried by drifted sand. He opened it, and they soon found 
themselves beyond the precincts, and free. 

" Gude be thankit, we are fairly under way," said Willie Wad; 
" may I drink bilge, if such a hemcate job was ever mine befixre ! 
noo, sirs, let us haul off on the larboard tack and reach our boat." 

They hurried across the sandy knolls and broomy hollows of the 
links and reached their boat by wading to her through the full tide. 
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Takinff the kedge on board, they stepped the mast, half hoisted the 
lugsaif, and betaking them to their oars, bore away into the 
river just as the dawn began to streak the eastern sea with light. 
But still the wind was blowing hard. 

" I have but one sorrow," said Barton, as he relaxed the brasses of 
his armour and bent to the oar ; *' we have left our ladies in their 
Jiands — ^but by Tantony's bell, they have had a hard fight f(»r theml'* 

" If I thought SybiUa's chances of happiness were greater with 
the powerful Lord of Hailes, than with the king's poor arquebussier, 
by my word. Barton, I would yield her to him, though my heart 
should break in doing so." 

** Wherefore and why so benevolent P" 

^* Because it would oest prove the strength and purily of my love 
for her to yield her up, rather than by prosecuting my humbler suit 
to the injury of her worldly interest and oommoditie— thus throwing 
my own happiness overboard to secure hers.** 

** Hailes could neither secure her happiness nor value your sacri- 
floe. Tou heard his pentiments under that flaming oakF' said 
Barton. 

" Alas ! I cannot blame Lord Drummond for his hostility to me 
Unlike Hailes, I cannot ofkrr poor Sybilla the rank, the power, the 
splendid gifts of feudal fortune possessed by the House of the 
Hepbuma." 

* - Thou canst give her fw more-^-a brave and honesi heoit, and a 
name unstained by crime and ireasan. Of that few Scottish noble- 
names are free ! Ouf— there wap a mouthful of salt water 1 Willie, 
mind ye the tiller, my lad." 

The chapel wherein the events of this chapter occurred was de- 
molished at the Reformation, and no vestige of it now remains save 
the name — Loretto, — and a little cell, which measures about twelve 
feet by ten. Herein were found a number of skulls lately. 

From the materials Of the edifice, the present Tolbooth of Mussel- 
burgh was built in 1590, during the reign of James YI. ^ and for 
this signal act of sacrilege, the burgesses ef the ** Honest Town" 
were regularly excommunicated annually, by bell, book, and candle, 
at Home, until within the last few years, when his holiness perhaps 
grew tired of it. 
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T£[E n:BriCORN LOQSBt 

MacdMff. » St«nd8 Sootland where it did ? 

iiOM9, AIm, ^oor country ; 

Almost afraid to know itself! It oa&not 

3^6 cftU'd our mother, bat our grave." — Madeth, 

*a» LMds still remaiiied at Lelih, where they took all measures and 
recautions necessaiy to strengthen their power and increase their 
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forceB, in case the missing king should appear at the head of the 
Highland clans, or perhaps a foreign army, to vindicate his rights and 
those of Scotland; for they still remembered the threats uttered by the 
Mareschal de Concressault in the OaAtle of Callender ; but an end was 
put to all their arrangements) and surmises by the discovery of 
James's body, which was found by the sleuth bratches of the old 
Steward of Menteith when tracking some robbers through the Tor- 
wood, all gashed and bloody, blanched and soiled by a week's ex- 
posure in a field-ditch near Beaton's mill on the Bannock ; and now 
ft thrill of sorrow went ov^ all the land, for even the most barbarous 
of that nobility who have ever been so false, so treacherous, and so 
base to Scotland — who have usually been the first to abandon her 
on the field, and assuredly noi the last to betray her in the cabinet — 
had not contemplated an issue so terrible ! 

The young prince was filled with horror and remorse, which even 
the tidings of Lady Margaret's safisty with the Admiral could not 
alleviate : for now he recalled with the keenest sorrow, how bitterly 
be had accused his poor fiither of abductine her, and howi led awav 
by passion and despair, he had permitt^ himself to be the tool, 
the dupe, and the pUythiog of the turbulent and ambitious 
noblesse. 

From that hour Im berai to shun i^em» aod to seek for his 
iktber's oldest and most &ithful fri^ds. The first he thought of 
was the trusty Laird of Largo, to whom he despatched the Snowdon 
Herald and Unicom Pursuivant, announcing the awful intelligence 
of his royal iather's murder (i^ news of whieh was already pretty 
well known at the court of England), and requiring his presence at 
Leith. Then full of rage aod sorrow tlie Admiral put out of Largo 
Bay, and with all his ships and prisoners, stood with aU sail set up 
the river, a|id anchored off the seaport of the capital, where all the 
▼essels in the harbour and roadstead, showed their ensigns half- 
hoisted — ^the blue Scottish Bag with its white salti^*, which is the 
groundwork of the modem Union Jack ; and which is still retained 
unchanged W the Old Shipping Company of Leith. 

The same nag was hoisted on the English prizes, one of which, say 
the Admiralty records* as she came abreast of the town, had her 
keel knocked away upon the Gunnel. The latter is a dangerous sunken 
rock, which is yot unmarked by ft buoy, Uu)ugh it has only eight 
feet of water over it at ebb tide. 

In the large hall of Barton's bonso at Leith, on a bright and sunny 
morning, the prince was again seated at ihe table, where a grave and 
melancholy council had just been held on what should now be done 
to heal the dissensions which were lik^y to break out anew, as a cry 
" for vengeance on the king's mm*derei*s " was going throughout 
the land. The council had l^en broken up wil^ut a decision being 
found. The prinoe wjis paii9, 8«d-eyod, anddownoast, and leil almost 
alone : for in the deep recesses of the hall windows, Angus, Hom^^ 
Hailes, the Heritable Forester of Drum, and others, with many 



8^ THE TSLLOW FBIOATE. 

tall gunner, and the principal officers of the captored %\api y all <^ 
whom were without swords at armour^ and were graciously retseired 
by the sad and thoughtful prince — ^now James IV., — after he had 
sprung forward, and heedless of the assembled crowd, knelt down 
with that enthusiastic gallantry for which he was so celebrated, and 
kissed both the hands of Lady Margaret Dnunmpnd* He then 
jdaced her by his side, where her sifters hong aroutd her neck. 

James then asked Howard with something of sternness, " bow she 
oame to be found on board of the Jtarry^ and Whyi in time of trace« 
such war was levied on the Scottish people P" 

Howard, who had beheld this meeting with a keen emotion thai 
atnounted almost to agony, replied with grave but respectful &rmnes9 : 

" I can assure your majesty, that in the matter of having thia 
noble dame on board my ship I shall answer no questions^ and 
though YOU should tear me limb f)'6m liinbi I would rather die than 
betray the secrets of my royal master 1" 

" Hah— ^is it so P then here, as usual, hate been, at work dark 
England's cursed gold and Scotland's ready treason,*' said the young 
king, striking his spurred heel on the floor ; " but a time shall come 
for unravelling all this ! Welcome, brave Andrew Wood, my dear 
dead father's firmest friend; hit first and lasti his noblest and most 
true 1" 

A tear came zigzag down the furrows of the old mariner's fact 
as the young monarch spoke, and he answered in a broken voice,*— 

" I have ever striven to do my duty to Scotland and her king, 
like a sailor and a man, and so God has blessed and prospered me. 
Weel, weel, it's a' 6wre noo ; oar gude king is, I doabt not, safely 
moored in a blessed anchorage, and lest he may not lie in the 
smoothest riding, I willlay out a thousand crowns in masses for his 
soul in Laro^o Kirk and at Mary's Altar in Leith, just to make hi« 
anchor hold. Let us hope that the evil cun^ents, the rocks and 
shoals he came through in life will all be taken into account aloft, 
when he comes to reckon up his yariation and leeway, and shall 
secure him everlasting peace in the blessed latitudes above ; for a 
braver or a better man never faced wind or water, shot or steel ! 
Well fare thy soul. King James; in thee puir auld Andrew Wood 
has lost a kind and &thful master, sttch as be never rdore may 
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This may savour more of truth than politeness to his successor," 
said the haughty Angus^ who dishked this outburst of feeling, which 
quite unmanned James IV. ; " but I say welcome to thee from battle, 
stout Largo, and there is my hand to thee in all amity and friend- 
ship." 

The giant earl drew ofi* his glove, and they shook hands ; the 
noble with an air of courtly condesoension, and the seaman with 
blunt cordiality. 

Many now expressed the pleasure it gave them to see the admiral 
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once more in safety^but he received their advanced with coohiess and 
evident distrust. 

" I am safe and sound and well, thank Heaven, my lords and 
gentles/' said he, " and have neither had a hole punched in my ribs, 
nor a butt nor bolt started ; but here I bring your majesty four 
gallant ships and much warlike gear, all manned with the broad 
arrow of England ;" (the badge of the Edwards was then, as now. a 
government mark.) " Would that I could have laid their white 
colours at the feet ot that brave monarch over whose devoted head 
the stormy sea of this world has olosed for ever !** 

A^r a few words with Barton, Falconer, John o* Lynne, and 
others, the young monarch, for whom " woman's face was neveir 
formed in vain," suddenly perceived JRose and Cicely, and desired 
ihem to approach. As the old admiral led them both forward trem- 
bling and blushing, to a close observer it would have been evident 
how nervously Cuodie Clewline and Willie Wad fumbled each with 
his ruff and waistbelt, twirled his bonnet, and hitched up his short 
wide trews, or chewed the ropeyarn liuiya^ of his jockteleg, i,e,, clasp- 
knife. 

"And so, my pretty damsels," said James tV., '^yon aUo Wero 
found on board this great ship, the Karry V* 

"They were my attendants," said Margaret, and most kind and 
fiuthful nave they been to me." 

" What is thy father in his own country, maiden f " James asked 
of Hose, — a shade coming over his face as he thought of his own 
sire. But poor Bose blushed and hesitated, for she had never stood 
In such a presence before ; and a simple English girl of those days 
had about as much conception of what like a Scottish king might be 
as of the Khan of Tai-tary ; — ^indeed, the unlettered English are not 
very clear in their ideas of Scotland yet, for two acts of the British 
parliament have recently described it as an island, 

" Speak, my pretty one ; and be not alarmed," said the handsoms 
young king. 

" Mv father is Abel Eyre, a fishmonger in the Ejiight-Rider- 
street, ' said she, gathering courage at 3ie gentle voice of James; 
*' my mother is the sister of Peter Puddle, who keepeth a wharf 
westward of Baynard Castle, upon Thames ; so please you. Alas !" 
she continued, still keeping her eyes and their long dark lashes down- 
cast ; " I know not how to see them all again ; I never was so far, 
far away from the sound of London bells before !" 

" And thou, maiden, with the dark brown braids, eh P" 

" I am an orphan," said Cicely, as she was about to weep ; " my 
father was a poor cottager of LiverpooL" 

" Liverpool — ^where may that pUce be; dost know, Admiral f" 

The admiral expressed i^orance, as well he might, for it was 
then, as Lehmd terms it, a small " paved towne with a chapel," in 
the parish of Walton. 

z 2 
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James gave each of the girls a gold chain and a purse of money, 
and perceiving that Howard was without a sword, presented him 
with his owu, which, with an expression of sadness and gratitude, 
this brave English gentleman received, on his knees. He felt his 
heart beating keenfy all the time, for the eyes of Margaret were 
fixed upon him, with kindness and reg^t. 

At her intercession and request, James gave him liberty to return to 
England whenever he pleas^ ; but added, that so severe had been 
the ravages committed along the coast between Berwick and Dunbar, 
by the ships under his command, that their crews must be considered 
as ordinary prisoners of war, and be committed to some royal castle, 
until John, Prior of St. Andrew's, the new secretary of state, 
arranged for their exchange or transmission home. 

Howard gave a silent bow of acquiescence. 

Barton now whispered to Sir Andrew Wood, who, with a half 
smile, in his own fashion of phraseology, informed the young king, 
that his '* gunner and coxswain had conceived certain matrimonial 
designs aj^ainst the two English prizes, and that if these fair damsels 
would bring-to under their lee, he would give each of them a cottage, 
a cow, and a cow's mailing, at least, for their dower, by the shore of 
Largo Bay." 

At this speech, Cuddie and the gunner gave their foretops a tug, 
and scraped with their rieht feet ; while the two girls cast down 
their eyes and again blushed furiously, for there was a uimieroas 
circle around them ; but none of these four had a word of thanks to 
offer, 80 completely were they abashed by the presence in which they 
stood ; for there was many a dark and hostile eye bent on one por- 
tion of the group, because thev were English ; and on the other 
portion, because they were the late king's faithful subjects;. 

" Come, Cuddie Clewline, stand forward," said the Admiral ; " lay 
alongside thine own prize, man ; show thyself a sailor. And thou, 
gunner o' mine, heave ahead, sin'ah; let not the king's presence 
abash one who hath so oflen looked fi^im death in the face and never 
blanched. I assure thee, Willie," he continued, as the king put 
Cicely's hand into the gunner's, " there is not such another bride on 
tills side of Cape Non. Eogue, sawest thou ever such swelling 
bows and a run so clean under the counter P I trow not. Hold up 
thy head, man, for thou and that lumping varlet, Cuthbert Clew- 
line, are the only two among us who may recal with joy that night's 
hard battle in the Firth." 

" God bless your majesty," said Wad, " and may my drink be 
bilge in this world, and waur in that to come, if I keep not a clear 
conscience and a fair reckoning, having sic a consort to sail through 
the voyage o* life wi'." 

" And friend coxswain," said James, with a smile, " hast thou no 
thanks ?" 

" Tickle my timmers, but I say wi' the gunner," said Cuddie, as 
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they backed tlurongh the gay crowd not very ceremoniously, and at that 
moment the eyes of poor Falconer and Sybilla met, with a glance 
that seemed to inquire, " Were there no other hearts here — ^whom the 
king's influence might render happy P" 

"Now, thanks be to Heaven, all this is over, Bobbie Barton," said 
the Admiral ; " for when among lords I always lose my temper, and 
yaw in my speech. Gkidzooks, courts are not for me ; the gunner to 
his lintstock, the steersman to his helm." 

" Saw you how sternly the Lord Drummond regarded us ?" sud 
Barton, gravely. 

" Let mm flower his eenout, Bobbie— an obstinate old snatchblock !" 

So ended uiis interview, and the whole issue of it tended some- 
what to soothe the excited minds of those who were present. 

That stringent act of the Scottish parliament, which ordained that 
" none of his majestie's subjectes marrie with any Englishwoman," 
was not passed for a hundred years <{fter the time of our history ; 
thus the espousab of the gunner and coxswain were duly celebrated 
by Father Zuill at the capstan-head of the Yellow Frigate \ the 
Admiral gave them each a piece of land at the mouth of the Keil 
Bum ; and it is a curious fact, that most of the inhabitants of the 
thriving village of Lower Largo have descended from these two 
marriages. 

Barton, in the religious j^irit peculiar to the time, founded and 
dedicated an altar to St. Clement, according to his vow, and there 
solemn masses were said till the times of Knox and Wishart. 

Two days after the marriages the Admiral parted with Edmund 
Howard, who returned to England sorrowfully, for he had left both 
£Eune and happiness behind him. The chivalnc Barton escorted him 
to the borders. 

" Adieu, captain," said Howard, ** until we meet again ; and be- 
lieve me, that when in merrie England I reckon up uie days of my 
c^tivily among you, I will omit the happy ones I spent m Largo 
House m Fife. 

The wardens of the marches soon achieved the exchange of Miles 
Fumival, John o' Lynne, Dick Selby, and other prisoners, who, 
strange to say, are all designated as "Elu^^j^ pirates" in the royal 
charters of land given to the Admiral, who received the island of 
Lichkeith, the estate of Dron, and the lordship of Newbyme for hiB 
braveiT. 

Still poor David Falconer was forgotten ; and he and Bobert Barton, 
by the determination, vigilance, and assiduiiy of Lord Drummond, 
found themselves as far as ever from all prospect of successfully 
winning their brides. 
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CHAPTER LVn. 

CAMBTTSKENN ETH. 

" Ob, vide is the sorrow in landwart &nd borongh. 
And dark is the symbol on proud Falkland's wall t 
Tor James the true-hearted, our prince hath departed. 
The king oi broad Scotland liea daad in hit hall t" 

Sailadf a/id Laif9. 

Pbefaeations for the ycmng king's coronation were suspended 
until ^er the interment of hi^ father, whose body had been con« 
veyed to Cambuskenneth Abbey; and also unUl a^r the general 
pacification of the kingdom. All the realm south of the Tay 
^knowledged him as king ; the Castles of Edinburgh and Stirling 
were surrendered to him ; and now he began the task of rewarding 
his father's Mends, ^nd punishing his own pretended adherents, by 
fmpointing Sir John Xmndie of that Ilk, governor of (Stirling, and 
the L^ird of Balgiljo, c&ptjiin of Broughty. On this Sir Fatridc 
Gr^y, ^d Sir James Shaw, and others of their party, retired to their 
own houses, and brooding on rerenge, entered into a dioser eorre- 
spondence with the agenfe of Heniy Vll. 

Thus did James punish Shaw fov shutting his father out of his 
i)wn castle. 

Dissension for a time seemed to be suppendad around the ooffin of 
the murdered king, whose remains were home with all the pomp ci 
regality, and all the solemnity of the Romish Mth, &om the Abbey 
to the great Church of St. Mary of Cambuskenneth ; and tliere those 
grasping lords aad loyal chiefs, who had 90 lately crossed their 
swords m mortal strire at Sanchiebum, met side by aide, in aws^et 
praj'^er and sorrow — or making aij outw^d show of both : the tall 
and dark-browed Angus; the good and pious Montrose 1 the brave 
hero of Bhodez, the Preceptor Knollis, in the robes of his order; 
the veteran Lord of Concressault ; the amWtioua Drummond; the 
turbulent chiefs of the Homes and Hepbums; the half-eav^ag^ 
Steward of Menteith ; the rgugh Forests of Drum ; and all i£e 
^eat o^&cers of the state ^f)4 household, gorgeously apparelled and 
carefully armed. 

The heralds and pursiUvants, tbe guards and beadsmen, with the 
prelates of the then powerM but withal crumbling hierarchy j the 
Archbishop of St. Apdrew's, primate of the kingdom, with tlie ten 
other bishops, (tjie Right Reverend Lord of Dunblane w^ still a 
prisoner in England), with their mitres, crosiers, and erossbearers, 
attended by many a relique, censer, banner, and taper, were abo there. 

These prelates really sorrowed for the king, unless where family 
influence and rank curbed or warped their natural feelings;. but the 
majority of the temporal lords, while wearing armour, a strong 
evidence of their mutual distrust of each other, contrived to veil aU 
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emotions under a calm exterior; and with their heads bent low, 
and bearing lighted tapers in their gauntletted hands, they followed 
through that long and lofty aisle the purple-velvet coffin in which 
their slaughtered monarch lay, with the crown of " Fergus, father of 
a hundred kings," the sword and sceptre above him ; and there, to 
the sound of trumpet, bell, and orjgan, amid the half-hushed murmur 
of a thousand tongues that prayed they lowered him into his narrow 
home, beside his wife, the queen, Margaret of Oldenburg. 

As the vault closed over 1iim> faint and distant came the boom of 
the minute-guns, as they rang from the dusky towers of Stirling, 
where the royal standard hung, half hoisted, in the sunny air. 

Sir Andrew Wood, Barton, Falconer, and their barge's crew, stood 
by the closing grave, and there was not an eve immoistened among 
tnem when Rothesay dropped the velvet coyd that lowered down his 
father's head ; but the Admiral could not repress his inclination to 
pomplimont Lord Drummond and other nobles "on the great ybr^t- 
tude the^ dis^laved on thi^ sorrowful occasion," a jibe which made 
them kmt their brows. 

But now none may sa;^ where James III. of Scotland and the 
Isles, or his queen, Mirgaret of Oldenburg, are lying ; for the noblq 
Abbey of St. Mary has been swept from its foundations ; one remnant 
alone survives — a lofty tower ; and though the peasants still pretend 
to remember the royal grave, and point it out to visitors, not 4 
stone remains to mark the tomb of the murdered monarch, for the 
place is now a bare greensward. 

■ The sorrow and remorse of the young prince, his successor, were 
Jong and deep ; and it was by the advice of the good abbot, Henry 
pf Cambuskenneth, he resolved to atone for the part he had taken 
against his father by wearing next his skin a belt of iron, to which 
every year he should add a weight, while he shortened it by a link. 

■while this remarkable belt was preparing, — while Gray and Shaw 
wpr^ plotting with England, — while Borthwick lurked in Berwick, 
jtnd rewards were offered in vain for the murderers of the king,— 
while Sir Andrew Wood busied himself in preparing a fleet to meet 
one which Henry VII. was said to be secretly preparing against 
Scotland, 'Vfhile openly ]xe avowed his intentions of pressing by diplo- 
macy the long projected marriage of the pujie of Rothesay, now 
James IV., with his daughter, Margaret Tudor, of dubious reputa- 
tion, — ^while the Bishop or Dunblane was still detained in England, 
in defiance of international law, — ^while aU these events were passing, 
or ix) progress, measures were taken by Lord Drummond to nave his 
daughter Margaret — now restored to her family — ^acknowledged aa 
queen-amsort oy the king, who spent much of his time in the charm 
of her society at Dundee and Pimblaue. But fresh delays occurred, 
for the late king's loyal adherents had risen in arms, inspired by 
that wild inboiTj love of justice so natural to the Celt — ror every 
Scottish Lowliui4er has, more or less^ Celtic blood in his veins. 
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Beaton, the miller of Bannock, now related the barbarons manner 
in which James III. had been butchered. Lord Forbess, in armour, 
rode through the clans on the northern slopes of the Grampians, 
displaying upon his lance a bloody shirt, said to have been taken off 
the king's body ; the venerable Earl of Lennox joined him at the 
head of five thousand Highlanders; but the Lords Drummond, 
Home, and Haiies, marchea against them with all their vassab. 
Favoured by information received from a deserter named Alexander 
Mac Alpine, Lord Drummond surprised these loyal insurrectionists 
in their camp at the Moss of Sassentilly, near Stirling, and routed 
them, after a brisk engagement, with great loss of life. 

Pushing on from thence, he took the Castle of Bunbarton, which 
the Earl of Lennox and the Lord Lyle endeavoured in vain to defend. 

For these services 'Drummond received a grant of Lennox's 
forfeited lands in the lordship of Menteith ; Home was appointed 
Lord Warden of the Eastern Marches and High Chamberlain of 
Scotland. In the same month, Hailes obtained the Earldom of Both- 
well, with all the forfeited estates of John Bamsay, the loyal Laird 
of Balmain, who had fallen at Sauchiebum when charging at the 
head of the royal guard ; he was moreover made Lord Warden of the 
Western Marches, High Admiral of Scotland, and master of the 
young king's household ; so old Lord Drummond returned to court 
m excellent humour with himself, and highly delighted to find that 
a shower of favours had descended upon his two intended sons-in-law. 

James lY. had painful doubts regarding the fight at Sassentilly ; 
for the men who were defeated there had been his father's dearest 
friends, and the banner they fought under was no feudal flag or royal 
standard, but the gory garment borne on the lance of the Lord 
Forbess. 

He asked his father-in-law if there was anything he could bestow 
upon him. 

** I seek naught," said he ; '* I am a lord of that ilk, and the 
Drummonds have no need of titles ; terror and antiquity had caused 
their name to be venerated enough in the land." 

This was but a species of the pride that aped humility ; but it was 
* so peculiar that the young king laughed. Without much pressing, 
the old lord accepted the office of Justice-general of Scotland — and 
a dear office it proved to most of his enemies ; but " the contumacy 
of those gipsies," his daughters, proved a source of continual annoy- 
ance to him. 

As corruption and bribery were (and not unfrequentlv are still) the 
highway to public offices in Scotland, it is wonderful that we do not 
find Shaw or Gray installed as lord advocate ; but that official was 
merely a lawyer then, without any pretence of being a statesman, and 
so the post was not held in great repute. 

The reader may marvel whether Master— we beg pardon — Sir 
Hew Borthwick was troubled by his conscience j but it must be borne 
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in mind, that those facile Scots, who irom time to time (since the 
days of Sir John Mcnteith down to a very recent period) have sold 
themselves to English ministers, never had a conscience to trouble. 
Besides, a few acts of slaughter, more or less, in a lifetime, were of 
little consequence in those days ; thus anv twinges experienced by 
our Scottish cosmopolite were principally those of fear. 

One fact is certain; there is no record of Stirling, Shaw, or Gray 
ever having been punished for abetting him in the barbarous assas- 
sination of the king ; and though even he escaped all judicial penal- 
ties, his ultimate £te was not a happy oiie, as shall be seen m the 
sequel to the events we have narrated. 

As time progresses and the world turns round, even the most 
serious events are £ated to be faintly remembered or soon forgotten : 
thus, the grave of the unhappy James III. was barely closed, when 
his young successor in the assembled parliament was forced to give 
his royal sanction to an act which was brought forward and carried 
by an overwhelming majority of the powenul lords and their ad- 
herents, the commissioners of shires and burghs — an act which de- 
clared that the slaughter of the late king and of hu) followers was 
the just reward of their own crimes and deceit; and that James lY. 
" and the treto Lordis and Barronis that were with him in the same 
field were innocent, free and quyte of the slauchters ;" and that copies 
of this deed, with their seals attached thereto, should be sent to the 
Vatican, to the courts of " France, Hispanzie, Denmark, and other 
realmes as shall be expedient for the tyme." 

The old Mareschal de Concressault, who, as a Scottish baron, had 
a seat in the house, now demanded from the prior of St. Andrew's 
his passport, with a safe escort back to France ; and in addressing 
the three estates upon the late events, he adverted severely on ti^e 
spirit of treason, conspiracy, and rebellion, which seemed to be 
spreading over Europe, every kingdom and state of which had been 
convulsed, as well as Scotland. 

"To wit, my lords," he continued, "France under Louis XI. 
Flanders and HoUand under Charles the Warlike, Gueldres under 
Duke Arnold, who is bow imprisoned by his own son, and England 
under Henry YI. and Edward IV. But rest assured, my lords, that 
in each and all of these countries, a just Heaven will punish those 
who have advanced, with swords drawn and banners displayed, 
against the Lord's anointed !" 

" Laird of Pitmilly, this is but pyots talk/' was the insolent reply 
of Angus ; " for we remember, my lords, that Louis of France, 
Charles of Burgundy, John 11. of Portugal, and Bichard III. of 
England, have all endeavoured to play the tyrant in their own 
countries, as well as King James in Siootland ; and if they have not 
been duly panished for it in this world, they will assuredly smart 
for it in the next 1" 

And then, as the veteran Concressault left the assembly for ever. 



358 THB YELLOW FBIOATS. 

the grim Scottish nobles only smiled as they played with their long 
swords, and remembered that they had forced James III., when 
seated on the same throne now occupied W his sad-eyed son, to 
stitch the patent of James Douglas, Lord of Dalkeith and Earl of 
Morton, the parchment of which he had torn in a fit of just indigna- 
tion at the " inordinate royalties and privileges it contained." 

Though no declaration of war had been made-^for Henry had yet 
hopes ofachieving an alliance by marriage*— political relations between 
Scotland and England were somewhat dubious. Thus, to prevent any 
hostile interference with the French ambassador. Sir Andrew WoodL 
with the Yellow Frigate and a ship named the Flower, was ordered 
by the Lord High Admiral HaUes, now Eari of Bothwell, to convey 
t^e Sieur de Monipennie to Brest; and thus he prepared for sea with 
dll speed, 

CHAPTBB LVni. 

*' 01), sweet Margaret 1 oh, rare pale Kargwet I 
What li( your eyee with tearful power, 
like mooniii^t od a ftlUQg shower ?"--l^VNViOir' 

SiKCE the day when the English prisoners were presented io 
James IV". at telth, Euphemia and her sister Sybilla had no oppo»* 
tunity of meeting, or even seeing Barton, or Falooner. They were 
kept in strict seclusion at their father's manffion in Dundee, while 
their loverp were compelled to remain as much as possible on board 
their ships, owing to the dangers that menaced them ashore j for the 
unscrupulous emissaries of Drummond, Home, and the new-made 
Barl of Bothwell, were ever on the watch for liem ; moreover, their 
presence was constantly required during the refitting consequent U> 
the late engagement and the projected voyage io Brest. 

These repairs were Qondi^cted at the Ne^ IJaven above JMiSk, 
where the king's dockyards were then established. 

James IV., about l51^, had &o less than fi>rty-8ix ships of war 
built herQ and elsewhe^ ; one of th^o, th^ Great Miokael, was 
the largest vessel in the known world ; she carried a tluMisand mdo, 
was two hundred and fi^^Y fe^tlopg, and pQst £40,000-— an enormous 
sum in those days. For me acconiinodation of the workmen, at Sir 
^drew Wopd'§ suggestipi^, he built a phapdi dedicated to Owe Jj^if 
and St. James, the extern windo^w and gable of which are yet re- 
mafoin^ in the Vennel of Kew Haven. If @cot;land, in lSI9i oould 
eauip sQch a fjeet^ be^re the valine pf her vast iron mines, her forests 
of fir apd oak, and the conyei^ienpe of l^er d0ep bays and salt lakes 
were knpwn, what a noble armament could, she pow launch upon the 
waters of the Tay and Clyde I 

Margaret Drumo^oftd, ttou^^h happy in her restoration io her 
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roya) li]isbejid (who wa^ making every reqnigite preparation for 
espousing her publicly on his coronation day, after the arrival of the 
papal dispensation), never mei^tioned that her sisters had lovers of 
more humble pretdusions, who were known only to their own family 
circle. Her lather had laid her and them under the most stern 
injunctions of se'crecy, and thus the young king believed that 
his two beautiful sisters-in-law were the affianced brides of Home 
and Both well ; and though he had no great admiration for the cha- 
racters of those turbulent and unlettered lords, he had no desire to 
excite 4is86nsion anew by seeking other spouses for Euphemia and 
SybiUa. 

Thus oyeri^wei by their parent, the sisters locked the secret in 
their own breasts, oad were miserable; for this old, habitual terror of 
thfiir father was mingled with the love and respect which were due 
to himi and united to a long foreknowledge of his unbounded pride, 
J>is imperious spirit, his calculating ambition, and his haughty will, 
which had never, since the hour oi his birth, been thwarted, and 
which m^lifi)m^ follow tp the death any man who dared to mar, in 
the most trifling ijianper, tiie plots he wove aud the plaxis he laid 
for the aggrandizement of himself and his family. 

Confident i» the young king's chivalric and generous character. 
Barton and Falconer, with the natu^^ bluntness of their profession, 
would at once have sought au interview, told their story, and claimed 
hb patronM^ iiqd protectipu 5 but the king was at Stirling one day, 
^t FaljdaucTthe next, s-t Dundee the thjrd, and thus no proper oppor- 
tunity was afforded to them { the ships were soon reported as ready 
for sea; De Concpessault cams on board, with all his train, under 
three salvoes pf cannon, as ambassador of Frapee ; and the Yellow 
Frigate and the Flower got under way; and the reader may 
easi^ conceive l^e en^otions of Barton and Falconer when sailing 
on tuid expedition, and leaving their loves behind them while so many 
evil influences combined i» cast a shadow on their hopes. 

Indeed, both sailed with the most Arm and melancholy conviction 
that, long bpfpre tbeir return, either by fear, coercion, or despair, or 
W all three combined, {)uphemia would be Lady Home, and SybiUa 
Couutess of Both well, 

Their growing sadness and their many communings could not 
fiseape th£ quick q^qa of the old Admiral, who had been closely ob- 
scpine^ them, one day in particular, as he was taking an observation 
with tuA cross-staff, during a bright sunshine that equally favour^ 
the operaiious of Father Zuill, who was hard at work levelling his 
lenses, mirrors, and parabolic speculum against the sails of a flsher- 
boat, which he was vainly endeavouring to ignite, an experiment 
whidi, if successful, would no doubt have excited considerable sur- 
prise and consternation in the mind of the unconscious proprietor 
thereof. The kind Admiral, who knew well the secrets of the two 
Irisndfi endeavoured to reassure them, and laugh their Ws away* 
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" Alas, Admiral/' sidd Falconer, " I never can forget tliat all my 
fortune is in my scabbard; that my prospects ofsacoess at borne are 
now more dim and distant since the late king's death, and how can 
I hope to be. the brother-in-law of his son P Oh, it is all vanity and 
madness in me — ^this passion for Lord Drunmiond's daughter ! Yet 
I know that Sybilla loves me ; thus I cannot abandon her while life 
remains, otherwise, I would not return with you from France, but 
would enlist in the Scottish archers, or offer my sword to Bobert of 
PatuUoch, or the Mareschal de Goncressault, and seek fortune in the 
wars of Charles YIII. These nobles at home will prove too strong 
for us in the end. Barton !" 

** In their eyes no deed, however brave, can gild a humble birth ; 
and no shame is so deep as a lowly name !" said Barton. 

" Well, and is not this a wisdom in the titled blockheads, after 
all," said the Admiral ; " for they know that, in respecting high birth 
and sounding titles, they are but paying a compliment to themselves 
and enhancmg their own value." 

" To conceive it possible that my gentle Sybilla may hejhrced—^ 
yea, in free Scotland, forced like a Danish serf, to marry a man who 
cannot appreciate her goodness and excellence." 

" There is no man so low in the scale of humanity -— not even 
among the rebel lords," said Barton. 

** Poor Sybilla — ^how I love her !" 

"This were vast presumption in Stratheam, Davie," said the 
Admiral ; " but here, on the deck of the Yellow Frigate, is only 
natural and just, — ^a great lord's daughter though she be. But tush, 
man ! is this the wav for a stout fellow to pule and sadden like a 
pitiful scaramouche P If these damosels wed m your absence, my lads, 
remember there are gude fish in the salt sea, as ever came out of it ; a 
rusty anchor and a rotten cable are not worth the upheaval ; and so, 
gadzooks ! if they miss stays and get stranded in your absence, let 
them e'en go, with Grod's blessing, and bear ye away for a fairer 
haven and more seaworthy consorts." 

Consolation of this kind was about as good as none; but time 
wore on — day succeeded day. After passing the straits of Dover 
without seeing any si^ of a hostile English fleet, which rumour 
said was preparing to mtercept them, and after running down the 
English Channel, the two Scottish caravels doubled the point then 
named by the French the End of the World, as no land was known 
to the westward of it, and arrived in safety at Brest in Brittany. 

This, though one of the best harbours m Europe, was then out a 
small seaport or village, dependent on the town of Sainte Kenan. 

After exchanging salutes with the Castle of Brest, and being 

royally feasted by the abbot and monks of its rich Benedictine abbey, 

the Scottish admiral bade adieu to the Sieur de Concressault (who 

be^n his journey to court), and again put to sea. 

• Passing between the Isle of Ushant and the mainland, he bore 
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away for Slnys, on another mission from the conrt of Scotland to the 
Flemings, oonceming that commercial dispute, which, natheless the 
casks of Dutch heads, pickled by Andrew barton, it was believed no 
man in Scotland was better able to adjust than Sir Andrew Wood of 
Largo. 



CHAPTER LIX. 

BEUNITED. 

'* But am I not the nobler thro* thy love ? 
O three times less unworthy ! likewise thou 
Art more thro' love, and greater than thy years." 

MsAiTWHiLS treason was not idle at home. 

Sir Patrick Gray and Sir James Shaw, exasperated by the turn 
affairs had taken against them, and by findmg, that instead of 
having their petty lairdships erected into lordships and earldoms, 
with many a fair slice of tne lands of the Crawfords, the Erskines, 
the Stewarts, and others, to whose confiscation and forfeiture they 
had fondly looked forward, and being no longer able to exact kain 
and herezelds at the sword's point again and again from the hapless 
rentallers of the king's castles, they entered into a closer compact with 
Henry for the removal of Margaret Drummond, and witn Master 
Quentin Krafb, who, eluding the chain of guardB and close watch 
kept upon the Borders between Tweedmouth and Solway Sands, had 
the hardihood to re-enter Scotland disguised, and he, together with 
Borthwick, who still lurked about the town and Castle of Berwick, 
were, as before, their ready means of communication with the 
court of London. 

The two anti-national knights had both conceived a mortal grude 
against Sir Andrew Wood, for no other cause, perhaps, than his being a 
sterling and unflinching patriot, who, by taking the English ships, 
had restored Margaret Drummond to her princely lover. Thus they 
had many a long conference, and one in particular on the very day 
after he sailed for Brest. 

Shaw, as usual, half intoxicated, — and 0:T&y, nervous, grim, and 
fiery as ever, sat over their wine in the hali^naked hall of Kyneff, 
"where Krafb, the notary, or attorney— for he was called both — ^pre- 
pared a statement of the number of ships, men, and guns carried by Ad- 
miral Wood. With this paper he departed on the spur to Berwick, from 
whence Borthwick conveyed it to London (then a four-weeks* journey 
at least), and there he imormed the Bishop of Winchester, the secre- 
tary of King Henry, who was then residing at Baynai'd Castle, that 
on leaving Brest, the Scottish admiral would sail for Sluys ; and that 
by having a powerful fleet to intercept him, he might easily, at one 
and the same time, crush one of the young king's most gaUant sub- 
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jeets» assert the saperiority of England on the sea, and revenge the 
i^ront so lately put upon her arms in the battle of the t^irth of 
Forth. 

Though kings had generally as little power of choice in love, then 
as now, and had to submit to the wishes and will of their subjects, 
and to the interests of their country, James IV., after striving to 
banish from his mind the gloom his father's fate had brought upon 
him, and after exiling from his presence most of those who had been 
the cause of that hapless father's downfall, gave himself up tx) the 
joy and intoxication of his passion for Margaret Drummond — ^a pas- 
sion all untrammelled now by secrecy, and tnctrbed by caution. 

The whole nation knew that he loved her now — ^fhat they were 
secretly married, and that a little daughter had been bom, to secure 
whose legitimacy and regal rights the dispensation of the Pope alone 
was wanting ; and the Lyon King of Arms had gone to England, 
empowered to demand the instant liberation of its bearer, or denounce 
war by sea and land. But though anxious to destroy Sir Andrew 
Wood and his companions, and also to detain the Bishop of Dun- 
blane, the subtle Henry YII. had no intention, if it could be avoided, 
of having a crisia so fatal to his darling matrimonial projects ; and 
he still resolved, that by fair means or foul. Lord Drummond's 
daughter should be removed, to make way for an English princess. 

It was now the beginning of August : the birds had ceased to 
sing, and were training their newly-fledged broods ; the swallows 
were gathering for their long and mysterious journey, and the ripe 
oom waved in heavy ear. 

The sun was setting beyond the fertile carse of (rowrie, and the 
evening was warm and balmy in bonnie Dondee* 

The last of the traders had left the meal-market, and the lorimers^ 
the bonnet-makers, the wabsters, and cordiners, had closed their 
booths about the old Salt Iron. The various bells were ringing for 
the vesper service, and the bi;oad blue river, with its picturesque 
craft, lay sleeping in its beauty between the yellow sands and fer^e 
slopes of Fife and Angus. 

Dreaming little of the tangled web of trouble, care, and sorrow 
Scottish guile and English gold were weaving round their young 
and loving hearts, James and his fair-haired consort occupied the old 
Palace of St. Margaret, of which we gave the reader a description in 
the earlier chapters of this history. 

The royal guard had been re-established under another captain: 
the town was occupied by a great number of armed men — Drummonds/ 
Homes, and Hepburns,— -all flushed with their recent victory ai 
Sassentilly, and these were quartered on the wealthy citizens, among 
whom they remained at free quarters to be ready for any emergency, 
as the country was far from being quiet or settled. 

The young monarch gave himself up to all the joy of a complete 
reumon with his youthful consort; but she was unusually sad and 
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iKonghtful, as if a foreboding of approaching evil hovered in her 
iieart and clouded her open brow. 

** Dearest/' said she, a^r a Ions pause, as thej sat to«pether in a 
recess of one of those deep old windows which were so well calculated 
for a quiet tSie-a-tSte, "how deeply am I indebted to 70U for your 
tenderness, which gratifies all my wishes, and anticipates all my 
thoughts. Oh, my dearest— mv liest beloved one I" she continued, 
clinging to him like a child ; ''let me creep closer to you.'* 

"Sweet Maggie," said the handsome young king, as he passed a 
hand fondly and caressingly over her bri^&coloured hair, which 
looked indeed "as if powdered with gold du8t"--^uid this was the 
same stout hand which was afterwards hewn o^ his stiffened arm at 
Flodden,' — " every moment we are separated seems an age, and yet 
the while my heart is full of thee ! But a time is coming, when in 
the presence of all Scotland, we shall stand side by side upon the 
throne, and the greatest peers shall kiss this pretty hand, as their 
queen's." 

" When our ^ood Bishop returns — ^but not, alas ! tUl then 1" she 
murmured, looking upward, as her soft cheek fell upon his shoulder ; 
*' he is a weary time away.** 

The brightness of pure love shone in her fair face ; and this voung 
queen — for a queen, mdeed, she was, though the Church would not 
vet acknowledge her — seemed enchanting; in her beauty and her 
innocence. 

" Fools speak of the right divine of king^," said James, gazing 
tenderly upon her. " By my soul, dear Margaret, the power of a 
beautiml woman is the only one that comes dii-ect from heaven." 

Margaret only sighed at this compliment, and her eyes filled with 
tears. 

" Still nursing thine old sadness, Margaret l" 

" All, call me pet names, as you were wont to do.'* 

" Well, then, Maggie, why so sorrowful P" 

" My aunt, the Duchess of Montrose told me that there is a 
rumour going abroad — ^that — " 

" That what P" 

" That an old prophecy of Thomas of Ercildoune says,— 

" When Pausyle and Tweed meet o'er Merlin'i gruvB, 
ScotUnde and Englande one king shall have.'* 

" There they can never meet, thank God !" said the kinff, laugh- 
ing : " though Merlin lies buried in Drummellier, by Tweedside ; for 
there I have seen his tomb. But what doth an old rhyme matter to 
us, Maggie ?" 

" They say moreover — " 

" Who are they .?" 

"The people," said Margaret, giving way to tears, "that this 
prophecy will be accomplished by your wedding the daughter of 
Henry VII." 
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" Those who say so are fools ! Has not this cunning old Tudor 
a son, who will be Henry VIII. P No English king can reip^ over 
Scotland, and I would not sit on the English throne were I its heir 
to-morrow; for who, then, would be king of broad Scotland, Mar- 
garet P and who would be a barrier between her people and the 
tyrannical nobility P Besides, tidings must long ere this have 
reached the English court that we are married, and well must 
Henry know that thus all hope ot ^Ifilling the terms of that state 
betrothal, which assigned another Margaret to me, is at an end for 
ever." 

Margaret only sighed, and her tears continued to fall. 

" My bounibel," said James, " here are luxury, wealth, grandeur, 
rank, and greater are yet before thee ; yet thou art not happy." 

" Oh, pardon my ingratitude ; but I have such strange dreams by 
night, and such dark forebodings by day ! Something is always 
wanting to complete happiness." 

" That is the curse of life, Margaret." 

" Of mine at least," said she, folding her sofb little hands. 

** And that want—-" 

" Is security," said Margaret, sighing. 

" Thou wilt always be loyed and respected, Magrie," said her boy 
husband, as he caressed her; " for thou art not valued by the dim- 
ness or splendour of thy fortune, but for thy sweetness and piety, 
thy goodness of heart and purity of soid, rather than imagmary 
nobility of name." 

" But your mjgesty must be ever watchftd and ready to defend 
from danger your poor Margaret, who loves you so well — ^better than 
all the world beside ; — ^yea, better even than her little babe— oar*; 
and you must not leave me so often and so long for those meetings 
of council and affairs of state, for dire forebodings of evil crush me 
whenever I am lefb alone." 

"Why so fearful of plots and wiles, sweet Maggie P But take 
courage, for I would defend you against a world in arms ; and fear 
not either for our fair-haired litde one, who ma3\one day wed some 
gallant king of France or Spain, when she is beautiful as thyself, my 
kind-eyed Maggie !" ^ ^ • ^ 

Such was one of many similar conversations which took place 
between the young king and his secretly wedded wife, while they 
awaited the bishop's return and the coining coronation ; but whether 
the dark presentiments that hovered in Margaret's timid mind and 
saddened her winning manner were false or true, a little time will 
now serve to show. 
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CHAPTER LX. 

LONDON IN 1488. 

** Sir John got on a bonny brown beast 
To Scotland for to ride — a; 
A brown bu^ coat upon his back, 

A short sword by his side — a; 
Alas I young man, we sucklings can 
Poll down the Scottish pride— a." 

Sir John MenrUs, 16S9. 

Saint Swithin's Day in 1488 — Ibrtunatelj a fair and sunny one- 
was the busiest ever witnessed in the good city of London, if not 
since the English capital had a uame, at least since the mayoralty of 
the loyal and wealthy Sir William Home, whom Kiug Henry VII. had 
knighted in the preceding year at Homsey Park; and from its 
countless wooden thoroughfares — ^bricks were only beginning to be 
used about thirty years before — she poured forth her thousands, 
to witness the departure of a gallant admiral a^inst the Scots. 

" The first article of an Englishman's political creed," saith my 
Lord Halifax, " must be that he believeth in the sea !" — and a very 
good article it is. 

Hence Henry VII. was so deeply concerned by the humiliation of 
Howard, that he summoned the most expert and experienced mariners 
in his kingdom, " and after exhorting them to purge away the stain 
oast upon the English name," he offered the then handsome pension 
of a thousand pounds yearly, to any man who would undertake to 
bring before him, dead or alive, Sir Andrew Wood of Largo, though 
it was now a time of truce, and actually of treaty between the two 
nations ; but such were the anomalies of an age when no man was 
particular about anything but the length of his sword and the trim 
of his beard — ^if he had one. 

In this new project Henry had many difficulties to encounter, for at 
that time, England was almost destitute of a navy. " Before the reign 
of Queen Elizabeth," says Fuller, " the ships-royal were so few that 
they deserved not the name of a fleet, and our kin^s hired vessels 
fix)m Hamburg, Lubeck, yea, from Genoa itself" The OretU 
Harry y his first ship, cost him one hundred and fourteen thousand 
pounds ; before this, he used to seize or press merchant vessels for 
warlike purposes when he required them. 

The celebrity for skill and valour enjoyed by Sir Andrew Wood, 
caused him to be so much dreaded by the English, Dutch, and Por- 
tuguese, that some time elapsed before a volunteer was found. At 
last Sir Stephen Bull, a naval captain of known talent and well- 
tried courage, offered his sword and services to the King, who 
accepted them with joy ; and three vessels, the largest and strongest 
that England could Ornish, well-manned by chosen men, and 
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mounted with heavy cannon, were placed at his disposal by Jobn de 
Vere, Earl of Oxford, who was Lord High Admiral of England from 
the year 1486 to 1512, and who spared no pains to fit out this half 
chivalric and wholly vindictive enterprize, — for to their glory be it 
said, the English nobles — unlike the Scottish — ^have always been 
distinguished bv a high degree of patriotism and love of the honour 
and interests of their native oountry ; identifying themselves with 
both in all ages. 

The chief of these three ships wa£| th^ XTmipornr^^e caravel of 
the late Si? Andrew Barton. 

Sir Stephen had been a merchant-trader of London, and yras well 
known at Staple Inn, where the dealers of those days exposed their 
samples of wool, cloth, and other commodities fbr sale; and qo vpte had 
more influence than his at Aldermanbury, where the Guildhall was then 
situated, and where the council met j but ftred by a laudable and 
honourable desire for upholding the glory of " Old Bn^^land,*' hp had 
buckled on his armour,' and left his buxQm dame and comfbrtable 
mansion with its glazed windows — then no ordinary luxury — at the 
comer of Fenchurch -street, near the Al^gate, to wage battle a^^inst 
** the hot and termagant Scots." 

To the great, or uneducated mass of the Snglish people, even in 
the present age, Scotland is a country of which but uttle is known. 
Then it was deemed a distant and remote, as well as hated land* 
and all expeditions against it, were fraught with danger and 
death. 

In those " good old times ** there were no electric telegraphs ; no 
ipails, rails, or " own correspondents," and no resident ambiissadoris 
or consuls. Every Scot entering England became a prisoner; every 
Englishman entering Scotland might be lawfully kilied ox captured 
by whoever could catch him. These were pleasant times withal ; 
and thus, though it was a season of peace between the two countries, 
penry, after wisely considering the recent convulsion in^ Scotland, 
and the new King's extreme youth — ^thought he mi^ht risk a little 
to punish the bold Scottish mariner, in the same fashion in which he 
had overwhelmed Sir Andrew Barton ; and if war was declared by 
pcot^^nd thereanent, he might easily contrive to repudiate the whole 
§ffair as a military quarrel between two rival knights — a passage of 
arpis upon the sea. 

Sir Stephen Bull had hoisted his flag on board the captured 
JJiticom^ and he had spared no pains or expense in fitting her up ; 
thu^, not content with ^11 the King gave him, he had borrowed 
J^gely from the opulent money-lenders m Lombard-street. 

Edmund Howard was his captain. 

The second ship was commanded by Miles le Fumival, son of the 
Jiord of Farnham in Bucks — an ancient house, whose tenure it was to 
^nd the King of England a right-hand glove on his Coronation day, 
and to support his right arm when he held the sceptre. Their 
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town residenod, flisU known as FnmiTal's Tnn^ stood on the norih 
side of Holbom. 

The third ship was under the orders of the wealthy Ftdke, Lord 
of Fnlkeshall (now better known as Vanxhall), who is said to have 
been an ancestor of Gny of notorious memory. 

Immense quantities of iron balls and stone shot — ^the latter from 
the royal quarries at Maidstone in Kent — ^had been put on board of 
these vessels, and they were crowded by the best marksmen of the 
ancient Fraternity of Artillery, or Gunners of the Tower ; and the 
chief of these was our old friend, tall Dick Selby, the best cudgel- 
player that ever broke a head at Moorfields, or tossed the bar at 
Finsbury, and who, moreover, was the blithest toper that ever 
tossed off a horn, as the bluff host of the Belle Sauvage on Ludgate 
fell was ready to testify. 

Many brave volunteers accompanied Bull; these were all members 
of noble fkmilies — sopie of them gay fellows, whose white feathers 
and laced mantles would long be niissed by many a bright blue eye 
In Paul's Walk, as the aisle of the great cathedral was named, being 
the favourite place of the Londoners for gossip and promenades ; 
many, too, would prance no more among the horsemen at the 
Smoothfield, on Friday, or lounge at the Priory of St. John, at 
Clerkenwell, where the Sacred Mysteries were penormed in the fine 
summer evenings. 

Thus, the three ships were manned by mariners of tried skill, and 
goldiers of proved courage; but among them were not a few des- 
peradoes from that sanctuary of miscreants, St. Martin*s-le-Grand. 

" Bring ye back my daughter, Captain Howard," cried old Abel 
Eyre, the stout fishmonger of Knightrider-street, as he came off to 
the Unicom in a wherry, from the Old Swan Stairs ; " bring her 
back to me, from yondei* distant country, and I will give thee a pair 
of the best gold spurs Giltspur-street can ftimish." 

" Restore my niece. Rose," added Peter Puddle, of Puddle-wharf, 
"for, by my troth, I would rather she had turned cut-purse, or 
wedded the greasiest scullion of Pie-comer, than become the wife of 
a rough-footed Scot." 

•' If I ever return, good citizens," said Howard, through his open 
helmet, as be looked over the buckler-ports of the Unicom; "thy 
daughter will be by my side. I took her away with me, and it is 
but fair I should restore her, if I can. Farewell, sirs, and remember 
me at vespers to-night," he added, with a sadness that chilled the 
hearts of tne two portly citizens ; " for sorely my mind misgives me, 
I shall never hear the English curfew bell a^ain ! " 

Never had the banks of Thames seen a sight so gay or so busy, 
since London litone was first placed by the verge of the old Praetorian- 
road ! 

In a gorgeous barge, covered by an awning, decorated by pennons 
and rowed by men in the royal livery, Henry VII. was on the 
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riyer, accompanied by the Lord Mayor and commonalty, all in smaller 
barges, garnished with streamers and surrounded by a swarm of 
lesser boats, crowded by knights, comiiiers, citizens, and beautiful 
women, all wearing the gayest of colours. 

He wore his royal robes — a kirtle and snrcoat, with his furred hood 
and mantle, and the George upon his breast. A smile of gratifica- 
tion lit up his usually g^ave mce from time to time, as he caressed 
his chief favourite — ^an abominable monkey. 

As he stood up in the barge to bow in return to the people, whose 
shouts rent the sunny air, his tall thin figure was conspicuous aboye 
his courtiers, " among whom we observed," as the newspapers would 
have said had there been one in this year of grace, 1488, Sir William > 
Stanley, Lord Chamberlain of England, weai-ing his gold key of 
office; Bobert Lord Brook, Knight of the Garter, and Lord Steward 
of the Household ; Sir Bichard Crofbs, the King's Treasurer, and 
Sir Bichard Edgecumbe, his comptroller, each bearing a white wand ; 
Berkely, the Earl Marshal ; Lord Dinham, the Treasurer of England; 
and Gerald, Earl of Kildare, the newly appointed Governor of 
Henry's lordship of Ireland, all attired in gorgeous costumes; while 
the fifty Yeomen of the Guard — a body established only two years 
before — clad in scarlet coats and black velvet caps, and armed with 
partisans and swords, were in the king's great barge, with their 
captain. Sir Charles Somerset, afterwards Earl of Worcester. 

It was quite a gala day in London. The beautiful cross in Cheap- 
side, and the Conduit, recently built by the Sheriff, Thomas Ilam, 
were covered with garlands of flowers ; all the bells were tolliDg, and 
the houses which faced the river had their windows crowded with 
heads, and their horn lattices open,-»-for glass was not common in 
England until the middle of tne sixteenth century, and even in 
1558, when "the proud Earl of Northumberland ' left Alnwick 
Castle for a time, the glass windows were carefully taken out, and 
thriftily replaced by plain wooden boards. 

The culverins and bombardes of the Tower thundered out their 
£Eirewell salute as the ships got under way; flags were displayed 
on the old Church of St. Katharine, where now the Docks are ; and 
all the foreign argosies and the com traders from the Cinque Ports, 
which in those days were compelled to land their cargoes at Queen- 
hithe, the rival of Billingsgate, were bedecked with banners and 
streamers, while many a oroad piece of tapestry floated from the 
keep of the Tower, and from Baynard Castle, which had been rebuilt 
about sixty years before by the Duke of Gloucester. 

The roofs and windows of quaint Old London Bridge, through the 
narrow arches of which the ebb tide was rushing, displayed a thou- 
sand faces and waving caps. It had then a grotesque row of houses 
and shops, forming a narrow street across the river, with a gothic 
Chapel of St. Thomas a Becket ; an embattled drawbridge-tower, on 
which Hentzner, one fine morning, counted no less than thirty 
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human heads, all of which had heen carefully cooked and parboiled, 
according to act of parliament, in the kitchen of the said tower. 

At last the topsails were sheeted home, and while their ordnance, 
amid clouds of smoke replied to the farewell salutes of the Tower 
and the deafening cheers of the people, St. George's red cross was 
thrice lowered in adieu to the king, and the vessels began to drop 
down the river, while a fiy of wnerries pulled by barefooted and 
barelegged watermen shot aSter them, their occupants cheering with 
delight at the anticipation of pelting with the mud of the then 
nnpaved streets " the rough-footed Scots " of Andrew Wood ; for 
those of Andrew Barton, when marched in chains through the 
' thoroughfares of London, obtained some weighty marks of the 
goodwill borne by the citizens to foreigners m general, and the 
abhorred Soots in particular. In the days of Henry VII. and Henry 
YIII., we are told the London streets " were very foul, and full of 
pits and sloughs," and thus, plenty of muddy ammunition lay always 
st hand. 

On board the ship of Miles Fumival sailed Hew Borthwick, bound 
to Scotland on another mission of infamy. 

A deadly and subtle poison had been prepared by a certain Master 
Krafl, an herbalist whom Henry YII. patronised, and who was a 
brother of Quentin the Notary. This personage kept an apothecary's 
booth in Bucklersbury, a street which, from a very early period, 
until the great fire of 1666, was inhabited solely, or nearlj' so, by 
venders of simples, medicines, cosmetics, and deleterious drugs. 

This poison had been delivered by Henry's agents to Borthwick, 
who was to leave nothing untried, by its means, to remove Margaret 
Dmmmond for ever from the path of Margaret Tudor. 

Thus Hew Borthwick had embarked on board the caravel of Miles 
Furnival, being too wary to show himself near Captain Howard, who 
he knew would indubitably fling him overboard, without mercy or 
remedy. 

Cheer after cheer continued to be interchanged as the vessels dropped 
down Thames with the ebbins tide, and with their white sails and 
silken streamers shining in the sunny evening light. The bank 
near East Smithfield, known as the Bed Cliff, which ^ve a name to 
the ancient village of Batclifie Highway, was crowded by spectators, 
who waved their adieux to the tali and stately caravels— the hope ot 
so many hearts. 

The sun was sinking now, and soon the merry chimes of St. 
Clement Danes, and the deep ding-dong of the Bow- bell in the spire 
of St. Mary de Arcubus, with the smoke and steeples of London, the 
din of its streets with the voices of their assembled thousands, and 
the huge square tower of old St. Paul's, lessened and faded tc^ether 
in the distance, as the vessels stood down the widening and winding 
river, on their bold expedition to intercept Sir Andrew Wood of 
Largo, on his return from Sluys. 
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CHAPTEB LXI. 

THE APMIBAL's BTOBY — THE lEGEND OF COBA LYKK. 

" Peace, Kent ! 

Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 

I lov'd her most, and thought to set mj rest 

On her kind nursery. — Hence, and avoid my eight I 

Bo be my grave my peace, as here I give 

Her father's heart from her 1" — King Lear, Act i. 

While the two Scottish caravels (such was the name usually 
given to all large ships) lay at Sluys, the admiral left nothing un- 
said, in his rough, hearty fashion, to rouse the spirit and fan the 
hopes of David Falconer and Robert Barton ; but both sank lower, 
they grew weary of the flat shores of Dutch Flanders, with their 
gaudy houses, closely clipped hollies and stiff tall poplar trees ; and of 
the sluggish Scheldt that flowed so noiselessly to the sea in slune and 
sunshine ; and of rambling among the grass-grown fortifications of 
Cadsandt, the cannon of which commanded the navigation of the 
river ; they were wearied too, by the endless interviews and diplo* 
macy of the slow, pompous, and full-fed burgomasters of Bruges, 
Sluys, and Ardenburg, with their vast circular hats, great bombasted 
breeches, and long iron spadas ; and heartily they h>nged to weigh 
anchor for home. 

" Take courage, and be men," sud the Laird of Largo to his two 
friends and companions, as they lingered over their wine, one sunny 
afternoon, in that famous old hostel on the quay at Sluys, the 
" Yung-frati," kept by Dame Gudule Snichtercloot, who wore a cap 
with long ears, a score of petticoats, and had a lonff-legged stork 
sitting dreamily on each of the six steep gables of her nouse. " Take 
courage, carles ; gadzooks 1 had I lost heart thus every time fortune 
gave me a head- wind, I had never gathered leeway m life, or been 
Jiaird of Largo and Newbyme." 

"True, true, Sir Andrew," said Barton, gnawinff the ends of his 
mustachios ; ** but had the stout old skipper, my mther, been a lord 
of that ilk— " 

" He would have kent to a plack the price of Soottifih honour 
and of the favour of foreign kings," said the Admiral, bitterly ; ** but 
being a humble man, he deemed that Scotland was the Scotsman's 
gift from God — ^for the poor man's sole inheritance is his country/— 
and so, he fought and died for her. Were I the Lion King of Arms, 
I would enact a law of heraldry that every Scottish peer and place- 
man should have his shield powdered with English rose-nobles, as 
indicative of the fealty they are ever ready to transfer for lucre. 
But were there two Adams in the Garden of Eden, and two Eves 
to mate with them, Father ZuillP I trow not. Gadzooks! one 
man's blood is as good as the blood of another, whatever his soul 
may be. But enough of this— I could spin you a yam to the point, 
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though I usually leave that task to the boatswain. Heard ye ever 
the story of King Malcolm's daughter Cora and Mao laa the 
royal huntsman P" 
" No." 
No " were the replies from each side of the table. 
And of how she wedded a youth of low d^ee P" 
Cora ! I have heard of her/' said Father Zuill, who was making 
a focus with his glass in the sunshine, and endeavouring to bum a 
hole in his cassock ; " she was drowued in the Falls of Owde." 

** 8o sayeth old history, but old history is wrong. 'Twas a tale 
my poor mother was wont to tell me, when I was a wee halfling 
callant that spent the lee lan^ summer day in fishing for podleya 
at the auld wooden pier of Leith, and rambling on the Mussel-cape | 
and many a time have I thought of it after I became a sailor, Uke 
my father before me $ and the auld woman's kind voice came to me 
in dreams, when the wind rocked me asleep on the swinging topsail* 
yard. Well, fill up the bickers — summon another stoup of Dame 
Bnichtercloot's best Bordeaux, and I'll tell you the tale, for it may 
give you heart to bear up against your present crosses, and show how 
a sair broken ship may natheless come merrily to land." 

After a few more preambles, the admiral began as follows — and 
although we have shown hitherto that he spoke in his own dialect, 
and mingled his phraseology with many a nautical simile and salt* 
water metaphor, lest the reader should tire of these, we have rendered 
his story into proper language^ and in short preferred to tell itinoiir 
own way t— 

Malcolm II., King of Scotland, sumamed Mao Kenneth, (his 
&ther, the victor of Xuncartv, being the third of that name) was a 
wise, just, and valiant monarch, who divided his realm into provinces, 
putting over each a governor or sheriff to restrain the turbulent and 
mwless ; he encouraged the commons to become skil^ husbandmea 
and tillers of the soil, and to become merchants and traders on the 
sea. Under his rule aU the arts of peace flourished, while those of 
war were not forgotten ; for by his valour he spread his conquests 
iar beyond the Saxon border, and by the annexation of the northerti 
ooonties of England obtained the additional surname of 

JRex Viotorionssimue, 

Hence it is, that for many years after, the eldest sons of the Mdm 
of Scotland bore the title of Prince of Cumberland ; and hence it is 
that we find the inhabitants of these northern counties of England 
so Scottish in aspect, dialect, and character. Malcolm had no son s 
but he had four daughters, all famous for their charms : the Frinoeia 
Beatrix, wife of Crinian Abthane of the Western Isles ; the FrinoeM 
Doacha, wife of the Thane of Angus, and consequently mother of the 
terrible Macbeth ; Muriella, married to Sigurd Earl of Orkney ; a&d 
hiAtXj, the Princess Coray the most beautitul lady in the laud* 
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Many powerfol thanes and chiefs sought her hand in marriage, 
but the principal competitors were Kenneth, a Lord of the Isles ; 
Grrssme, Thane of Stratheam ; and Dunbar, Thane of Lothian : and 
so anxious was the king to secure by her means the firm adherence 
of one of these influential nobles, that he would not have hesitated to 
employ force and severity, but that he loved the gentle Cora with 
the tenderest love that can fill a human breast ; for he had trans- 
ferred to her, in another form, all the regard he had borne the queen 
her mother, who had now passed away to the company of the saints, 
and whose remains lay with those of her fathers, among the royal 
tombs of lona. 

Yet, when this good king waxed old, when his brow became lyart 
and his beard grew white, and when he saw that Cora, his youngest- 
bora, had expanded into a beautiful woman — ^full-bosomed, graceful, 
and tall, with snow-white skin, soft eyes, and golden hair, he thought 
in his secret heart, how gladly he would see her some bold warrior's 
bride; lest, when the time came that he too should be borne through 
the valley of corpses in Kilmalie, that some of his bearded thanes 
and ferocious chiefs might decide the piize of her hand by the sword, 
and so deluge the land in Scottish blood. 

Many of the sreat lords were more than usually importunate, 
because Malcolm s grandchildren, little Duncan, the son of Beatrix, 
and the boy Macbeth, the son of Doacha, might both die in infancy, 
or when they grew older, might perish in war, or in the forest, which 
was then fraught with danger to the hunter ; for the woods were 
full of white moimtain bulls, bears and wolves, elks, and other wild 
animals, that the old Scots of those hardy times loved to encounter 
and subdue, for wild sports were their chief pastime. 

None of Eang Malcolm's court loved the chase like the Princess 
Cora, and she was ever tiie foremost of the hunters, mounted on a 
beautiful horse, which Gregory, Bishop of St. Andrew's, had procured 
for her in Ai-abia Petrasa, with its bridle of silver, at which hung 
thirteen blessed bells ; and as she gave each of these as a prize to the 
best horseman successively, in racing round the ring, the proverb 
jfirst came among us of " bearing away the belV* 

The old king spared no cost in the decoration of her chamber, 
which was entirely hung with bright-coloured silk, and its windows 
were glazed with clear beryl, though he and his courtiers contented 
them with beds of soft heather, and had nothing in their windows 
save the iron gratings which gave them security. Moreover, the 
floor of her chamber was laid with the softest furs, and her bed and 
her pillows were the finest feathers, all procured by Mac Ian Eua, 
the Forester of Dunfermline, and favourite huntsman of the king, in 
an age when luxury was almost unknown. 

^ She was an expert citharist, and none in Scotland sang more beau- 
tifully ; thus, each night by the royal couch she sat with her harp 
n her knees, and sang the old king to sleep by reheai-siug the lay 
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of Anearin, describing the great Battle of Cattfaeth, which was fought 
in Etterick Forest, where, five hundred years before, the men of 
Dunedin were almost exterminated by the Saxons of Deiria ; and 
this warlike song made the old king's heart leap within him, and he 
would beat time with his fingers, and thus sinking to sleep, would 
dream of his early days, of the field of Cramond, the flight of flanes 
and shock of spears, and his battles with Danes by the Earn and the 
Tay. But his chief favourite was the low sad song of " The Owl," 
wmch our Highlanders yet sing when the cloud of night descends 
upon the darkening mountains, word for word as Ossian sang it in 
Selma, many a long and misty year ago. 

Yet it was strange that three chiefs so powerful, so handsome, and 
so valiant as the Thanes of Lothian, Stratheam, and the Isles, should 
be without interest in the eyes of the young princess — ^for a day 
seldom passed without their laying some ofiering before her. Grseme 
brought firom the Perthshire mountains th» snow-whito hide and 
sable horns of the mighty Scottish bull, the tusks of the savage boar, 
the antlers of the elk, and the daws of the red-mouthed wolf; to 
evince Yiis prowess, Dunbar of Lothian laid before her the painted 
banners, the steel helmets, and white linen surcoats of the yellow- 
haired Saxons whom he had slain in many a field between the Tweed 
and Ouse ; while Kenneth of the wave-beaten Isles brought a hundred 
bearded harpers, each of whom could frame a hundred songs in her 
praise, and the charms of whose united voices filled the air by day 
and the halls by ni^ht with melody; while by the number and 
splendour of their retmnes, the usually sequestered court of the good 
King Malcolm was a scene of constant gaiety and delight ; for the 
merriment of the palace seemed to grow apace with the years that 
grew upon him. 

Still the princess remained unwedded, and the bells of many a 
church and cnapel had rung on her twenty-third birthday, before the 
king began to lose patience ; but whenever he waxed wroth, or even 
serious, Cora spread her white hands over her harp, shook back her 
long golden locks from her smiling face, and sang the song of ** The 
Owl" with an eye so bright and a voice so sweet, that the kind king 
laughed at her drollery, kissed her, and was pacified. 

Pondering on her opposition to his dearest wishes, one evening 
when the sun was low in the west, Malcolm II. lefb the old tower in 
the woods by a secret door, and wandered into the deep dark glen of 
Pittencrief. 

The sunlight streamed along the wooded hollow, and tinged with 
many a brilliant hue the topmost branches of the tallest trees and 
the red battlements of the old tower which crowned the summit of 
the Dun, — a steep and loily rock, at the base of which flowed a 
stream. The brown fox shot across the leafy dell^ the dun fuimart 
peeped from among the long grass, and the cushat dove cooed on the 
Branches of the ivied oaks, as the king walked slowly and thought- 
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fully on, nntil he reached a nook in the copdewood, where a pair of 
lovers were sitting side by side and hand in hand, with the arm of 
the man around the white neck of the maiden, whose soft cheek 
rested on his brown and sunburned face. 

Then the old king paused, with a finger on his bearded lip, and 
held his breath, for their figures seemed familiar to him. 

The maiden wore a mantle of yellow linen, with a tunic of scarlet 
silk that reached to her ankles, according to the fashion of the time ; 
and instead of sleeves, this tunic had openings for her arms, which 
were white as hawthorn flowers, and were endrcled by bracelets and 
armlets of fine silver. After the eastern of all unmarried women, 
her hair, which was of the brightest golden colour, was uncovered, 
untied, and flowed in ringlets over her neck^ and a brooch, which 
the king recognised te hare been a gift of his own, beamed on he^ 
left shoulder. 

Boused by a step among the last year's leavesi she started, and 
turned her beautiiol face from her lover's breast, in fear and con* 
fusion. 

** Cora I" said the King, in a breathless Toic^ and stood as one 
transfixed. 

The youth wore a lurich of linked mail, with a cap of steel, and an 
eagle's wing therein. In his hand was a boar^spear, and on his 
back a short bow and quiver of arrows ; at his belt hung a knife and 
silver bugle — ^for he was no other than the king's own huntsman, 
the son of Bed John, and usually named Mae Ian Bua. 

Malcolm steod silent for a minute, full of anger, grie^ and scorn, 
foi he now knew how her heart by pre-engagement had become 
invulnerable, and why the compliments of her princely suitors— the 
hardy Kenneth of the Isles, the gallant Graeme of Stratheam, and 
the splendid Dunbar, who ruled all the fertile Lothians, fi-om the 
sands of Tyningham on the east to the Torwood oaks on the wes^ 
were heard in vain. 

" My own huntsman, bjr the holy crook of Saint FiUan ! Hare I 
lived to see my daughter m the arms of Mac lap. Bua P" exclaimed 
the old King, bitterly, as he strode forward, with his walking-staff 
clenched in his hand. 

"Mac Ian," he exclaimed, "thou black-hearted traitor and pre- 
sumptuous churl, what punishment is due to one who dares as tnoa 
this day hast dared ?" 

" Death," replied Mac Ian, without hesitation, yet pale as ashes, 
and laying a hand upon his breast, while with the other he handed 
his sword to the king ; " death, Malcolm Mac Kenneth ; and I am 




daily dread of losing 
all— his life, his sun, and glory J God made thy daughter beautiful. 
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O king* and if to love her was presumption, strike, strike here^ 
one thrust, and all will he over 1" 

Pale as a statue, the Princess Cora stood hetween her incensed 
father and her humhle hut handsome lover, hut not one word fell 
from her quivering lip, for her tongue was chained by love for both, 
by fear and by a pride that was not unmingled with shame, that her 
father, the proud old Malcolm II. — Rex Victoriosissimus — should 
have seen her hanging like a wanton on a common huntsman's 
neck. 

But if the king was proud, he was also generous, and with dignity 
gave back the proffered sword to Mac Ian Eua. 

" Mac Ian," said he, " thou has wickedly betrayed the trust I re- 
posed in thee, in common with all my people ; yet will I forgive thee. 
Take up thy bow and hunting-spear and begone ; if within three 
days from this, I find thee within thirty miles of Dunfermline Tower, 
by the Stone of Fate, I will have thee torn asunder by wildhorses^- 
away !" 

Thus commanded, Mac Ian Bua gave the princess a glance of 
sorrow and agony, and taking up his spear and bow, made a low 
reverence to the king, who watched him with a stem yet glistening 
eye, as he strode down the wooded glen and disappeared ; for he had 
ever been his favourite hunter, and the old monarch had loved well 
to see Mao Ian bend that bow against the eagle, as it cleft the azure 
sky, or launch that spear against the wild boar, while its angry 
bristles stood erect, and its small and sunken eyes shot fire as it 
whetted its foam-covered tusks on the stump of some sturdy oak ; 
and well had the good Malcolm loved to hear his favourite huntsman's 
bugle waking the wooded echoes of Pittencrief $ and he now reflected 
almost with sadness, that he would never hear that ringing horn 
more. 

" And as for tkee, Cora," said the King, " the Black Abbess of 
Zona shall soon have thee under her care; thou knowest herP 
Muriella Mao Fingon — stem, ascetic, cold as ice, and immovable as 
the black stones of the isle ; well, she shall have thee, if not as a 
nun, at least as one who requires much good guidance, wise counsel, 
and purification by prayer." 

In a chamber of the old Tower, Cora secluded herself from all, and 
wept over this discovery and separation with shame, aliger, and 
prisf ; but none shared the emotions of the kiug, save the young Mac- 
beth, the son of Doacha, and hig anger had no bounds ; for he swore 
bv the pillow of Jacob, on which our kings are crowned, and by the 
black rood of Scotland, that no mercy should be shown to Mac Ian ; 
and for three days this fUrious boy scoured all Fife in search of him, 
beating every thicket and wood between Ardross and the Castle of 
Lindores. 

But who oould baffle the pursuit, or trace the steps of a hunter so 
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wary, so bold, and expert as Mac Tan Rua P He had gone off 
towards the woods and mountains of the south and west ; he crossed 
the Forth at Stirling Bridge, not the present one, but the more 
ancient, which was built in the days of Donald V., and inscribed — 

" I am free to marc]b> a» pas^enoerg tnag ften, 
STo Scatg, l0 iUrftonjs, anb to ^ngliglj^nten ;" 

and passing through the mighty forest of the Torwood, he went no 
man knew whither ; at least the fiery young prince and his followers 
could never discover him, though a hundred head of cattle were 
offered for him dead or alive. 

Notwithstanding his indignation, and the justness thereof, the old 
king soon missed his favourite huntsman sorely, for he loved all 
manner of forestry and venery, and Mac Ian had vigorously enforced 
all the laws of the woods ; but now these were outraged and broken 
daily ; for there was none so faithful to the king as he had been. So 
all the ancient rules of the forest were violated ; stray droves of cattle 
broke through the royal wood at the time of St. John's Feast ; 
men with horn and hound passed the night there ; no longer did 
three blasts of a bugle announce to the keeper of the royal kitchen 
that Mac Ian had found a stray cow or flock of sheep, lawfully escheat 
to the king ; goats rambled through the parks, and the new hunts- 
man omitted to hang up one by the horns, according to the ancient 
use and wont ; carts and wains passed through, and if the fine of 
thirty silver pence was exacted, the new forester spent them at the 
ale-brewster's, while the keeper of the king's wood and grass declared 
by all the devils he could no longer preserve either, for one was cut 
and the other eaten, — ^for waife-beasts rambled, and wild men hunted 
with spear and horn, and laughed at the rangers, for they now feared 
none, since Mac Ian Bua was gone. 

Humours of these things reached Cora in her bower ; her colour 
came and went, and her eyes brightened as her old nurse told tliem; for 
these acknowledgmente of her lover's courage and gallant bearing 

E leased and gratified her ; but now, more than ever incensed against 
is daughter, the old king resolved to consign her, for a time at 
least, to the care of the rigid and reverend mother, Muriella, among 
those servants of God, the canonesses of Saint Augustine. There 
he hoped by prayer and solitude, by the force of good example and 
of pious precept, that Cora would be led into a proper train of 
thought; that the low-born churl, Mac Ian, would oe banished 
from her memory ; and that in good time she would accept as her 
husband one of those noble thanes or earls, who, in their love for 
her and jealousy of each other, were ready to cluteh each other's 
beards. 

Malcolm loved this bright-haired daughter — his last and youngest 
— dearly ; yet he steeled his heaii against her sorrows ana reluct- 
ance to be immured in that lone Hebridean Isle, and with a train of 
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faithful attendants departed from his Tower of Dunfermline in the 
woods of Fife, towaros the Clyde, where Gillespie Campbell, the 
great Lord of Lochawe, was to have one of his lai'gest birlinns in 
waiting to convey the royal train from the wooiden bridge of 
Glasgow in all safety to the Port-na-curragh of lona ; and this 
birlinn was to be steered by one who had thrice, in the name of the 
Blessed Trinity, stretched his hand over the Black stones of the 
isle ; for it was an old superstition — ^yea, old as the days of the 
Druids, that the timoneer who did so would never fail in his steer- 
ing ; and that the vessel he guided would assuredly come safe to 
land. But vain were all their reckonings, and vain their preparations. 

Among the apple groves and oaken woods of Clydesdale the 
king and his rain lingered long, for he loved well the free green 
wo<^, and at every turn of the old paved Boman Way by which 
they traversed that long and lovely dale, the great Scottish bull, 
with his snow-white mane and sable horns, shot past, crushing the 
trees in his path, and making even the ravening wolf and stubborn 
boar fly before him. Thus, as the king's tram rode on, many a 
dStour was made, many a shafb was shot, and many a lance was 
flung ; but he saw none whose hand was so perfect, or whose aim 
was so true as those of Mac Ian Kua had been ; and the beautiful 
princess smiled brightly at their discomfiture as she rode by the 
margin of the descending Clyde, making her fine Arabian horse 
caracole and paw the soil air of the warm summer morning. 

And now the ceaseless din of falling water was heard, where the 
stream rolled over a linn of tremendous height and breadth. 

There, roaring and rushing between their wooded shores, the 
whole waters of the Clyde, in one mighty volume, poured over a 
sheer precipice of fom'-and-eighty feet, down, down below, into 
a black and weltering pool, from whence the foam arose like smoke, 
but tinted by a hunc&ed rainbow hues, in the hot sunshine that fell 
between the jagged rocks and tangled woods like a steady flood of 
light, to brighten the gushing flood of water. 

Bewilder^ by the whirling and screaming of the wild birds, by 
the grandeur and sublimity of the scene, and almost stunned by a 
dreamy sense that stole over him while listening to the endless roar 
of that tremendous linn, cascade, or delu^ that thundered down 
between the shattered woods, and boiled in foam against the up- 
heaved crags till it shook the very shore, Kin^ Malcolm, with his 
white locks streaming on the wind from under his cap of steel, which 
was girt by a crown of golden trefoils, reined in his horse upon the 
brink, with his shrinking daughter by his side, and gazed over the 
natural rampart into the wild confusion of waters that hissed and 
boiled in the gulf which yawned far down below. 

" Look down, dear Cora," said he kindly, — ^for his soul was awed ; 
" look down if thou darest ; for in all my kin^om, from Caithness 
to the Tyne, there is not such another linn as this. The very spray, as 



ft cometh npward firom iha,t dark pool below, hangs on ota hair 
like dew !" 

At that moment, a cry broke from all the royal attendantft, for 
scared, some say, by a loud blast from a bugle which sounded like 
that of Mac Ian Rua, — others say by the din of the mi<>hty waterfall, 
the fiery Arabian steed of the princess reared up on the very yerge 
of that tremendous brink — ^reared nntil its sable mane was mingling 
with its rider's golden hair, and wildly shook its head, till every 
silver bell at its bit and bridle jangled, and with Cora on its back, 
plunffed headforemost down into that deep an^ awful den, the depth 
of which no mortal hand had fathomed, and which the boldest eye 
shrunk from contemplating ! 

In a moment Cora — ^the laughing and beautlM Cora, and her 
fiery horse, had vanished }nto that hideous maelstrom, which for 
ages had swallowed up rocks, trees, and herds, with all* the dSbris 
swept down by that m%hty stream from Clydesdale and the Western 
Lowlands ! 

The poor kin^ closed his eyes in horror ; he stretched his trem- 
bling hands to Heaven in silent agony, and by the quivering of his 
bearded lips his nobles knew that he was praying devoutly; and 
after commending his soul to God, he uttered a cry of despair, and 
was urging his steed towards the brink, when Graeme, Kenneth, and 
Dunbar, the three lovers of his daughter, with Duncan, Earl of 
Caithness, Hugo of Aberbuthnoth, old Thomas of Errol, with his 
tiiree sons, whose sturdy hands and hearts in former years had 
turned the tide of battle at Luncarty, flung themselves befort*^im, 
and dragged his terrified horse from the giddy verge, and forcibly 
conducted him from the terrible scene. 

Far down below the fall, where, calm and blue and shining, the 
broad majestic river rolled between its thick dark woodlands to the 
sea, three days after, the Arabian horse was found, swollen and 
drowned upon the sand, with its silver bridle and all its tinkling 
bells J but no trace appeared of the poor princess, from whom that 
fall upon the Clyde, even to this day. Dears the name of Cora Jjynn* 

Long and deep was the sorrow of the old and lonely Malcolm, who 
returned to his grim and gloomy tower among the woods of Punferm- 
line, and committing the care of the kingdom to Dunbar, the justiciar 
of Lothian, Duncan, the chancellor, and Nicholas, the secretary, he 
gave himself up to grief and contemplation, prayer, and long com- 
munings with Gregory the Bishop of Saint Andrew's, who made 
him found and endow thirteen cnapels to St. Mary, in thirteen 
different districts ; a proceeding whicn, if it failed to ease the mind 
of the king, at least eased his treasurer of alj the superfluous cash in 
his exchequer. 
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CHAPTER LXIL 

8T0BY CONTINUED—" BBIS-BKBNI !** 

*' Horsed on a speckled steed, Biserta's king 
Traversed the extended line from wing to wing. 
To close the loose array be gave command — 
Ten thousand lances flamed in every band ; 
And twice five squadrons in the van of war." — Honcesvai.les. 

Now, when too late, the bereaved king thought he could willingly 
have bestowed his Cora upon even the humble himtsman, and 
believed he could happily have seen her the wife of Mac Ian, or of 
any honest man who would love her as she deserved to be loved ; but 
now he had lost her in a moment, and in a manner so terrible that 
it seemed like a judgment direct fVom the hand of Heaven upon him, 
for hid pride and severity ; for, thought he, — 

" I may control the bodies of my subjects, or those of my children, 
but God hath given me no power over the hearts or consciences of 
either. Woe is me ! for the brightest diamond has fallen from my 
crown, and never more will my old bosom swell while she strikes 
her harp to the 'Battle of Cattraeth,' or never more will she soothe 
me to sleep with the low sad song of * The Owl,* when the north wind 
soughs down the leafless glen, and the frozen lynn hangs owre the 
beetling craig like the beard on an auld carles chin. Oh, Cora ! 
Cora !" 

And the old king kept poor Cora's harp in his bed-chamber, and 
often in the stillness of midnight he wept, while his thin and 
wrinkled hands wandered among the strings, and woke their old 
familiar sounds again and again, till her voice seemed to mingle 
with them. 

Now it happened that although her Arabian steed was drowned, 
the princess, by some blessed miracle of Providence, escaped ; fur she 
had been caught in her descent by one of the spouts or boiling 
streams that ascended upward from the bottom of the den, and un- 
seen among the clouds of light and vapoury spray was flung far over 
a ledge of rocks into the smoother water beyond ; and while the 
king, her sire, and all his bearded thanes, in their steel caps and iron 
Inrichs, were beating their breasts, calling upon all the saints, and 
fixing their eyes upon the hazy horrors of the gulf below the lynn, 
she was swept gently onward, in a dream as it were ; and then the 
hands of some one seemed to buoy her up ; then she felt herself 
conveyed into a dark and shadv chasm of rock, overhung by a 
gorgeous mass of wild-roses and ivy, honeysuckle and sweetbrier ; 
and there, upon a bank of daisies and violets, kind hands laid her 
gently down — a hot breath came upon her cheek, as some one 
tenderly parted her soft and wet dishevelled hair from her chilled 
and palhd cheek ; and after remaining long insensible, she opened 



i 



380 THE TBLLOW FSI&ATS. 

her eyes to meet the enraptured face of the bold Mac Ian Bna, for he 
it was who had saved her. 

No other leech than love was necessary to bring the half-drowned 
princess to life. Her heart soon beat with joy, and amid the donble 
raptures of her escape and reunion with her lover, she forgot the 
sorrow of her bereaved £a.ther, and the terror of her friends on the 
summit of the cascade, from which she had been so awfrilly preci- 
pitated and so miraculoosly saved; and for the fleeting hours of 
that soft summer day till the sun sank behind the hills of Lanark- 
shire, she listened to the adventures of her banished lover, and heard 
him repeat a hundred times over all he had endured in danger, 
absence, doubt, and gn*ief, while hovering in disguise near the court 
of the king ; how he had accompanied her step by step from the 
palace in Fife to the banks of the Clyde ; and now by the goodness 
of Heaven he had chanced to be at hand, and ready to save her from 
a death so terrible, by plunging boldly into the fierce and seething 
flood beyond the waterlalL 

Love, like death, levels all distinctions, — and indeed he knows of 
none ; thus, the daughter of the king assured Mac Ian that her 
passion was yet unchanged ; and laving their clasped hands in the 
water that flowed at their feet — ^that perilous water from which 
Cora had so wondrously escaped — after the old fashion of Scottish 
lovers, they vowed to be leal and true, and wished that if one deserted 
or forgot the other, that God and the saints might so desert aud 
forget the faithless and untrue. 

Now this wish was doubtless very wrong, yet they were not 
punished for it, neither were they again separated ; but to reward 
them for all they had suffered during Mac lan's exile, and to seal 
their faith for ever, they received the nuptial blessing from a poor 
Gillie Dhia — that is, a culdee, or servant of God — who dwelt in a 
cell of rock in the wood of Cadzow j and then, to avoid all discovery, 
they crossed the Forth, the Tay, and Don, and travelled far north 
till they reached the forest of U-lcnflddich. There Mac Ian built a 
bower, over the door of which he placed the antlers of a stag ; and 
their daily food was furnished by his spear and bow, while the 
princess spun with her own white hands, to clothe herself and the 
bright-haired children with which God had blessed them ; and thus, 
far from courts and camps, and the troubles of coimcil and debate, they 
lived in happiness, in peace, and in seclusion. 

Eight years passed away, and though the poor old king had never 
forgotten his lost daughter, he had learned to think calmly over the 
events of that terrible day at Cora*s Lynn, and eight times as the 
mournful anniversary returned he shut himself up in a chamber, 
darkened and hung with sackcloth; and there he repeated those 
solemn prayers which the Church ordains shall be said ibr the dead ; 
and solemnly he rehearsed them while the hot tears coursed over his 
silver beard : they were for the soul of his daughter, who was yet 
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living in her birchen bower, and singing to her little ones among 
the woods that shrond the rolling Fiddich. 

Aged though he was, the din of war now summoned Malcolm IT. 
to the field, against those common foemen of the British Isles, the 
half-pagan and wholly barbarous Danes. 

Sueno, King of Denmark, who then reigned in England, having 
driven Ethelred, monarch of that country, into Normandy, had an 
implacable hatred at Malcolm for yielding succour and assistance to 
the English, whom the Danes were rapidljr crushing ; and he resolved 
to send an army which should assail in his own dominions the King 
of the Scots, 01 whose title — Rex Victoriosissimus — ^lie was jealous 
and impatient. 

Landing in Murrayshire, under Euotus, in the year 1009, the Danes 
overthrew in battle the Scottish forces which opposed them; they 
took the Castle of Nairn, and cutting through the neck of land on 
which it stood, brought the sea round it, and named it Burg for the 
time ; the fortresses of Elgin and Forres were next taken, and for 
nearlv a year they held them ; being the longest period that those 
invaaers retained possession of Scottish earth, while aJive, at least. 
They also took the Castle of Balvenie, and therein Enotus built a 
great chamber, which is still named the Danes' Hall. In the follow- 
ing year Malcolm marched against them in person with a powerful 
army, formed in three great columns, under Kenneth, Thane of the 
Isles, Grseme, Thane of Stratheam, and Dunbar, Thane of Lothian ; 
for they were yet feal men and true to the old king whose daughter 
they had loved so well. 

Clad in a byme, formed of steel rings, which were sewn flat upon 
a leathern timic, and having on his head a square helmet, like those 
last worn by the guards of Charles the Bald, surmounted by a 
diadem, the venerable monarch rode at the head of his troops, who— 
although he wore a tunic of blue silk crossed by a white St. Andrew's 
saltire of the same material (which was then so rare and costly),-— 
were mostly clad in long lurichs, with helmets of iron, and carried 
targets and swords, axes and mauls of ponderous weight, with bows 
and spears, having leaf-shaped blades of bronze or tempered steel. 
The wild clans of Galwegia marched beneath the banner of their 
lord, all clad in tartans, ^ed with checks of purple and dark red, 
violet and blue, while their long locks flowed imder their caps of 
iron ; and they had their sturdy arms bare, as well as their legs, 
which were kilted to the knee. Albyn J Alhyn ! was their battle 
cry, and with the sound of the harp, the honi, and pipe, thev roused 
their fiery hearts, when, after a march of some weeks' duration, they 
came in sight of the foe, drawn up in aiTay of war, near the old 
Pictish Tower of Balvenie, then named the House of St. Beyne the 
Great — ^which stands on a high green bank overlooking the Fiddich 
and the rich landscape through which it wanders, where the dark 
firs cast the shadow ot their solemn cones upon its lonely waters. 

2B 
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Soatb-west of the castle the barbarous Danes were formed in deep 
ranks, all mailed in byi*nes of iron rings, and bosses sown upon 
doth or leather, with hauberks and painted surcoats to the knee, 
with spears and axes of steel and bronze, and ponderous iron maoes 
that swung at the end of clubs and chains ; while above their heads 
waved the enchanted banner with the Black Baven, which had never 
been unfurled without ensuring victory. 

The mighty scalp of Benrinues was shining in the warm glow of 
the rising sun; the snow-white mist was rising from the side ot 
Corriehabbie, and the valley, the wood and water, rock and heather, 
all that make the scenery of the Fiddich so wild, so bold, and beau- 
tifiil, were glowing imder a warm summer sun ; while the yells of 
the red-haired Banes on one side, the braying of mountain pipes on 
the other, the twanging of bows, and hiss of passing arrows an- 
nounced that the battle was beginning. 

The lonely heron and the mountain eagle were scared &om rock * 
and river by the flashing of the steel ; but the cries of the combat- 
ants brought the gled and the hawk from the four winds of heaven, 
and high in mid-air, with outstretched wings, they overhung the 
nearing hosts, expectant of their coming feast— tiie neah of horse and 
man. 

This was the anniversary of the day on which he bad lost bis 
daughter, and the heart of Malcolm II. was oraressed, and full of 
dark and dire forebodings: so he antidpatea both defeat and 
death. 

The fbst charge was a furious one, and the onset was deadly and 
disastrous. The I)anee plied the poleaxe, their national wes^pon, with 
savage fury; the Scots duarged with their long pikes and two-handed 
swords, wlule swift aud surely shot the archers on both sides from 
the rear ranks of the closing ecdumns. Steel helmets and bymea 
of shining rings, bucklers of tempered iron, and targets of thick bull- 
hide were cut by the sword, cloven by the axe, or pierced by tLe 
barbed anow, or bv the spear that was launched from sSax ; and 
unhappUy in tibe early part o£ the battle, Kenneth of the Isles, Grseme 
of Strathearn, and Dunbar of Lothian, fell from their horses» each 
struck b^ a mortal wound; for the first had the axe of Enotus the 
Dane driven through the brass umbo of his shield and the iron cone of 
his helmet, sheer down to his teeth ; the second had his heart pierced 
throueh, byme and buff, by a leaf-shaped javelin 3 and the third had 
a doubkhedged *eax driven repeatedly through his body. 

Valiantly jfought the venerable king) and as fast as men fell, their 
places were supplied ; but disheartened by the sudden loss of the 
three greatest chiefs in the land, his soldiers began to give way, and 
with a triumphant yell the heavily-armed Danes pressed on them-— 
their eyea sparkling with rage and the lust of blood, while the horse- 
hair of their helmets minaledwitk ttxeir loBg and tangled locks and 
tno wild Tolttm« of ^ir ahaggy beards. 
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Enotas, the Danish general, a powerful and gigantic warrior 
mounted on a white eharger, and clad in a hauberk of burnished 
rings, with the skin of a bear floating from his shoulders on which 
the claws rested while the skull of the monster grinned above his 
basinet, soon singled out the King of Scotland, whom he knew by his 
venerable aspect, his silver beard, and the diadem of golden trefoils 
that encircled his helmet, which had three upright leathers of the 
iolar — for the Scottish king^ is the chief of all the Scottish chiefs; — and 
(though around him fought Gillemichael, Earl of Fife, Alan, Thane 
of Sutherland, who defeated the Banes on the muir of Drumilea, 
Hugo of the Rdtherford, whose ancestor twelve hundred years before 
had conducted King Beuther through the Tweed against the Britons, 
Crinian, Thane of Dunbar, and others, the very flower of the land), 
with his tremendous mace the Dane by one blow dashed out the 
brains of the royal charger, and by a second would assuredly have 
slain the king had not a sturdy warrior of the Murrayland, clad i& 
striped breacan and wearing the long Celtic lurich to his bare knees, 
at that moment cloven the mighty Scandinavian almost in two 
by one stroke of his tuagh, or Scottish battle-axe. 

" Well fare thee, my stalwart soldier," cried Malcolm ; ** for thou 
hast saved thy king ! 

His protector re-mounted him on the white steed of the slaugh* 
tered Dane, and blowing his bugle to collect the scattered Scofai, 
plunged into the thickest of the conflict, parting the foes before him 
tike a field of com. 

" By the stone of Fate," cried the King, shortening his reins and 
graspms his sword, " yonder blast never came from other horn than 
the bugle of Mac Ian Kua !" 

So said all who heard it. 

"And if yonder fellow proved to be Mac Ian P" said the king's 
Secretary, wiping his blooidy sword in the mane of his horse, " what 
then, sire P" 

" Then he should have the best earldom in the north, were it but 
for the sake of her he loved and lost," said the brave old King, as h« 
snurred once more to battle ; but alas I disheartened by the loss of 
tnree of their greatest leaders, despite the bravery of Malcolm, aai 
the fiery example of this warrior of the Murrayland, the Scots began 
to give way and retreat, but with their faces and weapons to th« 
foe, until they gained an old rampart formed of turf, ti'ees, and 
stones, the rehc of former wars. 

There the king's preserver encountered Enrique, the second Danish 
leader, and, under Malcobn's eye, cut ofi* his head, and holding it aloft 
with one hand and his dagger with the other, ci'ied, in Gaelic, — 

" Sris'sJcenel — ^by this knife I did it." 

" Eriskene, my brave man, thy name shall be," said the King ; bpt 
natheless these valiant deeds, the Scots were still borne back w 
disorder. 

bb2 
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Malcolm was swept away with the crowd of fugitives, who were 
all wedged in a naiTow valley, till he found himself near an old 
chapel at Mortlach, which was dedicated to Saint Molach, the bishop 
and confessor, a Scot who, in the seventh century, was the assistant 
of St. Boniface of Ross, and whose bones lay in that sequestered 
fane. 

Here the king raised his gauntletted hands to heaven, and prayed 
that the holy saint would intercede with God and St. Andrew for 
Scotland and her people, vowing that, if they obtained a victory, he 
would increase the chapel by three lengths of his spear, and mako 
the church of a bishoprick dedicated to Heaven and its sei'vice. 
Wheeling round at that moment, he found a third Danish captain 
close by him, and slew him by one thrust of his lance, and restored 
courage to the Scots. 

** victory ! Victory !" cried Malcolm ; " God and St. Andrew for 
Scotland !" 

Like a torrent the Scots a^ain rushed through the narrow vale, 
and again many a tartan plaid and many an eagle's wing was dyed 
in the reddest blood of Denmark. So furious was their new onset, 
that the Danes were swept along the valley like dry leaves before a 
stormy wind, and, over a field strewn with gashed corpses and bleed- 
ing men, were driven in headlong flight towards the sea. The 
slaughter was terrible ! 

Not a man of them saw the sun sink behind the g^eat ridge oi 
Benrinnes ; and when daylight faded in the west, the king found 
himself breathless, weary, and alone in a silent and sequestered place, 
where a brawling stream, flowing from a deep copse-wooded glen, 
mingled its waters with those oi the Piddich, which roll from the 
mountains down to the Lowlands of Banflshire. 

The gloomy pines were shaking their wiry cones in the soft even- 
ing wind ; a deep blue, darkening into a ausky purple, tinted the 
distant hills ; the evening star was glimmering amid the blush that 
lingered in the west ; and the king sat down by a tree to think and 
to pray. 

After the fiiry, the excitement, and slaughter of the past day, his 
heart felt oppressed by its own thoughts, and a glow of rapture 
struggled with his sorrow, for Heaven had that day accorded victory 
to his people ; and kneeling on the grass, there, in solitude and un- 
Been, he raised his aged eyes and hands in thanksgiving and in prayer 
to God and the patron saint of Mortlach. 

While he was praying thus, there came a chUd with a pitcher to 
draw water at the stream — ^a little golden-haired girl of eight years, 
whose face was beautiful as that of an angel, and whose bare feet, as 
they brushed the heather-bells, seemed white as new-fallen snow. 
She did not perceive the kine as she stooped over the water in a cool 
and shady spot, and sang while her vessel filled. 

" What is this that stirs within me," sighed the king, who was 
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troubled by the sight of this child, and whose heart yearned for her ; 
for the fairness and the beauW of her face, with the brightness and 
softness of her eyes, reminded him of Cora, when she was a child; 
and, that nothing might be wanting to complete this dear illusion, 
the girl sang the soft, low song of " The Owl ;" and as the poor old 
king, still remaining on his knees, listened breathlessly, he almost 
seemed to hear the voice of Cora mingling, as of old, with the notes 
of her harp ; " but Cora," thought he, " is sleeping in her grave among 
the xmblest waters of the Clycfe, and her harp is in her silent chamber, 
far away beyond the mighty Grampians and the broad Firth of Tay, 
in the lonely Castle of Dunfermline. 

The King now called the child to him, and though her first 
impulses were fear and flight, on hearing his voice, and beholding a 
stranger so brilliantly armed, the reverence of his aspect and the 
kindness of his manner soothed and delighted her, and she ap- 
proached with timidity and curiosity mingled in her charming little 
face. The eyes of Malcolm filled, and his heart swelled as he gazed 
on her, and would fain have kissed, but feared to alarm her. 

" Child," said he, " ken ye where I may find a bield wherein to 
rest me for the night ; I am an auld man and a weary one, for I havo 
fought in battle tms lee-lang summer day." 

" My mother bydes on Piddich side," replied the child, " and 
though she dreads all strangers, she cannot fear you, for ye are 
auld and kind ; and my father is a strong man whom none dare 
wrong, for he is the boldest archer on the Braes of Auchindoune." . 
" My name is Malcolm Mac Kenneth," said the King ; "auld I trow 
I be — ^yea ten times your age, my bairn, but give me your hand in 
mine and lead on." 

Leaning on his long sword, with his silver tresses floating over 

his mailed shoulders, the king walked along, led by the smiling 

child, who peeped upward at him timidly from time to time through 

h«r clustering curls, as they went through a daisied hau^h, and 

among the sweetly scented hawthorn birks. She soon prattled and 

talked to the aula Jcnycht, as if she had known him for all the years 

of her little life ; and when the good king felt the warm glow of the 

evening on his cheek, and saw tne bright flowers that spangled the 

banks of the stream, and when he heard the rustle of the summer 

leaves, and the merry brawl of the mountain bum mingling 

with the glad voices of children, he felt himself young again, and his 

heart grew light and joyous as he forgot the corpse-strewn field that 

. lay near the old Tower of Balvenie and all along the shore of thjo 

rushing Fiddich. 

" Little one," said the King, " who taught thee the song of * The 
Owl'?- 

" My mother," replied the child. 

The King sighed heavily ; then after a panse^ he asked,**-'' And 
thy name, Utile one — what is it P" 
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" Cora 

" Cora r* he reiierated, and bnrsting into tears, pressed her to his 
ineast ; " I might have guessed it — Cora ! what other name ooald be 
home by one so bright, so beantifiil, and so innocent ; bnt be not 
aJarmed my poor little one, for I once had a Cora like thee." 

" Oh, here we byde, and yonder is my mother !" said the child, 
who was terrified by the stranger's emotion; and now they foand 
themselves before a hnnter's cot, the walls and roof of which were 
fiirmed of torf and clay; and over the door of which were the 
branching antlers of a stag. Around it was a thicket of dark haw- 
thorns, with all th^ white blossoms in ftdlandfi*agrant bloom, — ^for 
us the reader has no donbt long since surmised, this was the humble 
dwelling of Mac Ian Boa which the king approached, and the 
beautiful matron who stood at its lowly door, with two babies at her 
knee and one in her arms, was his daughter Cora ; yet the king, 
whose mind was full of her, knew her not ; for she no longer wore 
the rich attire, the garments of many-coloured silk, the jewels and 
golden armlets of old, with which he had last seen her; but a homespun 
kirtle and linen tunic with sleeves that reached only to her white 
elbows ; and about her tresses, which once waved round her head 
like a golden halo, was plaited a plain linen fillet — ^the heafodes 
ragel, or headrail of the Lowland peasant woman — ^an adoption 
from the Saxons — ^who dwelt beyond the English border. 

The King gazed upon her earnestly, yet he knew her not ; and 
though he was older and his fiice was more wrinkled, — ^though his 
eyes were sad and haggard, and his hair, which had been grey, was 
now white as the snows of Ben Mhor, Cora knew her parent — ^that 
princely sire who bad loved her so well of old — and aU the daughter 
gushed up in her heart; yet not a word could she say, but gazed 
npon him trembling with sorrow and remorse, with fear, with love, 
and hope, while her children clung to her skirts, and she pressed to 
her bosom their younge9t born — the child of Mac Ian Rua, the 
banished huntsman. 

" Good woman, I seek but a night's shelter in your shelling, till 
my train can join me," said the King ; " be not alarmed, I am a 
S<x)ttish soldier, and have been fighting all day down the waterside. 
The foes are vanquished, and the King is safe. Allow me to enter; 
and believe that kindness will not be unrewarded. My name is 
Malcolm Mac Kenneth.'* 

The tongue of Cora was without words. Silently she led Malcolm 
into her humble hut, and silently placed a seat for him, spreading 
the softest deerskin under his feet, — for her gentle heart was full of 
old thoughts and loving memories that came crowding fast and 
remorselessly upon her — summoned back, as it were, by the sound of 
)i/ejr father's voice ; yet that voice was sadder in tone, and more 
^remulous than it was wont to be of old ; and that conviction stirred 
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her heart of hearts, and crossing her hands upon her bosom, she 
thought, — " Oh, pardon me, God— for it is I who have caused this !" 

" Hast thou no words to welcome me, good woman, or does this 
armour, even when on an auld man's back, so scare thee P" said the 
King, kindly, taking one of the children on his knee, as he perceived 
that she was gazing eagerly, mournfully, and with awe upon him, 
as he sat near tne little wmdow, with his silver tresses glittering in the 
ILzht of the west, and his wrinkled hand resting on the flaxen head 
of his little conductress. 

Cora could control her emotions no longer ! 

** Father— sire !" she exclaimed wildly, as she threw herself upon 
the clay floor and embraced his knees ; '* oh» father ! dost thou not 
know me P Have these few years so sorelv changed me P I am Cora 
—"thine own Cora, who was swept down the Lynn of Clyde. Be- 
loved father and king — ^behold me at th^ feet ! Oh thou whom I 
have so cruelly and so wickedly forsaken m thine old a^, pardon and 
forgive me, lest these younfi^Ungs should forsake me m turn ; for- 
give me and bless me, though I have sinned against God and thee !" 

These words terrified the old king as if a spirit had spoken them. 
He held her from him at arm's len^h, and his eyes wandered over 
her face and person with an expression of fear and wonder. 

" I am Cora, the little chila that clambered at your knee, and 
pestled in your bosom, in old Dunfermline Tower,' she exclaimed, 
passionately; " I am Cora whose cheek was onoe so dimpled-^whosQ 
nair was so bright— whose little mouth you kissed so often and so 
kindlv " 

" Cora vas drowned ! oh day of horror— horror— horror l" repUed 
the troubled King ; " she is dead and at rest." 

** She is not, for I am she." 

f* Thou P" he exclwmed. 

-I." 

" Impossible !" 

*' I. Oh father, am I indeed so changed P" 

A glare shot over the king's keen eyes ; he trembled, and stretch* 
ing out his hands, drew her towards him, but a cloud came over his 
brow, and pausing, he said,— 

"And these cMldrenP" 

*' Are the offspring of Mac Ian Bua.** 

"Bom of thee P" 

" My fether,— oh, my fafher V 

" Bom of the daughter of Scotland P" he added, bitterfy. 

" My heart, long steeped in sorrow, will burst at last. In pity, 
lather, have mercy on us.** 

" And where is the lawless traitor who stole thee from me, and 
hath concealed thee for these many long years, my daughter P'* 

" Say rather^ where is he who saved me when the greatest ar^ 
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noblest in the land— yea» even Kenneth of the Isles and Danbar of 
Lothian, hang back." 

" Kenneth of the Isles and Danbar of Lothian are both lying- 
dead in their armoar by the walls of Balvenie ; — God rest them! they 
fought and fell for our dear Scotland. Bat Mac Ian ; where is he ?" 

" Yonder he comes down the glade, with a stag on his back,-— 
yoar favourite huntsman, so ready of hand and true of aim ; the 
same Mac Ian Eua as of old," said Cora, in a trembling voice. 

" Heaven be praised, my daughter, I have found thee ; yet oh, to 
find thee thus !" .-^ 

" Oh, embrace me, or I shall die ; let me feel your cl^k on mine 
once more, my father !" 

" Come, then — come to my old heart," said the King, as he sobbed ; 
for it was a rude old age, when even kings had human hearts, and 
nobles were not without them. 

" Forgive me my sins against thee," said Cora, in a choking voice. 

" They are forgiven." 
And my husoand — Mac Ian RuaP" 

Even he, too, is foreplven," said the King, as the door of the hut 
was thrown open, and the taU huntsman, fresh from the pursuit, and 
still clad in his lurich — ^the same stalwart warrior who had that day 
slain Enrique and Enotus, and saved his monarch's life, and whose 
loud bugle blast had rallied the Scottish bands — stood before Cora 
and her father, with astonishment and fear in his eyes, while one 
hand grasped his axe, and the other the antlers of the stag, and hia 
ruddy children clung joyously to his sturdy legs. 

To dwell longer on this scene would mar it-s effect. 

The hunstman was forgiven, and the old king spent the happiest 
night of his long life with his daughter on one side of him, and her 
husband on the other, while his grandchildren clambered about him, 
and in wild glee rolled about the floor the glittering helmet which 
was encircled by a diadem. 

He told them how he had pined and sorrowed, and how deen his 
grief had been,— ^or Cora was ever the .object around which all his 
affections had been entwined, — and how desolate his heart, his hearth, 
and home had been since her loss. 

Then Cora related, that with the exception of bitter remorse at 
times, how happily they had dwelt in this green bower beside the 
Fiddich, far away from courts and kings, with their children budding 
round them, mamtained by the fruit of her own industry and the 
skill of Mac lan's hand. 

They supped that night on venison broiled on a wooden spit, with 
cakes of Cora's baking, and nut-brown ale of her husband's brewing. 
When the old king was disencumbered of his armour, Mac Ian and 
he sat over their cans and fought the battle thrice again ; and when 
he lay down to sleep on a soft bed of freshly-pulled heather and 
•smooth skins — ^the spoils of fell and forest,— Cora produced a clairs- 
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hacli, or harp of humble form, and once more sang him to sleep, as 
of old, by the warlike lay of the king of bards ; that soul-stirring 
lay he loved so well — " The Battle of Cattraeth;" — and often, as his 
eyes were closing, the old man raised himself with a flush of ardour, 
as she related the slaughter of the men of Dunedin in Anuerins* 
burning words, which told how, amone the Pagan Saxons, " were 
three hundred warriors arrayed in giMed armour — ^three loricated 
bands, each with three commanders wearing torques of gold." 

With early mDrning came the king's train. They had traced him 
to the hut, And all flushed with victory, pursuit, and slaughter, 
Duncan, Earl of Caithness, Nicholas,, the secretary, Hugo of the 
Riitherford, Crinian, Thane of Dunbar, Gillemichael, Earl of Fife, 
and others, stood by his humble couch of skins, and after reporting 
the utter extermination of the Danes, heard him relate the joyous 
and wondrous discovery he had made overnight. 

In Scotland there were great rejoicings for the restoration of the 
long lost Cora, and there could no longer be competition or discord 
about her hand ; for Graeme, Dunbar, and Kenneth lay dead on the 
field of Mortlach, and she was now a wedded woman. For his 
bravery in saving first the life of Cora from the waters of the Clyde, 
and secondlv the life of the king in battle, the huntsman, Mac Ian, 
was made thane of a thanedom in the shire of Bhynfrew ; and Mal- 
colm gave him a coat of arms, which his descendants bear to the 
present time. Moreover, he nobly fulfilled the vow he had made to 
St. Molach, by adding to the chapel thrice the length of his long 
Scottish spear; thus it became, as we may still see it, a church, and 
he made it the cathedral of the diocese of Mortlach, of which 
St. Beyne was the first bishop, and Nechtan the last, when the see 
was translated by King David I. to Aberdeen, and enriched in sJl 
its revenues : ana in memory of the bloody field so auspiciously won 
by the saint's intercession, he desired that the heads of Enrique, 
^notuB, and another valiant Dane, should be built into the wall, and 
there to this hour we may still see them, bare, white, and ghastly, 
with their teeth grinning firom the stonework, and in the brow of 
each is the broken mark of the blow under which he died. 

In that church is the shrine of St. Molach, whose festival was held 
on the 25th of June, and who became famous all over Scotland, but 
especially in Boss-shire and Argyle, where another church was built 
iu his honour at Lismore. 

Such was the story of the princess and the huntsman ; and the 
moral of it is, that we should never despair, for the spokes in the 
wheel of fortune follow each other so fast that all are uppennost in 
their turn. Thus, the once despised Mac Ian Kua became the head 
of a ercat house, still named Eeskine, in memory of his words at 
Mortlach; and Malcolm II. gave him for his cognizance a hand 
holding a dagger, with the motto, " Je pense plus," and a shield 
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a/tgent, witli a pale, sahU; then as Mac Ian loved the Clyde — for 
there he had won the beautiful Cora — Malcolm gave him the lands, 
barony, and castle of Erskine, and from his marriage sprung a race 
that never failed their king or country— the loyal and noble Earls of 
Mar* 

Such was the story of the Admiral, an old legend, which, ajs before 
mentioned, I have given in my own words rather than his; for 
many parts of the narrative, as he told it, would not have been over- 
intelligible to landsmen. 



CHAPTER LXm. 

THB BBOKSF WSDDIKO-BIirO* 

*< Hi« little hardy infant son 

Sits crowing on his lusty neck ; 

His wife — a ftilr and tender one- 
Murmurs and w«epB up(m his cheeks 

The sail is set, she clears the shote, 
She feels the wind and sends away. 

Heels on her little keel, and o'er 
The Jostling waves appears to play." 

Whilb all these events which have been narraied had ta,ken plaoe, 
Jamie Gair, the fisherman of Broughty-point, had been qnietly fish- 
ing and selling, or selUng and fishing, and while battles were won 
and a kingdom lost, he had nothing to a^tate his mind of greater 
importance than an occasional fool wind, or an evil omen, such as 
meeting a cat, a pig, or an old woman, when abont to embark, or 
seeing two crows flying together — ^an infieJlible ai^ of misfortune | 
or losin? a net, and being unable to settle his twme bill-— «a seriouB 
matter mr a poor fisherman. 

During the last days of July, he had suffered so many omens to 
deter him from putting to sea, that the imperative neoessitv for brav- 
ing all such absurd dangers and superstitious fears, and ot departing 
for the fishing ground, made Jamie prepare his nets and floats, 
though advised by his companion and partner in the boat, John 
o' the Buddon-nees, that the weather, which had been squally &« 
some days past, was likely to beoome more so. 

" Toots, carle," said Jamie, as he knotted the last brown bladder 
to the net ; " the Crail fisher that passed in here yestreen said the 

* The death of Cora, at Ck>ra Lynn, is an ancient legend, still remembered 
In Clydesdale. The scene of the Battle of Mortlach is still marked by many 
sepulchral mounds, full of bones and broken armour. The bishopric is said 
to have originated in the king's vow, and it was confirmed by a boll of Pope 
Benedict YIII. The charter of erection by the king is still preserved in the 
chartulary of Aberdeen. It begins in the usual form " Maloohnus Bex Soot- 
torum," and consists of only fire or six lines, and ends with •* Teste meipso 
Apud Forfkr, octavo die mensis Octobris, anno regni met sexto.** 
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8ea had been roaring at Kiucraig, a sure sign o' fine weather ; so let 
us trip our anchor, and hie awa*, John, for the last cogfti' o* meal is 
in Mary's gimel, and I dauma' byde langer by the ingle cheek, like 
a lubberly land-louper." 

" E'en as ye please," replied John, drawing on his long rough 
hoots 5 " he that will to Cupar, maun to Cupar." 

** But Maiy, my doo, what is asteer, lass, and wherefore greet ye P" 
asked Grair, whom John's proverb annoyed. 

** Oh, Jamie, look on thts, and then say whether you suld gang to 
ihe fishing this day !" replied Marv, showing her wedding ring, 
which by some fatal mischance had been broken in two ; and in 
Scotland tibis is deemed an invariable sign of approaching separation. 
People lived in an atmosphere of omens in those days ; thus Jamie 
was sorely sti^gered : but he had been inert so long, that to linger 
longer on shore was to ruin himself. He held his cottage from the 
castellan of the king's castle, and its rent had to be punctually paid 
when the time came. For many days his kain of fish had not been 
delivered at the barbican gate, and though the new governor, the 
Laird of Balgillo, was a man of a very different character from Sir 
Patrick Gray, yet he could be trifled with no longer ! And now the 
herring droves were sweeping down from the Northern Ocean ; and 
seaward Jamie Gkdr resolved to go, though John o' the Buddon-ness 
looked stem and gloomy, and Mary wept and held up their little son 
and heir for the last kiss of his father's rough and bearded cheek,-^ 
and a last kiss it proved indeed to be ! But let us not anticipate. 

" The ring will mend, Mary," said Jamie, as he kissed away the 
tears from her blooming cheek ; " and bethink ye, lass, can an omen 
o' evil ever be shown by a ring that was blessed by the auld Monk 
o' Sanct John at the SclaitheughsP I trow no." 

After a breakfast of peasebannocks, cheese, and hot Lammas ale, 
thickened by eggs, the fishermen embarked, trimmed their boat, 
braced the yard sharp up to the north wind ^ and bore down the estuary. 
There was a grey sky overhead, and a rolling sea below; the 
horizon looked dfurk where it met the line of ocean, and the waves 
lifted their white tops between. 

The wind whistled drearily along the shores of the Firth ; the 
breakers boomed on the low flat sands of the Buddon-ness ; the 
gusts that came at times strained the braces of the brown lug-sail, 
and while they lifted the boat's sharp prow above the water, they 
tore the white spray off the dancing waves, and threw it far along 
the sea, like heavy rain or mist. 
Mary's form in her mantle and lowland wyliecoat had faded to a 

Seek on the sand, and now the square tower of Broughty and the 
ill of Balgillo began to sink among the grey vapour that crept 
along the shore. The cottage on the oeach was all the world to 
Jamie Gair, and the boat that was dwindling into a black spot in 
the grey and dusky offing, was all the world to Mary. 
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Jamie whistled and sang, as the waves rolled past-. 

"There will be a grand haul o' herrings to nicht!" said he; bat 
his partner, John o' the Buddon-ness, made no reply, for his keen 
eyes were fixed to windward. He had an uncomfortable feeling in 
his breast — for old seamen have secret instincts about the weather, 
instincts of which a landsman knows nothing, and in which he 
cannot share : but the evil foreboded by this old man*s heart was 
different, perhaps, from what he anticipated. 

"Tak' a puU o' the sheet, John,'* said Jamie; ''though the 
weather loolcs grey, we are as safe as our neighbours — be a man — • 
trust in God and St. Mary I" 

" I do trust in them," said the old man, touching his bonnet with 
reverence as he looked upward ; " but neither (rod nor St. Mary 
have said men shall no be drooned. I can face saut water and the 
northern scad, Jamie, as my faithers did before me — ^and face them 
like a man as ye say, and neither blench nor quail." 

"Keep her away another point or sae," said Jamie, "for the 
glare o' the kelpfires and the saut pans have scared the droves &ae 
this part o' the shore, — and mairower, the loaterhum has been here 
for a week and mair." 

This is a luminous appearance of the sea, which, like lightning, 
has the effect of scaring the herrings from the coast. 

It is usually about this season — ^the end of June or middle of July 
— ^that the g^reat heer, or shoal of herrings from the north, appears 
at the extremity of the northern isles of Scotland. 

Where they come from, no man knows ; but a surface of many 
hundred square miles of water becomes literally alive, and teeming 
with this prodigious body of fish. All the ocean seems to ripple around 
them, while whales are tumbling and myriads of porpoises surging 
and plunging through them, and clouds of gulls and gannets accom- 
pany them, screaming and in full flight. 

The Scottish fishermen aver that they can scent this mighty drove 
from afar off, by the strong oily smell with which the air becomes 
impregnated. This yearly invasion divides into two bodies, one of 
which seeks the EbudcB and the Irish Channel; the other keeps 
along the eastern and western coast of Scotland till October, and 
then, from her countless creeks and harbours, she sends forth her 
clinker-built fleets to net the annual mine of wealth with which her 
waters teem. 

By sunset Jamie Gair and his companion reached the herring 
ground, where the gulls were screaming and the porpoises dancing 
through the short foamy waves, but stiU the SKy was cold and 
lowering, and the sea was inky black ; yet though the breeze was 
freshening, they shot their net, with inward hopes and a half mut- 
tered prayer — ^for they are pious souls, tiiose hardy Scottish fishers — 
that a night of success might reward a day of toil amid the drenching 
spray. 
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Their boat, the Mary — ^for bo she was fondly named — they de- 
nuded of her sail, and hooked on to the net, allowing her thus to 
dnft before wind and tide. They were the farthest oflP shore, for 
more than a hundred boats were all drifting in the same fashion, 
between them and the land. 

Night came on, and to prevent any chance of their being run 
down, each boat's crew lit their dim horn lantern ; then a quaighful 
cf whiskey went round; and still the darkness deepened on the 
silent sea ; still the boats drifted by their heavy nets, and still the 
breeze was freshening from afar. 

Midnight came. 

Black, dense, and furious, a gust came with it — a fierce and 
heavy squall, sheer from the icy north, that scattered all the little 
fleet and nearly swamped the boat of Gair. 

It was the turn of the tide now, and from their fishing ground a 
strong current runs irom the north-north-east towards St. Andrew's 
stormy bay, and all along that bleak and iron shore. 

" Awa' wi* the net, Jamie !" cried old John o' the Buddon-ness, 
furiously, through the roaring wind and hissing sea ; and he held up a 
hand to the side of his mouth. ^ 

Jamie lingered, for the sacrifice was great. 

" Awa* wi't !" cried John ; " awa* wi*t, or the boat is swamped 
in a minnit mair !" 

Jamie sprang to the leeward gunnel, knife in hand, and a sore 
pang shot through his heart, as he thought of the unpaid twine bill 
— ^fbr he yet owed the price of the net to the rope-makers inTindall's 
Wynd ; but go it must. One slash of the knue, and net and floats, 
with all their scaly cargo, were swept away like a gossamer web. 
Half the boat-lanterns around them were tumbling hither and 
thither on the crests of the waves, or deep in the trough of the sea ; 
the other half had vanished, for many a boat had gone down with 
all her hands on board ! 

And now nothing can save their frail shallop but running before 
the wind, and the close-reefed foresail strains on the mast of tough 
Scottish larch as it lifts the boat of the bold fisherman over each 
hoarse wave of that black and gurly sea. 

Nor kith nor kin has poor John o' the Buddon-ness to weep for 
him, if his corpslicht dances on the waves to-morrow night ; for his 
father and seven brethren had all perished at sea. 

Jamie thought of Mary and of their babe— of the broken ring— 
of the lost nets, and of his older friend*s foreboding, and their present 
danger; and, while his strong heart swelled with agony, ms iron 
hands grasped the wet tiller, and kept the lug-sail fufi. 

On, on new the sharp boat before that furious wind ; and now 
faint lights were seen to twinkle amid the darkness and the flying 
scud to starboard; then the poor Scottish fishermen, while tears of 
hope and reliance mingled with the bitter spray that drenched their 
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faces, pnt their trust in 6k)d and St. Andrew, and a hope arose that 
all might yet go well ; for those lights were twinkling in the aislen 
of that glorious cathedral church upon the promontory — ^the work 
of a hundred and fifty years ; ana their prayers were heard ^ for 
morning came, and still their hoat was seapworthy, and as the dawn 
hrightened, both sea and wind went down ; the water was covered 
with foam — but not a trace was seen of that little fleet, among* which 
they had shot their nets oTcr-night. 

As the sun rose through a hazy veil of vapour, Jamie found the 
Isle of May lying right a-head, and discovered that he had been 
blown far past Fife-ness, for now the distant spire of Crail and the 
faint blue Craig of Kilmeinie were gilded by the rising beams ; and, 
now that all danger of being drowned was past, Jamie thought 
bitterly of his losses over-night. 

Toil-worn and disappointed, ike two fishermen were about to haul 
uj> for the shore and run into Crail Harbour, when the sudden appari- 
tion of three large vessels, under easy sail, bearing straight towards 
them, from under the lee of the Isle of May, win&re doubtless they 
had lain secure all night at anchor, arrested their attention ; for at 
a glance Gair and John o' Buddon-ness perc^ved they wwe £nglish 
ships, hftvily armed and full of men. 

These vessels were little more than a mile distant, and the fisher- 
men knew that a run of four miles would bring them into the nearest 
harbour, where their boat — their little all — yroM be safe. The 
time was one of truce between the two countries ; but recent events 
had proved that the warlike skippers of King Henry were not over- 
particular in respecting strangers at sea. 

The breeze was stul fresh and keen; the fishers stepped their 
mast, hoisted so much of their W-sail as they dared, and, favoured 
by a side wii^, bore away for Crs^T; but one of the English caravels 
followed them, and only a short time elapsed before a pulT of smoke 
curled from her bows, and a cannon-shot boomed over the water 
close by, and plunging into the slope c^ a wave, raised it like a 
spout ahead of the boat. 

" Ablins, they lack a pilot, Jamie," said John o' theBuddoa-ness; 
" let us lie-to ; they canna' hae the hearts to harm twa puir dyvour 
chields like you and me." 

" May my een melt in their sockets when I undertake itk pilot an 
Englishman!" said Jamie; ''but by my c^ie, here oomes another 
shot — douk doon, John, douk doon !" 

This time it was the ball of an arquebuses levelled thiougk an 
iron sliug attached to the ratlins* 

The warning words had scarcely left Jamie's lips befi>re the boat 
yawed round furiously, and his po<»^ M companioB fc^ dead across 
the thwai-t, for the same bullet that cut the halyard had pierced his 
heart, and in another minute, the startkd Gair found the^EngUsh 
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ship deaying the billows dose by him, and her hull towering from 
the sea as her mainyard was backed, and she lay to. 

" Come on board, thou rascally Scot," cried a voice ; ** and marry ! 
oome quickly, lest we fire again 1" 

" Eling me owre a rope, then," replied Jamie, who, but for the sake 
of Mary, would have jumped overboard rather than obeyed. 

A rope was thrown to mm, and in another moment he found him- 
self standing on the deck of the stately ship commanded by Sir 
Stephen BuO, and he was roughly dragged baore that portly com- 
mander, who appeared in half armour at the door of the poop, which 
contained the prineipal cabins. 

'* Thou hast given us trouble enough, in all eonscienoe, fellow V 
said he, angrilj; "why laid ye not tor" 

" Because Sur Andrew Wood is not in these waters $ the ships of 
Sir William Merrimonth and John Barton are all in the western seas, 
and we have none to protect us now," said Gair, with a sigh of bit* 
temess as he looked after his boat, now cut adrift and tossing on the 
sea with the dead body of his companion in it. 

"Ah 1 and so Sir Andjrew Wood is not in the seas P" 

" No, sir ; but is daily expected^" said Gaiir, spitefolly. 

" Good," said Sir Stephen, with a smile of gratification on his 
broad and bearded fSu»i " that is the reason, S<»t, which brings us 
here." 

** I pray you to release me, gude sir," implored Jamie, as he stood, 
bonnet in hand, amid a circle of armed Londoners, who stared at the 
** rouffh^footed Scot" as if he had been a wild animal ; " I am but a 
puir nsher carle, wi' a wife and a wean to support in these hard times 
of civil war and trouble ; I lost my nets yestemicht in the squall, 
and ye have out my boat adrift this morning— I am a ruined man 1" 
he added, as he almost wept in the agony of his spirit. 

"A ruined man, indeed I so mueh the better for our purpose, 
perhaps," said Sir Stephen Bull, with an icv smile ; " wouldst know 
the ships of Sir Andrew Wood if you saw them now P" 

" Tes, Sir, as well as my ain cottage lum." 

*' Cottage what, sirrah P" 

-Lum, sir; lum." 

" 'Tis well," said Bull, turning to Captain Edmund Howard, who 
had n^pognised the poor fiahennan of Broughty-point, and who had 
been standing somewhat aloof; " let this man be wdl watched, and 
call me the moment a sail ajqpears in sight; for Scot though he be, 
his ^es may serve us here better than our own." 

"But he may escape," snggesfced Howard, who half hoped he 
would. 

" Escape ! na^, nav ; let his legs be seemed in letterlooks, thea 
he'll not drag his anchor, I warrant." 

Strictly g^uarded, Jamie was kept for three days on board of the 
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Unicorn f the ship of Bull; and though he knew not exactly for 
what pui-pose, he feared it would prov« of no good ultimately to him- 
self. In these three days which succeeded the midnight storm, what 
would be the thoughts, the surmises of poor Mary, and how g^-eat 
would be her terror at his disappearance ; how much greater, tod, if 
his boat was picked up, or cast ashore, with the body of his slaiig'h- 
tered friend in it 1 The poor man covered his brown visage with his 
rough hands, and endeavoured to shut out sight, sound, and reflec- 
tion, but such thoughts would come again and again. 

Edmund Howard treated him with the greatest kindness, and 
endeavoured to raise his drooping spirits by promises that he would 
soon be set on shore, with gold sufficient to buy ten such boats and 
nets as those he had lost ; but Jamie ever replied, — 

" Na — ^na, sir ; I want nane o* your siller, for English gold works 
Scotland ever dule and wae ; and may my fingers be blistered if I 
touch it r 

Then Howard questioned him about the family of Lord Drum- 
mond ; but Jamie could only say that '* it was commonly bruited 
abroad that his daughter, the Lady Margaret, the king's gude 
cousin, was to be Queen of Scotland, and that a wmsome young pair 
they would be." 

Had honest Jamie Gair been less occupied by his own thoughts 
than he was, he could not have failed to observe how these tidings — 
though expected, sank into poor Howard's brave and noble heart. 

Meanwhile the English ships never molested the coast, for it was 
not the purpose of Sir Stephen Bull to create an alarm, so he con- 
tinued to cruise off the mouth of the Firth, within a space of twenty 
miles or so, running southward as far as Dunbar, and northward as 
far as the Carr Bock ; but generally hovering about the Isle of May, 
to the great anxiety and discomposure of the secluded priests of Pit- 
tenweem, who dwelt thereon, and traded by shipping with France 
and the Baltic. 

About dawn, on the fourth day after Jamie's misadventure, two 
large vessels were descried at the horizon, like black specks, for 
the clear streak of the coming day was astern of them, and their out- 
line was darkly and strongly defined. They loomed large ; and from 
the lofty poop of the Unicom Sir Stephen Bull reconnoitred them 
with some anxiety, for the Scottish admiral was said to have l^nt two 
ships with him ; and so he despatched a boat to the vessel of Miles 
le Furnival, to bring on board the Scottish spy he had brought with 
him from London. 

" Is it thee, thou hell-begotten wretch P" exclaimed Howard, as 
Hew Borthwick, ^aily attir^, stepped confidently along the deck of 
the very ship which had been captured by his treachery ; " by St. 
Paul, I would give something handsome to see thee rove up to the 
foreyard-armi" 
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Borthwick gave the speaker a dark and furtive glance, but made 
no reply. 

" Thou art sure, Fivrah, that Andrew Wood hath but two ships 
with him P" asked Slcphen Bull, imx>eriously, contempt and scorn 
curling his full, ruddy lip as he spoke. 

** Sure as I have now the honour of addressing you." 

" Wouldst know them if ye saw them ?" 

" Not unless within half-a-mile or so." 

" That were somewhat too close for my pui'posie," said Bull; "re- 
move this shabby lubber, this skulking lurdane; from the quarter- 
deck, and bi*ing aft the fisherman." 

Borthwick, who had repeatedly begged to be placed ashore, but in 
vain, was now roughly removed, and poor Jamie Gair, with his legs 
stiif by four days* and nights' retention in fetter-locks, was brought 
before Sir Stephen Bull, around whom all his officers and gentlemen 
volunteers were crowding, with kindling eyes and open eai's. 

" Wouldst thou know the ships of Sir Andrew Wood, sirrah ?" 
asked Sir Stephen, whose pages were arming him in a brilliant coat 
of mail. 

" Wecl as I wad ken the dear face o' my ain wife !" replied tho 
prisoner, with ardour and sadness. 

" Never mind thy wife's face, Scot ; but answer me." 

" So far an honest man may, I will, sir." 

" Then, are these his vessels — away there to windward ?" 

Gair looked there for a moment ; his eyes flashed and his cheek 
reddened ; but he hung his head with an emotion which did not 
escape the keen and penetrating eyes of the English captain. 

" Speak, sirrah !" said he, imperiously, as he graspea his poniard. 

" They are hull down, sir." 

" WeU, but ye may know the trim of his sails, and the fashion of 
his gear aloft." 

" I — I dinna ken, sir." 

" Answer me, fellow, at once ; are these, or are they not, the caravels 
of Sir Andrew of Largo P" 

" I am no free to say." 

" Trifle not ; answer me at once, or, by the head of King Henry, 
I will lash you at the ^numer's daughter, and fling you overboard 
after!" . 

** I dauma trifle, noble sir, I who am but a puir fisherman, with 
you, an armed knight; but I too can swear, and by the head of King 
James, I sail rather dee than tell ye." 

" Then die, fellow !" said the knight, furiously ; " Dick Selby, tie 
a ball to his heels, aud trice him by the armpits up to the yard-arm ; 
while there, he will have a better view of these coming crait. Knot 
the rope round in a fisherman's bend — ^he may like it the better." 

It was all done in the time we have taken to write it ; the ball of 
a caiiJiouu— «bout thirty-six pounds in weight/-<-was attached to his 

oc 
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ankles, whicli were tied together ; a rope waft ^lassed round his body, 
and he was ran up to the arm of the maintopsail-vard, where £e 
hung with outspread hands. A shudder, but paiily subdued by. 
anger at his obstinacy, passed over all on deck. A culverin was 
prepared, and the seamen in the waist, who had "triced" the poor 
fisherman up, held in their hands the line on which his life depended. 

" Answer me now. Soot — are yonder craft the ships of Sir Andrew 
Wood P" cried Stephen Bull, who was a stem and uncompromising^, 
as well as a cunning and reckless man ; " answer !" 

" Never,'* cried Gair, " though ye should wrench me bone frae 
bone !" 

" You may as well tell the truth," said Howard, " and save your 
life, for it will be all the same for your admiral in the end." 

" I ne'er say aucht but truth/' replied Gair ; " but ye sail get nae 
information frae me." 

" Then take thy last look of yonder rising sun, my brave fellow," 
said Howard, with deep commiseration ; " for in one minute more 
thou'lt be lying at the bottom of thy native sea." 

" Oh, my sakeless wife and bairn !" cried the poor fisherman : "but 
in life and death, I commit you to the care of God 1" 

These words struck a chill on all who heard them, and the brave 
English gentlemen and mariners of Bull grew pale as they looked on 
each other. 

Twice Sir Stephen repeated the question, and on receiving, for the 
last time, the same reply, he cried, furiously,— 

" Thy blood be on thme own head, fellow ! — fire the gun !" 

The white smoke gushed from the gunport through the black 
rigging; the sharp report pealed over the morning sea, and ere it 
died away the rope had whistled through the blocK, as the sailors 
cast it from them like an instiniment of murder, and poor Jamie Grair 
had vanished from the yard-arm of the Unicom, 
^ "Oh, Sir Stephen Bull," cried Howard, as he rushed to the vessel's 
side ; " what is this thou hast done P" 

" Drowned a pitiful Scot, whose obstinacy may mar our morning's 
work," was the dogged reply, as a few bubbles tnat rose to the sur- 
face, were all that remained to show where the fisherman had sunk. 
Sir Stephen walked aft hastily, but was evidently dissatisfied with 
himself, for he returned, and said,— 

" Why this regret, Edmund Howard ; was not the man only a 
ScotP" ■ . ^ 

" For that reason I commiserate his fate the more," said Howard, 
who was no doubt thinking of Lady Margaret Drummond. 

" Tush I display the signal to clear away for battle, and hoist the 
French ancient, for I have no doubt these are the ships of him we 
are in search of. If they were not, our defunct fisherman would so(mi 
tave said so." 

*'God will not bless the course w# thus* be^," said Howard; 
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** asd if yonder nhipi are iudefd those of Sir Andrew Wood, the weepers 
of Saint John, by London Wall, will be singing dirges for some of tt» 
ere long." 

" I care little whether or not God blesses it, if Henry our king ia 
pleased," said Sir Stephen, with a glance of pride and anger ; '* but 
peace with this oroakmg. Sir Captain of mine — 'tis a new thing ia 
thee. To your arms and to your quarters, fore and aft — sound 
trumpets, and load culverins and arquebusses I Dick Selby, open the 
magazine ; John o' Lynne, seo the fire's out ; beat to quarters, and 
set abroach three runlets of canary. Fight to the death, m v merry 
men all, for if you fall into the hands of the Soots they will chain 
you to work on their castles and highways, and feed you worse than 
Chai*t«rhou8e monks-^-so every man to qtuirters, ana St. George for 
Merry England !" 



CHAPTER LXrV. 

THE BATTLE OFF FIFENESS. 

" Were ye twentye shippes, and be but one, 

I swear by kirke, and bower, and hall, 
He wolde orercome them everye one, 

If once his beames they doe downefall. 
This is colde comfort, quoth my lorde, 

To welcome a stranger thus to sea ; 
But I'll bring him and his ships to shore % 

Or to Scotland he shall carry me." — Sia Andbew Babton 

After nearly bringing to a successful issue his diplomatic mission 
concerning the quarrel between the Scottish, Dutch, and Flemish 
merchants, — ^though the latter remembered bitterly the various barrels 
of pickled heads despatched by the nnquhUe Sir Andrew Barton to 
the Privy Council of James III., — Sir Andrew Wood had left the 
port of Sluyt, or Sluice, which is one of the best hftrbours and 
strongest frontier towns in Dutch Flanders, and from the Bailiff and 
Echevins of which he received, a gold cup and silken banner/ Sailing 
with A fair wind, he soon lost si^it of the low flat shores of Batatiay 
and bore away iost the Firth of Forth. 

The voyage across the northern ocean was rough, and more thaa 
once his Scottish caravels rolled their lower yard-arms in the water ; 
but their trip of five houdred miles was drawing to a dose, and on 
the mominff mentioned in the preceding chapter, the crews of thlb 
Flower ana Yellow Frigate hailed ¥rith satismction the black rugged 
scaln of St. Abb, as it rose above the summer sea. 

The Flower was commanded by Sir Alexander Mathieson, *' the 
Auld King o' the Sea," whose former ship, the Margaret;\aA been 
j^ven by the young king to John, the youuser brother of Robert 
Bai-ton. John was also a brave mariner, ana well known in Soo^ 
ttahhiatory* 

003 
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■ The vesselB vere going tinder easy ssul; morning prayetn were 
over; the crew were lying in groups between the gnns on deck, 
resting themselves after the recent gale. Willie Wad was playing 
on the fiddle ; Father Zuill was of course engaged in the farther de- 
velopment of his parabolic speculum ; the admiral was writing in his 
cabin ; Falconer and Barton were on deck, talking no doubt over the 
chances of good or evil tidings awaiting them from the fair daughters 
of Lord Drummond, and of their aversion for the new Lord High 
Admiral of Scotland — Hailes, now Earl of Bothwell ; old Archy, the 
boatswain, was ** spinning a yarn" to some idlers who were clustered 
near the capstan, and assuring them that in some parts of the 
Northern Sea, he knew with certainty there was a fiend who was 
often seen astride the bowsprit or the spritsail-yard on the eve of a 
hurricane, with blue flames coming out of his hawseholes, and wear- 
ing a conical hat tipped with fire ; and there he rode, leading the 
vessel to destruction; for if the storm was weathered, she would run 
into the down-hill at the back of the world, where she might beat 
and tack in vain, for her crew could never gather leeway until the 
day of doom. This, and much more to the same purpose, was 
listened to, in the most perfect good faith by the hearers, and was 
corroborated by some of them, who had seen the identical demon re- 
ferred to, when they were wrecked near the English Castle of Bam- 
borough in '72, in the great ship of James Kennedy, Bishop of 
St. Andrew's, when all perished, save a few who escaped in a jolly- 
boat with the holy Abbot of Inchcolm, whose case of reliques — but 
at that moment a voice was hailing the deck. 

« Hollo," cried Barton, " who hails P" 

^' Captain of the maintop, sir — ^sail ho !" 

" Sail ho !" was echoed irom the deck. 
' '" Why, thou gomeral, there is nothing wonderful in seeing a sail off 
St, Abb's Head. 

" But there are three o' them, Sir Captain," cried the sailor, looking 
over the basket-work of the top ; " war-ships to my eye." 

** Oho— that alters the case entirely !" 

^ Barton sprung into the main-rigging, and ran up aloft to take a 
Tiew; when he descended, the aamira^ whom some rumour had 
reached, was on deck. 

" What dost make them out to be, Bobert P" 
i ''Three full-rigged ships, standing straight towards lis ; coming 
down with a fine breeze, and everything set aloft that will catch it." 

*' Didst make out their colours P " 
- ''They have none hoisted as yet; but by St. Andrew, they are 
war-ships, or I have the eyes of a mole !" 

*' Thev may be English " 

" Chr Portuguese caravels on some roving commission ; but both 
are alike dangerous. To be forewarned is to be torearmed." . 

"Bight," said the admiral j "so beat the starboard watch to 
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qnariers; Willie Wad, out with all lights, and open the magazine! 
To your armour, gentlemen; Sir David Falconer, order your 
trumpeter to sound, and line the poop with arquebussiers." 

" That puif of smoke," said Falconer, as he buckled on his splendid 
baldrick, " is very like the discharge of a culverin/' 

And such it was, being the death-knell of Jamie Gair» the unfor* 
tunate fisherman. 

As the vessels neared each other, the two Scottish caravels were 
cleared for action, and every man armed himself; the cannon was 
served with shot and powder ; the arquebussiers manned the tops 
and tailrails ; the cannoniers stood by their guns, with tackle, sponge, 
and rammer ; the lines were laid along the deck, and the ports were 
triced up. 

" By my soul, Robert Barton," said the admiral, as he scanned the 
strangeins ; " I think I should know the hull of yonder crafl and the 
Take of her masts. Gadzooks I look at her now, as her sails lift ia 
the breeze." 

'* And the fashion of her topsails, too," said Barton, observing her 
with kindlinge}res, and a darkening brow. 

" 'Tis the Unicom — as I am a living man 1" 

" Either thy Mher's spirit, or an English foe, is under sail on these 
watera. It is the Unicom, Robert. But hah — ^what is this P Up 
goeth her pennon and ensign. French, gadzooks ! Now what may 
this portend?" 

" 'Tis all a wile," said Barton, as Sir Stephen Bull, the further to 
deceive them, as he hoped, hoisted the white flag with the fleur-de- 
lis, a flag then as familiar to the Scottish people as their own ; and 
as the oriflamme swelled out in the breeze. Sir Stephen fired a gun to 
leeward. 

" Up with St. Andrew's cross," said the admiral ; " if these are 
not three English ships, may I skulk in the lee scuppers of fortune 
to the end of my da^s. l/p with our ancient, quaitermaster ; and 
Wad, fire a gun to iotndioard,'* 

It is recorded, that immediately on the hostile signal being given, 
the oriflamme went down, and up went the white flag with the red 
cross of England, while the bright heraldic pennons of the many een- 
tlemeu who served in the ships for glorv and honour, or in sheer 
hatred of the Scots, were displayed in the bright sunshine. The 
adverse ships, now about half a mile anart, were nearing each other 
fast, and every heart on board beat hio4i. 

In our account of this battle, we will follow briefly and strictly the 
relation of Dalzel, Pitcaim, Buchanan, the Laird of Pitscottie, and 
otlicrs. The quaint dironicler Lindesay givea us the characteristic 
address of his contemporary, the Scottish admiral to his crew, while 
every man received a stoup of wine at the capstan-head. 

" My lads, these are the men who would seek to convey us in 
fetters to the foot of an English kingt as they did the shipmi^tes oCatoat 
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old Andrew Barton ; but, by the help of God and your bravery, tbe^ 
flhall fail ! Shipmates, set yourselves in order ; every man to bis 
station ; the gunner to his lintstock, and the steersman to his helm ! 
Chargehome,cannoniers— <srossbowmen, tothe tops — spikes and two- 
handed swords to the forerooms. Down with the bulk-heads, up 
with the screens, reeve tackle, and ram home. Be stout men and 
true, for the love of your kindred, and the honour of old Scotland-**- 
hurrah V* 

A loud cheer responded ; the poops, tops, and forecastles were 
bristling with cuirassed and helmeted men ; the yeomen of the sheets 
and braces stood bv their stations, the gunners by their guns, and 
all were armed to the teeth, with swords and daggers, p^es, axes, 
ghisarmas, and hand-cannons. 

The sun was dear and the sky brilliant ; the waves rolled like 
crystal in long glassy swells ; the bellying canvas was white as snow, 
and the gaudy pennons waved from mast-head and yard-arm, like long 
ribands of many coloured silk on the gentle wind. The sides of au 
the ships, but more especially their towering poops iuid ponderous 
auarter-^alleries, were gay with carving and gudingi and grim wiUi 
tne flashing of sharp weapons and the brass-mouthed tiers of their 
pointed artillery ; and a thousand bright or gaily tinted objects were 
thus reflected in the dear waves as they rolled past in dow heaving 
ridges that glistened in the sun. 

In a few minutes the ^uns of Bull commenced firing, and their balls 
whistled through the ngging of the Yellow Frigate as she closed 
up, but without firing a snot, for, breathless and impatient, her 
crew were waiting for the sound of the admiral's whistle. 

One ball splintered the mizenmast near Sir Andrew, and another 
stretched Cuddie Clewline, his coxswain, on the deck. 

" My poor Cuddie,'* said he, rushing forward ; " how art thou, old 
•bipuate P" 

** 111 enough, Sir Andrew,*' groaned the seaman, from the sleeve of 
whose doublet the blood was gushing ; " my best spar is knocked 
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"Poor carle— thy right arm P" said Barton. 

** Never fear ye for me, sirs, I'll weather the gale yet," he answered, 
as he crawled don? the deck, leaving a long trail of blood, till be 
reached the main hatchway, where Father ZuiQ, relinquishing an 
immense parabolic speculum, received him in his arms, and conveyed 
him below. 

"Hollo I Saints and angels, what dattering is thatP" he asked, as 
a heavy shot tore its wav between decks. 

"An English bullet through the magazine," said some one. 

" Damnation,** cried Wad, plunging down the ladder to aaoertaui 

e damage. 

"Peace*" said the chaplain i <<twear not, friend gunner; it is 
'bidden," 
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. ** The allot is througli thy laboratory, Father Zuill/' said the 
boaUwain, ascending ; " and if it hasna smashed your hurdy-gurdy 
to flinders, may I never mair see Anster kirk !" 

'|HeU*8 fury! sayst thou soP" cried the chaplain, losing all 
patience, as another of King Henry's pills came crashing through 
the timbers, killing and wounding all in its way. 

" Oho I may I drink bilge but a Mar can swear as well as a poor 
gunner, though it is forbiddex^" said Willie Wad, as he hoistea up 
case after case of shot; but tibe unhappy chaplain, rendered furious 
by the destruction of his lifelong labours, flunk off his frock, under 
wnich he wore a jazarine jacket, seized a sword, and rushed on dedc 
Intent on yengeance. 

The Yellow Frigaie and the Unicom were now less than a 
musket shot apart, when Sir Andrew blew his silver whistle ; and 
then the former poured her broadside of "pestilent" carthouns. 
Bakers, and serpentines, into the latter, exchanging fire with her on 
opposite tacks, while the arquebussiers and crossTOwmen alofl and 
below yoUeyed at each other aa fSaat as they ooidd cast their weapons 
About. 

" By the soul of King James, that broadside will cost ye a few 
bolts of canvas, my friends I" said Wood, with a smile ; and bearing 
jm, by his sreat seamanship he continued to keep the weather-gage 
of BuU; while Sir Alexander Mathieson, with the Flower ^ followed 
dose in his wake, they each exchanged broadsides with the three 
English ships, whose triple fire cut up their rigging, battered their 
gay bulwarks, and wounded a vast number of weir men ; but few 
were killed, though all the scuppers ran with blood and water. 
, These brave adversaries foresaw not the days that were to come, 
when " Duncan, Nelson, Keppel, Howe, and Jervis," under a united 
flag, would lead their descendants side by side to sweep Scotland's 
ancient ally from the ocean. 

" Tack, cried the admiral to Barton, again, as the cannon were 
charged for the fourth time; "tack again, and range up on the 
weauier quarter of the stemmost ship." 

By this manoBUvre he almoet blew to pieces the poop of Miles 
Pumival's caravel ; he then gave the order to " dose in and grapple." 
. ** A narrow escape, David," said Burton, aa an English bullet tore 
the crest off Falconer's headpiece. 

" A little lower, and it would have ended all my cares to-day," 
jepHed Sir David, with a sad smile ; " and believe me. Barton, I 
would rather die here than land to-morrow, and learn that Sybilla 
has become the countess of the high-admiral" 

The five vessels now simultaneously shortened sail, and, according 
to the tactics of the day, grappled with each other ; and there was a 
frightful rasping as they dosed-in muzzle to muzzle with their yard* 
arms tearing ea«h other's canvas to rasa and ribbons. 

Alaa 1 we need aoaroely advert to we desperation of the oonfliel 
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whicli ensued — a conflict from which we recoil ; for it was English- 
men and Scotsmen who then fought against each other, and fought 
as they alone can fight. 

The yetlaii guns soon hecame so hot that Wad reported to the 
admiral, " that they were houncing off their stocks, ana tearing their 
hreechings like pack-thread." 

We are told that, fearless of the numerical force and superiority of 
the enemy, old Andrew Wood led the way to the " In^lish deckis 
with his twa-handed quhinger," and that for twelve hours, with 
sword and pike, crossbow and battle-axe, a deadly conflict was 
maintained ; and that they had often to retire from sheer exhaustion, 
and to free their blood-stained decks from the dead and wounded ; 
•* and there they fought," saith Pitscottie, who knew the admiral 
well, " frae the rising of the sun till the going down of the same, in 
the long summer's day, while all the men and women that dwelt 
near the coast-side stood and beheld the fighting, which was terrible 
to see." 

The Sim sank behind the hUla of Fife, and those persons who 
crowded on the steeple of Crail and the summit of Kincraig, saw the 
five gi-appled ships abandoned to the wind and current, drifting off 
towards the north. They saw the blue flag of Scotland and the 
white English ensign floating side by side ; they could see the inces- 
sant gleaming of steel, and the pale smoke that broke upward in 
white curls from time to time, but they knew not how. the tide of 
battle turned, or to whom red Victory held out her bloody wreath. 

Night came down on the echoing deep, and when morning dawned 
the good folk of the East Neuk, pale with watching, andflred by ex- 
pectation, could see no trace of the hostile ships ; for by that time 
they had drifted like a huge and gory raft, or a floating hecatomb, 
to the mouth of the Tay. . There, after casting off to refit and reeve 
anew their cut and torn rigging, again the trumpets sounded, and 
again they grappled at simrise ; and Wood ordered that the English 
ships should be lashed " with cables" to his own — ^that they should 
all go down together rather than any one should escape. 

The Scots and English were repeatedly in possession of each 
other's decks, and incredible valour was exhibited in the many hand- 
to-hand conflicts that ensued amid the general mSl^e ; many a Scot- 
tish mariner was " spritsail yarded," as they termed it, by being 
pinned in the head or breast by the clothyard shafts of Sir Stephen's 
archers, who shot from the tops and poops ; and many ah English- 
man was scotched (i. e., cut or slashed by the sword or Jedwood axe^ 
a phrase we first find in Shakespeare, but which had long previously 
been common in England, for a wound received in the Scottish wars. 

Tall Dick Selby, with his poleaxe, displayed to advanta«^e the 

a^lity and prowess which made him the lion of the Moorfielos and 

msbury ; and strong in the belief of a blessed Paternoster, bought 

the Row beside St. Paul's, and bound about his better wrist, he 
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had hewed a way almost to the poop of the Yellow Frigate, when 
he was killed hy Sir David Falconer, who there recognised Edmund 
Howard fighting hravely against great odds, and keeping his hack 
to the mizenmast; and there, after doing all in his power hy voice 
and deed to save him, he had the mortification of seeing him hewn 
almost to pieces hy the crew of the Flower, 

Sir Fulke of Fulkeshall was also slain, and there was scarcely a 
nohle or wealthy family in London that did not lose a relative in 
this desperate conflict. 

Sir Stephen Bull, tall, powerful, and hrave as a Hector, sought 
everywhere for old Sir Andrew Wood, reserving his sword and 
strength for him alone ; and they encountered each other no less 
than six times, hut were always separated by the furious pressure of 
those around them ; for Miles le Furnival, John of Lynne, and 
others, on one side. Sir Alexander Mathieson, Robert Barton, and 
Falconer, on the other, were always rushing on, and taking part in 
the bloody game, though all of them were severely wounded, and 
covered with blood and bandages. 

** Had we no better cast off the grapples," cried Archy of Anster, 
rushing to the admiral, who was leaning, breathless, against the 
taifrail of the Unicom, with his sword in his hand. 

" Wherefore ?" he asked. 

" We are close ori the Buddon-ness — ^in shoal water," exclaimed 
the boatswain ; " and will strike in three minutes or less." 

" Let us take our chance," answered Wood, grimly ; " I will 
rather knock the old ship to pieces than see her an English prize; 
but, alas ! honest Archy — ^art thou wounded P" 

" My makiyard is shot in the slings," groaned the old boatswain, 
as a ball struck him near the shoulder, and he fell heavily on the 
deck, with his right arm broken. 

At that moment, there was a tremendous shock ; the masts nodded 
like willow wands, and several topmasts with all their vards, sails, 
^^g^i^g' find hamper, came thundering down on the still contested 
decks ; and then a hoarse shout of rage and despair arose from the 
English ships, for their crews were aware that they were all ashore, 
or wedged on the shoaly sands together. 

To ^ shorten this account, which, as it may be found in many 
old histories of Scotland, need not be longer dwelt on here, the 
English trumpets sounded a parley, and the orave Sir Stephen Bull, 
now thoroughly crestfallen and dejected, surrendered his sword to 
Sir Andrew Wood ; but without shame or dishonour, for he and 
his crews had done all that brave men might do. 

The ships were all floated off by the flo^ tide ; the grapplinffs cut, 
jurymasts were rigged, and sails set on them, and before midnight 
they were all safely anchored in the harbour of Dundee, within the 
protection of the cannon of Broughty, 
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CHAPTER LXV. 

THE EKOLISH FBISOVEBS. 

** Sir Stephen, who was prisoner made, 
With ships and sailon all. 
Unto King James Sir Andrew took* 
Befbre his feet to fall.** 

SiK Andrew Wood.— OW BaUad, 

The tidbgfl of this victory, notwithstanding the Bbnehter by which 
it was gained, caused the greatest rejoicings over ail Scotland, for 
her people were proud of uieir country, and were then sensitively 
jealous of her honour ; thus, the excitement in Dundee, on the day 
after the battle, was tremendous. 

Sir Andrew Wood took Sir Stephen Bull, and all the officers and 
English gentlemen volunteers ashore, to present them to £ine 
James FVT When the barge of this fine ola Scottish mariner left 
the ships, the seamen of the Yellow Frigate and Fhfufer swarmed 
np the riggingi manned the yards, and gave him three heurty 
cneers. 

" God bless ye, my brave callan^,'* said the good admiral, as he 
stood up in the boofcj bowed his silvery head^ and waved his blue 
bonnet. 

A similar greeting awuted him at the rock of St. Nicholas, and 
in the streets of Dundee, where, giving his arm in token of amity 
to his late adversary, the haughty and resentful Stephen Bull, ana 
followed bv the principal prisoners, and surrounded by Falconer's 
arquebussiers, to guard them from insult, he went straight to the 
little palace of St. Margaret, where the young king, who had been 
apprised of his coming, awaited him. Vast crowds followed the 
van(^uiahed and the victors ; the lances of the Provost guarded them^ 
and in front rode the Laird of Blackness, bearing the banner of the 
Burgh, argent, with a pot of lilies, or — ^the emblem of the Virgin-*- 
supported oy two ^een dragons, with enormous twisted tails ; and 
many an unsophisticated Englishman, who had never seen a Soot 
before, gazed about him with emotions of wonder and hostility ; for 
the towns and dresses of the Lowlanders were very different from ^ose 
of the English, to whom the architecture of the Scottish streets and 
houses has still a strange and foreign aspect. In those da^, the 
peasantry of the Lowlands all wore rough brogues of deerskm, with 
the hair outwards ; hence they were named rough-footed Scots by 
the people of England, where the peasantry were all barefooted, and 
iven bare-legged, as some writers of the time of James IV. say. 
Accompanied by the venerable Duke of Montrose-Crawford, the 
nng Lord Lindesay, in his scarlet mantle, and his tall mother, the 
ichessy by Bobert Lord Lyle, and many other £riends of his un* 



happy fktker, mingled with a few of the Angus faotion, James lY,, 
with his half-acknowledged qneen hy his side, received the yictorious 
admiral and his bold prisoners in one of the finest chambers of this 
old country palace. 

The walls were hnng with green and gold arras ; the oak ceiling 
was divided into square compartments, and in the centre of each was 
a royal or heraldic device, the arms of the house of Stuart, of their 
alliances with foreign reignins families, and their many ennobled 
descendants. Above the carved stone fireplace hung that celebrated 
picture of the murdered James III., with his queen, in which he is 
fepresented in a lilac-coloui«d robe, trimmed with ermine, and wearing 
a vest of doth of gold ; Margaret of Oldenburg is attired in a blue 
robe, with a Scottish kirtle of cloth of gold, and a head-dress blazing 
with jewels. This picture, which now hangs in Kensington, is pro- 
bably one of the many valuable portraits of which the avaricious 
James YI. stripped the Scottish palaoesj on his succession to the 
English crown in 1603. 

< Crestfallen and silent, the proud and 1>rave English captain stood 
within this noble apartment. 

^ James frankly and kindly shook the hand of the van^ished ma- 
riner, and compnmented him on his Inuvery, in terms similar to those 
with which he fiivonred Wood, 

" Sir Stephen," he added, " I will restore to you and to your fbl- 
lowers your swords, arms, and armour, your ships, and liberty, 
because I ever love brave men who fight-^not for gain«-but for 
glory. Go, sirs, vou are free ; but I trust that never again you will 
double the Scottish seas with your presence or your piracies, else 
another fisite may await you." 

Before presenlang his own officers and shipmates to their youne 
sovereign, Sir An£ew courteously introduced Miles de FumiviJ, 
Jolm o' LynnCi and all those Englishmen who had distinp:ui8hed 
themselves most in the recent baUle ; he also deplored the death of 
Captain Edmund Howard ; " for," said he, '* he was a brave roan, 
and a true English seaman, whom I respected, though his brother, 
the admiral, slew my old shipmate. Barton, on that day of sorrow in 
the Downs — ^but woe is for women, and masses are for monks— -the 
gunner to his lintstock, and the steersman to his helm, say I." 

Maigaiet Dmmmond heard these tidines with a pang, for the 
noble and gentle Howard had won her whofo esteem, though he couM 
win nothing more. 

" Thou tat so rieh in honour, and, men say, in money too, Robert 
Barton," said the kin^, *' that I am sorelv puzzled how to reward 
tiiy bri^t career of faithful service ; but tnou shalt be the captain 
of my Greai Mtehael, as soon as that stately ship is launched and 
fit for sea. And as for thee, my honest Davie Falconer, the gentle 
and the brave," he added, taking both Sir David's hands in hi«, 
''whatshaU I saytotheeP ij aa eameat <^ betiw things, I0I nr 



406 THB T1SLI.0W FBIG^TS, 

hang this gold medal, the gift of our Holy Father Innocent YIIT., 
to the golden chain my father gave thee, when last we were all under 
this old rooftree together. May the good God hiess thee, Davie 
Falconer ; for, on the last day of that poor father's life, thou didst 
fight nohly hy his side, where I too should have been, hut for evil 
fortune and most accursed counsel !" 

Falconer's heart swelled with mingled jovand sadness as the 
young king attached the medal to his chain, and he gazed imploringly 
at Margaret Drummond, with an expression that seemed to say, 
** Oh, speak for us — for SybilU and for me— you know our secret 
well ;" but terror of her fiaither, on whose face there was a scornful 
smile, repressed any such thought in her mind. 

" I have ever done my duty as a subject and a leal Scotsman/' 
said Falconer ; " bnt in this presence I dare not say all I think, or sdl 
I feel, lest the Lord Drummond and others deem me bold ; for other 
inheritance than my sword and an honest name, have I none." 

" Nay, by my soul, David Falconer, Drummond will never deem 
thee over-lx>ld," said the old lord, with a sudden emotion of ^nerosity, 
** for the sword is ever the Scotsman's, best, and often his la^t in- 
heritance, as many a foreign field can show ; and well I know, that it 
was not when treading on a silken carpet you won the spurs you wear." 

These were the first kind words the father of Sybilla had ever 
addressed to him, and they raised in his warm heart a glow of hope 
and gratitude. 

Tliat evening there was a grand banquet served up amid a flourish 
of trumpets ; Sir Stephen Bull sat on the king's right hand, the 
Laird of Largo on his left ; and ihe English and Scots, oblivious of 
yesterday's strife and slaughter, pushed the stoups of Malmsey and 
Kochelle, Canary and Bordeaux, as busily as of late they had plied 
cannon and arquebuss, eghisarma and hand-gun. Sir John Carmichael 
of Netherton and HyncBbrd — ^the same who, with Swinton of Dal? 
Bwinton, slew the Duke of Clarence at the Battle of Yerneuil — was 
chief carver ; the Laird of Southesk was cup-bearer, and the kirk 
bells of " the Blessed Virgin Mary-in-the-fields" rang their matin- 
chime before the carousers drank the voidee, or piffting-cup — ^the 
signal for retiring. 

The dead were buried in two large graves, within the old cemetery 
of St. Paul's Cbiirch, between the Sea CkUie and the Murray Gate of 
Dundee. Sir Fulke of Fulkeshall was interred alone; and his 
remains, with a large sword with the blade full of notches, and 
several silver coins (which the Scots always interred with the dead— ^ 
a strange remnant of paganir) were found in a large stone coffin, 
when tn« foundations of the East Church of Dundee were beuig dug 
in 1842 ; but poor Howard had foimd a grave among the waves 
that dash upon the shoals of the Buddon-ness. 

In less than a week the English ships were refitted, and began to 
drop down the Tay, to sail for London. 
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On "blue Peter being digplayed at the masthead by Sir Stephen 
Bull, nnd the fore-topsails being cast loose — ^announcins that they 
were about to depart — ^the crews of all the Scottish war-ships, about 
fifteen or twenty of which had now mustered near Dundee — manned 
the yards, and gave them a parting cheer, while the Laird of 
Bal^illo saluted St. George's cross by a salvo of guns from the 
battlements of Broughty ; and thus uiey separated — those hostile 
ships— with farewell compliments and mutual expressions of amity 
ana good-will. 

Bull had on board the Montrose Herald and Garioch Pursuivant, 
who were the bearers of a letter to Kin^ Henry. 
• This document demanded the immediate release of the Bishop of 
Dunblane, and begged Henry to accept of his own ships back again 
as presents, and enjoined him to reward nobly the brave wen who 
had fought them so skilfully and well ; and also recommended him 
to remember for the future, " that Scotland could boast of warlike 
sons by sea as well as land, and that he — ^King James — trusted 
the piratical shipmen of England would disturb his coasts no more, 
for it micht be, they would not be so weel entertained, nor loup hame 
80 dry shod." 

King Henry (add Buchanan and Lindesay) dissembled his anger 
and mortification, saying that he " accepted the kindness of the 
yoxms King of Scotland, and could not but applaud the greatness 
and the chivalry of his soul." 

The Nethertoun of Largo was bestowed by James upon the Admiral, 
together with the Green Ribbon of the Thistle, an Order in which 
the death of the loyal Glencaim at Sauchiebum had made a vacancy; 
for this naval victory, on which innumerable ballads were made, was 
of infinite consequence to Scotland, as it spread abroad the terror of 
her name by sea, at a time when the warlike skippers of France, 
England, Portugal, and Spain, when sailing in their lumbering 
argosies, with their cumbrous tops and gigantic poop-lanterns, were 
not over-particular in distinguishing friends from foes, when they 
met each other, far from human aid or justice, on the broad ana 
open arena of the ocean. 



CHAPTER LXVI. 

THB 8T0KS BICKEB. 

** Contempt on the minion who calls you disloyal! 

Though fleroe to your foe, to your fHends you are true i 
And the tribute most high to a head that is royal. 
Is lore from a heart that loves liberty too." — Moore. 

EvEBYTHiNa being quiet now, at home and abroad, Lord Drum- 
mond proposed the completion of his old arrangement for wedding 
his daughters to Home and Bothwell ; and as the Bishop of Dunblane 
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WftB retamitig ihrongh £nglatid,*-readY excmeii Haying been found 
for Lis unlawful detention,— >the Bchemlng and ambitious old nobid 
contemplated a grand and triple oeremony ; the coronation of one 
daughter and the marria^ of the other two» and spent much of his 
time among monks, minstrels, heralds, and other devisers of 
pa^antries.* 

Henry had released the poor Bishop, and satisfied him that hia 
detention had been all a mistake ; and in proof thereof, committed 
his secretary of state to the Tower — craved the reverend Father's 
blessing, kissed his episcopal ring, and so forth, and thus dismissed 
him with all honour ; but, cunning as a lynx, and still following th^ 
insidious policy of his family and his time, he hourly expected 
tidings from Shaw, from Gray, or Borthwick, of whom more anon ; 
for that worthy had contrived to keep himself concealed in the ship 
of Bull during the engasement, having not the slightest interest in 
its issue, and feeling only a laudable spirit of economy with regard 
to risking his own precious person. Thus, on the ship's anchoring 
off Dundee, favour^ by the darkness and confusion, he lowered 
himself into the water by one of the starboard gunports, swam 
safely ashore, and made his way with all speed to the house of the 
traitor Gray of Kyneff, which lay several miles distant, beyond the 
Howe of Angus, and there he remained for some time in conoeabuent 
and consultation. 

Brown autumn came ; the birchen leaves turned yellow in the 
russet woods of Angus ; the hills looked dark and close at hand ; 
the black corbie and the greedy gled croaked on the fauld dvkes and 
on the bare branches of the loftiest trees, and the swallows had long 
nince departed on their yearly journey to the sunny lands of the 
Bouth. 

All taut and trim as ever, the Ydlov) Frigate^ with her carved 
and painted sides that shone with gilding, still lay inactive in the 
harbour of Dundee, with her long blue pennon dipping in the 
glassy water alongside. 

The Bishop of Dunblane (James Chisholm, chaplain to tlie late 
king) had now reached his episcopal palace on the banks of the 
Allan Water, and from Stratheam, Lord Drummond had brought his 
two beautiful daughters, with a glittering escort, to Dundee ; but 
now Home and Bothwell, their intended spouses and their double 
terror, were loitering on the borders, concerning some dispute in 
which they had — fortunately for those in whom we are interested— 
became involved with the Wardens of the English Marches. 

Barton and Falconer hovered about the mansion of Lord Drum- 
mond, and watched its walls, till they knew every stone in its quaint 
arcades and broad round towers; they loitered in Tindall's Wynd 
and the Fish-sti'eet daily — each like an Adam near his Eden 5 but 
never once, at the windows, on the bartizan, nor in the street on foot 
or on horsebaoki nor at church during morning masi or evenin*^ 
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voBpers, liad they been favoured by a sight of tbe sisters ; neither 
did they receive any message, wliich only convinced them how 
strictly the poor ^irls were guarded, for Drummond of Mewie and a 
band of his men urom Strathearn garrisoned the house, and warded, 
like wakeful hounds, every avenue to it. 

In Dundee, in those days, there was a famous hostel and tavern, 
named the Stone Bicker, which had been established by the provost 
and magistrates in the time of James I., in obedience to the law of 
1424, which required all burgh-towns in the realm to have at least 
one comfortable "hostellrie,' with stables and chambers. This 
was a quaint old house, having many crow-stepped gables, square 
ingle-chimneys, and deep shady galleries of wood, which stood upon 
columns of stone. Above its door was carved in stone a bicker— 
with the legend, 

PAX INTBJLNTIB178, 1424. 

Tn form, this stonp or bicker was identically the same as that now 
nsed in Scotland ; and the name is derived from the same source as 
the German hecher. 

Behind the house was a spacious green, smooth, grassy, and 
surrounded by various little bowers trimmed over with Gueldre roses, 
Bweetbriar, and woodbine. Here the soldiers of the king's guard, 
the cannoniers of Brou^hty Castle, the seamen of the ships, pages of 
the court, and other idlers — not a few of the latter, knights and 
gentlemen — ^loitered and played, or observed others playing, at long- 
bowls, at chess, or cards, or shooting at the butts with bow and 
arquebuse, to encourage the use of which, James I. put down the 
games of golf and foot-ball by act of parliament in 14^. 

On a warm evening about the end of August, Barton and Falconer 
sat moodily over a stoup of Bordeaux, in one of these bowers ; close 
by them on the green was a knot of their sulors, lounging at full 
length, drinking ale from pewter flasons of that form which we 
find still retainra in the metal gill and mutchkin stoups in Scotland : 
they were all talking and laughing with their bonnets off and gaber- 
dines unbuttoned, for they had just ended a tough game at towIs ; 
Cuddie Clewline, the coxswain, with his arm still in a sling, old 
Archy of Anster, the boatswain, and Master Wad, the gunner, were 
among them; and placing his short squat figure against a cask, 
Willie began to scrape and screw up his fiddle, preparatoxr to 
favouring the company with an air. 

" How happy seem those honest souls of ours,'* said Falooner; 
** no thought of to-day — and less care for the morrow." 

" True, David; ana all are happy whose wants and wishes, hopes 
and ambition, are small — for contentment is great wealth." 

" Hark," said Wad, lowering his fiddle-bow as a bell tolled; 
"what's o'clock r 

" It iB Sanct demenVs Eirk, tmt tak nae heed what's o'doek, sae 
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lang OS ye are happy, Willie," said Cuddie. " We'll hae another 
stonp, and pay the score wi* the fore-topsail." 

" And are you sae happy awa* frae your bonnie English wife ?" 

" Yes, I am— happy as a cricket ; but do the folk no say that bell 
tolled o' its sel on the nicht the king was slain." 

"There can be nae sic thing in nature, coxswain," said a seaman. 

" But there may be out o* nature," replied the coxswain, sharply ; 
" how the black de'il can you ken aucht aboot it — you that hao 
been but a month at sea P" 

" I hae heard o* raony queer thin^ in my time, Cuddie ; but I 
never heard o' a bell that rang o* its am accord." 

"Weel, I have" said the old boatswain, solemnly; "and if ye 
wad like to hear a bit yarnie spun anent it — " 

" Coil away, boatswain," said one, clinking his stoup. 

" Pay it out, carle Archy," said another. 

" My faither, honest man, in his young days was master o' the Saint 
Denis, a pinck of Kinghom," began the boatswain, " and had three 
times the honour o* sailing to France wi' knights and ambassadoi*s, 
anent the marriage o* King James wi* the daughter o' Duke Arnold 
and Catharine the Duchess o* Cleves, Weel, on the third time, in 
the year '48 as he was bearing awa' for hame, and had left far astern 
the free port o' auld Dunkerque, wi* its basin, sluice, and batteries, 
he found a dismasted and abandoned caravel floating on the sea ; 
and lang she seemed to have been dismantled and unmanned, for 
sea-weed and barnacles grew thick on her gaping planks and rusty 
chainplates, and it was next thing to a miracle that she floated at 
all. He boarded and overhauled her, but name, mark, or trace 
found he none, to indicate whose she might be, or where she cam' 
frae. A fine bell, wi' a clear siller tone, rocked on her forecastle, 
and this he unhooked and brought awa'; and the moment his boat 
pushed ofl*, the bell gied a clink wi' its tongue, and the auld battered 
wreck gaed down wi' a sough, and half swamped the boat in its 
swirl as the waves yawned and closed owre it. The sailors looked 
ilka man in the other's face, and there seemed whisper in their 
hearts, that there was something about that auld and nameless wreck 
that was strange and eerie. 

" My faither hun^ the bell in his forecastle, — for its tones were 
clear and ringing, like a siller horn in a summer wood, or a young 
lassie's laugh when her heart is full; but my certie, there were soon 
terror and dismay on board the brave pinck Saint Denis, of King- 
horn ; for the bell o' the nameless wreck was bewitched, and ranff a* 
the watches itsel', and untouched by mortal hand ; and in the deid 
hour o' the mirk nichts its full clear notes vibrated through every 
plank and stanchion in the ship, and through every sleeper's ears 
and heart ; for never before had a bell wi' sic a sweet yet terrible 
tone flung its sound upon the waters. It was thrice thrown over- 
board, and thrice it was found hanging on its old neuk in the fore- 
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castle ; diid wlien tlie Satnt Denis came home, fat and ^ide spread 
the terror o' her atory through a* the seaport towns o' Lothian, Fife, 
and An^os ; so the owners had to hreak up the pinck, for nae man 
would hide ahoard o' her, and for years she lay rotting at her anchors 
in the harbour o* Wester Kin^hom." 

" May this broon ale he bilge if I would ha*e put a foot on her 
deck after the bell came back the first time," said the gunner. " So 
they broke the auld craft up for firewood : wecl, Archy, after that 
what became o* the bell P" 

** It was exorcised by candle, book, and holy water, by the Abbot 
o* Inchcolm, and thereafter it was hung in the steeple o' Largo, 
where unto this d^iy it summons the &itnfu' te prayer ; but never a 
note hath it rung unbidden since its devilish power was destroyed." 

" Ugh !" said the gunner, shrugging his thick square shoulders, 
" St. Mary keep us frae evil ! And noo for a song, shipmates," he 
added, giving his bow a flourish over the fiddle. " Cuddie will sing 
ns the last new ballad, made by a gentle makkar, on the admiral— 
to whom lang life — and our battle with Sir Stephen Bull, — ^te whom 
I also say long life, southron he be !" 

Thus invited, Cuthbert Clewline required no pressing, but after 
clearing his throat, giving his ruff a jerk, and hitening at the pointe 
of his wide canvas breeches — ^which were similar te those still worn 
by our fishermen, being so ample and short as te resemble a kilt, he 
sang the quaint and old doggrel ballad of 

to the air of Sir Andrew Barton; and as it is somewhat curious as 
a nautical ballad of the time, we are tempted to transfer a modernized 
copy of it from the " History of the Scots Wars," into these pages, 
stul preserving, however, the words the coxswain sung. 

*' Of all onr Scottish mariners, who ever sailed the sea. 
The stoutest was Sir Andrew Wood, the bravest too was he I 
So wroth grew England's banghty king, that a single Soot should kecpt 
From Norway's shores to Cape de Yerd, the mastery of the deep ; 
And he throughout his Idngdom did a proclamation make, 
Of a thousand sUver pounds per year, bir Andrew Wood to take. 

<* Then np a gallant captain stood. Sir Stephen Bull was he. 
Saying, * I shall fight this Scottish man till he your prisoner be,* 
Bight menie and right proud withal was England's monarch then. 
And he gave unto this captaib bold, three ships with guns and men. 
So sailing to onr Scottish seas, ho cruised near to Grail, 
Until he saw Sir Andrew Wood with two ships under soil. 

**Ko enemies old Andrew wot were in the Scottish sea. 
And fearing neither man nor deil, he sailed right merrilie; 
But when he saw the English cross, O Joyful was he tben. 
And bravely did bis crew exhort to fight like Scottish men ) 
* For Scotland's king we draw the sword, onr baimies and onr wlttS^ 
And ia (be cause well leairiMs risk oar preckms Umhs and iivfib' 
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** Bo then hi ipknai the auld fed wipe, And a a^m$ to UI^ did f|i| 

Ab owre the capstan-head we swore from southron ne'er to flipe t 
Thnp on we came with open ports, at six knots going free, 
And vowed to sink — or sink the foe — to die, hut never flee I 
And there we fought this battle keen beside the Bass and Hay, 
From the rising to the set of sun, npon a aomiofir day. 

H The first ball ftom the English fleet, it shot our foreyard tfarongli, 
And the splinters beat our gunner wight, till he was black and blae i 
Then up he sprang, stout Willie Wad, for a fierce wee man he. 
And vowed to drink * a pint o' bilge,* or he avenged would be; 
Then levelling straight a great carthoun, with rings of irc^ stay^ 
A bloody lane, from stem to 8|«m, he through the foemen made I 

** The Scots they Ibngfat lil^e lyons bold, and many English sleiwe. 
So the slaughter which they made that day, old England long aall me ;. 
And bravely ft>nght Six Stephen's men, as Englishn^en do aye. 
And blows they gave, for ilk they got. as we shall ne'er gainsay ; 
Till the red summer eve closed in, and at the set of day, 
'^e parted, but as tigers part, all pantipg from the fra^. 

* But ere again that BBnunn san rosa from tba German m»Uh 
Once more the drummes to quarters beat, the figl^t began agali^ei^ 
And long we fought w^th deadly bate, as me^ for life m^y fight,' 
For nought can nerve a ScQttisli arm, like Scotland's wrong and right* 
Sir Stephen Bull we captive made, and sailing to Dundee, 
We squared the yards, we Ibrled the sails, and anchored meiviUo. 

'* Then joyfril was our noble king, ^d generoB^ top was h§| 
Bed gold he gave, and shipped them home, to their ain counMe ; 
' Go tell fair Englandts king,' quotji be, * that soe I use the brave, 
But if againe ye sayle our seas, you'll win a watery grave.' 
Sir Andrew Wood, our captaii^ bol4ai wap thank^ throughout the laadt 
And mapy a fair reward got he, from good JUng James's hand. 
Thus bravely was this battle fought, between the Tay and Bass, 
And whennex^ we meet the EngUsh fleet, may worse ne'er come to pasaeP* 

Boisterous applause followed the conclusion of this song, and every 
man simultaneously lifted his mug of ale to his moutli, m honour of 
th9 sentiixijBnt expressed by the last line. 

" Thou hast sung well, honest fellow; take thia for thy Qiinstrelsy," 
said a gentleman who had loitered near, tossing into the coxswain's 
bonnet a golden louis, a donation which immecuately drew all eyes 
upon him. 

He w^ a handseme man, young apiMurently, and wore a rich sword 
and scarlet mantle, with a iazarine jacket and salade, which con- 
cealed his &ce, or at least nid so much of it that recognition was 
impossible. I{e had liiigered near Falconer a^d Barton, and now 
resumed his place in a. seat adjoining theirs, and if he was not eaves- 
dropping his conduct looked very much like it ; but it was unm^ked 
by them, for thev were too full of their own thoughts. 

" Well fase tnee, Scotland,'' sighed Falconer, draining his wine- 
honi, ^f and many such battles may ye win by land and sea. But, 
much as I love thee, thou art no longev a home w a fdaoe fw me; 
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Fran|!«— FrauM or Italy', and their battle-fields, must now he the 
place where my life and its sorrows may be ended together." 

" Why BOj brave Falcone^ F" asked a familiar voice, as a liand wag 
laid on his shoulder. " What melancholy crooning is this P" 

Sir David turned, and his ^jes met the &ce of the young king,-— 
for he it was who wore the scarlet mantle, and had now laid the 
aalade aside. 

The two g^tle)B6ii started to theifr fe^t, and uncovered their heeds 
with reverence, 

"N^y, nay, sirs} put on your bonpets/* said he. ''I am the 
younger man by a few years, and, thou|^h a kiqg, have not risked 
my head so onm ifi my country's service ; but a time may come. 
And now answer me truly, gallant Falconer — why didst thou 
not tell me of this old loye of thine for our pretty Sybilla Drum-' 

mondr 

" I dared not." 

'' Dared not ! art thou not a brave Mow P" 

'' I am a poor one, Alas ! yom? majesty cannot know the miser- 
able timidity of the ppor." 

** Then what fettered thy tongue, stout Barton, eh P — ^thou who 
lurt Uird oi manors and acres, ships ^md stores, enow to make a 
monarch envy thee P" 

" Becau8e---dare I say it P" 

" My true friends may say whatever they please to me." 

•' Because, your migesty, deep though my love, I dared not aspire 
to wed the sister of one if no — ^who is to be our queen." 

The young king coloured deeply, and paused for a moment, as if 
some such thought had now atrii^ himself for the first time ; then 
he thrust the idea aside, and said, 

" Your fears were foolish, sirs ; ye had won those ladies' love, and 
surely that was winning the main part of the battle ; for, if the song 
savs rightly, when a woman's heart is won, there is nothing more to 
adiieve in this world-" 

" Save fisrtune and rank; 9nd dare J, the son of a poor skipper of 
Borrowstonuess, who have neither, compete with long descended 
peers who have both ?" 

" Yes, Falconer," said Barton, proudly: "for thou hast that which 
we seldom find among our nobles — a right true Scottish heart, that 
would peril all for the weal and honour of the land God gave our 
fathers." 

" Bf Heaven and by my father's bones, you say well, Robert Barton !" 
said the youi^g king, with a sudden eipotion of generous enthusiasm : 
" and men who have hearts sp tried and so true as vours, may well be 
the brothers of a Scottish kiuz ! and mine you shall be, or this pr''* "* 
old lord — John Drummond of Stobhall and that ilk— must te' 
better why not I Come with me then — his house is close by ; 
We this s](eifi i^uravelled, for to mak« my loyal subjects haj 

dp2 
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the best iribnte I can pay to the memory of that dear departed sire 
for whom yoa fought : he who lost his life in upholding the rights 
of the people agamst the monstrous privileges of a race of titled 
tyrants." 

However reluctant Barton and Falconer might he to thrust them- 
selves upon the presence of Lord Drummond, while the barbarous 
treatment they had so lately experienced there was fresh in their 
minds, and being aware that the Ladrd of Mewie, with a band of 
wild Celtd from the Highlands of Perthshire, guarded the passages 
and ambulatories of the house — ^the generous energy of the young 
king, the protection bis presence could afford, bis desire, wbich was 
law, and the happiness his intervention might procure, together with 
the wish for meeting once again with those they loved so well — were 
all too powerful to be resisted ; and in silence the two gentlemen 
followed King James down the main street of Dundee, through 
Tyndall's Wynd, where Lord Lindesay and part of the royal retinue 
joined them, and together they all proceeded straight to visit Lord 
Drummond, the copper bom at whose gate young Lindesay blew 
lustily. And the old baron's half anger, half astonishment, and 
entire perplexity at the visit and its object, we will leave to the 
reader's imagination, and thus close this eventM chapter — eventful, 
at least, to the two lovers who accompanied the King of Scotland. 



CHAPTER LXVn. 

THE HAUCHLIKE TOWEB. 

*' Strange tidings these, my oonsin ! By St. Jade 1 
They'll urge us all to hattle ere the time/*-— OM Plaiy. 

What followed this happy interview with the leal and true-hearted 
James IV. may be gathered from the following conversation, which 
took place next day, in the Mauchline Tower, between three Scottish 
worthies who have already occupied a prominent place in the annals 
of their country, as well as in this more humble narrative. The 
Mauchline Tower, which had the hpnour of being the residence of 
Sir Patrick Gray of Kyneff, when that personage afflicted Dundee 
with his presence, stood at the south-west corner of the Murray- 
gate, and obtained its name from the Campbells of Loudon and 
Mauchline, to whom it once belonged. It was of such strength as 
to become in afler years a bastelhouse of the town wall, but is now 
removed, and no trace of it remains save its name, which is still 
retained by a court or alley that opens off the Murray-gate. 
^ In the roughly-arched and stone-paved hall of this ancient man- 
sion,^ the windows of which had stone seats and iron gratings, the 
furniture was of an old and barbarous aspect, and consisted only of a 
?reat standings-table^ forms, and cupboards^ all of black oldt Scottish 
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oaky with five or six enormous arm-chairs. In stone recesses were 
the wooden bowls, the tren-plates and luggtes used at meals ; for 
the half-bankrupt baron's silver tankard and pewter dishes were all 
carefully put awav in lockfast almries. 

The wide fireplace was without a grate, and over it was carved 
the escutcheon of the Grays — a lion rampant, within a border en- 
erailed ; the emblem of hope upon a wreath, and the motto, "Anchor, 
uist anchor/* being the cognizance of the first of the race in Scot- 
land, — Sir Hugh de Gray, Lord of Broxmouth, in the days of 
Alexander II. 

On the day after the interview between James IV, and the two 
officers of the Yellow Caravel, Sir James Shaw of Sauchie and Sir 
Patrick Gray had a meeting with Hew Borthwick, in the upper hall 
of this ancient structure. 

Gray and the regicide had been in close consultation, when Sir 
James Shaw, a little intoxicated, though the hour was early — hastened 
in, with his face inflamed, and expressive of high excitement. 

" Here are tidings, with a vengeance !" said he, dashing his blue 
velvet bonnet on the paved floor. 

" What's astir now ?" asked Gray, knitting his dark eyebrows. 
" If it be the reading of the papal dispensation in the cathedral 
kirk of Dunblane to-morrow, I know of it already, for our friend 
Hew Borthwick has just informed me thereanent." 

" The king, with Margaret Drummond, Sir David Falconer — the 
same loinniou who is captain of Wood's arquebussiers — and Bobert 
Barton, with the Lord Drummond, and the ladies Euphemia and 
Sybilla — all smiles and merriment, and riding side by side, with 
hawks upon their dexter wrists, each lover by his lemane, and 
guarded bv the lances of the Koyal Guard — have left Dundee within 
this hour. * 

" Which way — east or west P" asked Gray, starting to his feet, 

" By the western gate, and past Blackness." 

"For Dunblane?'^ 

" Yes ; and the constable of Dondee carried the royal pennon ou a 
lance " 

" Damnation !" 

" So say I — doubly," stammered Shaw. 

" On what errand nave they gone ?" 

" Men say variously," replied the Laird of Sauchie, openin? and 
shutting his bloodshot eyes ; " but I overheard that venerable foutre 
whom the courtiers call Duke of Montrose, tell his son — ^that fop 
the Lord Lindesay — ^that the king was gone to hear the sentence of 
excommunication fulminated against those who slew his £Either." 

" That concerns thee, Master Hew." 

" Sir Hew," sneered Shaw. 

Borlhwick winced, and smiled bitterly. 

" He said, moreover, that James was to leceiye from the bishop' 
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hand, ftn !f on belt, io 1)e wotn for eror under fail ffairl; ifi Inemdrf of 
the day he drew his sword affftinst his fiiiJier." 

" Few who were at Sauchle, on either side of the bum, will he 
likely to forget the day, Sir James. Well-^and is there anything 
more P" a.sked Gray, bifing his gWe ttnd rasping his steel spurs on 
the pavement. 

" Yes — chief of all — ^that Mar^ret Drtimlnond will there be 
crowned as Queen of Scotland, at the same time as het* hnsband, and 
that the Lord Lyon, with all his heralds and pnrsniranis, the 
chancellor and all the great officers of state, are appointed to keep 
tryst at Dunblane." 

" What — the reading of the papal letter, the crowning of a king 
and queen, and a sentence of excommunication, all to be performed in 
one day — not omittinj^ this freak of the iron belt — ^pshaw ! thou 
ravest man ; and I will not believe it." 

" And why not P" 

" Because, since Scone became old fashioned, every coroiiatidn mnst 
tfike place at Holyrood. A tare bundle of neks thou'st brought us, 
gossip." 

" I have not yet told thee all«-s-for ihe best of the pud^ng ia still 
in the pot." 

" Well, say on," said Otay, shrugging his shoulders with something 
between a smile and a frown on his face. 

" I heard Sir Andrew Wood say to the Cohstable of Dundee, that 
Falconer and Barton were to be wedded by the bishop to old John 
Drummond's daughters — and by the king's express command ; but 
thou wilt not believe that either, perhaps P*' 

" Wedded— is he as mad as his father wa^ befote himP ^ Will he 
tved one sister himself, and in the person of others raise those 
traders' sons — loons whose ancestors are buried in obscurity, and whose 
fathers brought salted hides and tallow, tar and hemp from Memmel, 
cartwheels and saddles, iron pots and pewter pans, from Flanders—* 
to a closo alliance with the Scottish crown P God's death, it's 
Hidnstrous — ^pdhaw ! Iind canhot be ! Our pe^rs and barons are not so 
low in pride or poor in spirit as to brook such an outrage " 

'* Unless King Henry paid them for it — ^which he is not likely to do." 

" Bu(i what win the Lordd Home and fiailee — ^Bothweli, I mean- 
say to this P" . . 

" The constable put the same question to yonder gorbellied admiral, 
who replied that the king had undertaken tb pacify them ; but it 
was no business of his — a mariner's — ^to study such ware ; then he 
added something about a gunner and his lintstook, a steersman and 
his helm, t^hich t did not Understandi blit conceived to mean some- 
thing insolent to the nobility." 

" And doubtless it was so— the tarry varlet !" said Gi'ay, stampbg 
his armed heel on the paVed floor : " Sir James, thoU amazest me 

V ifli this J btit where tatti* now the Loi-d Angus P** 
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^tte is Imntingf the red-deefr on \hB wild Bxniul of Galloihljr« 
replied Shaw, with a reckless laugh. 

*^ I might hare shrewdly gaessed he was not oil this side of th4 
Howe of Fife." 

" Are there any fresh tidiiigs from Henry of £n^land P" 

" Henry expects them from ua" said Gray with one of his hissing 
whispers and deep satanic smiles. 

" True— I am forgetting onr fair stipulation, pienned hy Master 
Quehtin Krafl:, and of wmch there are duplicates in London, to the 
effect that he — that is, King Henry — shall use all interest with our 
king to hare my harony of Sauchie erected into an eai'ldom — '* 

" And mif barony of Kyneff and estate of Caterline erected into ft 
lordship ; I do not see why I should not hare put in for an earldom 
too — but I shall content me if made as sood as my chief, Kinfauns ; 
though I would make as noble a Scottish peer as most of them." 

For once In his life. Sir Patrick Gray spoke truth. 

" But instead of gaining these things, sirs," said Borthwick, who 
had listened in attentive silenee to all the foregoing, "ye have 
lost your governorships of Stirling and pf Broughty, with all their 
attendant customs, kams, and powers, and now — ' 

" The marriage on which these airy coronets depend will never 
happen, I fear me," said Shaw, seating himself with a ffroan. 

** It shall happen," said Gray, furiously, as he took a huge tankard 
of wine and three flagons from a side press ; " we have made but 
one or two false moves. Sir James; next time we'll have better luck; 
and the tables will turn when we have Margaret Tudor for queen. 
She is said to be not over-handsome ; but 'twill be all the same to 
King James when the candles are out in Linlithgow Bower. Bo 
Margaret Drummond must be removed," he added, filling up the 
silver-rimmed horns with Bochelle. 

" We have each said so a thousand times, sirs," said Borthwick, 
" and vet she still remains." 

/* This removal must then be thy task, Master Hew," said Shaw, 
setting down the pot, in the purple contents of which he had dipped 
his wiry mustachios ; " get thee a nag at the Stone Bicker, or any- 
where else; hie thee away after these galliards to Dunblane, and 
learn what can be done ; for nothing but desperate measures can 
save us now, as we are desperate men ; one may see that by these 
bare walls and these half mutchkin stoiips of sour Rochelle." 

'' Thou hast still the powder of Kraft, the LondoU apothecary P'* 
asked Grray, in a whisper. 

** Yea," answered Borthwick ; ^ and it is said to be so potent, that 
I have borne it about me in great fear^ though it is carefillly sealed 
and waxed all over." 

** Draw closer," hissed the voice of Gtray, as he 6unk it into ail 
almost inaudible whisper. 

niereader is already aware that Borthwick had been originaUy a 
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priest of DanbLmej and, conseqaenily, he knew well the whole 
cathedral and its locality. It was therefore agreed that he should 
disgoise himself in any manner he deemed most fitted for the occa- 
sion ; that he should depart for that secluded Iktle city, and 
endeavour to put to some deadly use the poison with which he was' 
entrusted. 

' It was, moreover, arranged that at midnight, on the second day 
from this one, they should both meet him at the Bridc^ of Dunblane, 
and hear what his success had been. Gray supphed this trusty 
ruffian with a horse, and Shaw gave him gold, for he had about 
seventy miles of a rough and devious road to travel, and so they 
separated ; the two barons to prepare and mount, for any emergency, 
all the armed retainers they could collect ; and the regicide to execute 
his terrible mission. 

' " This object once achieved," ssud Gray, " toe must rid ourselves 
qf Borihwich — ^for he knoweth over many secrets to make our 
heads secure on our shoulders !" 



CHAPTER LXVIIL 

DUKBLAKE. 

** For hamftn bUu and woe in the frail thread 
Of human life are all so closely twined, 
That till the shears of Fate the texture shred, 
The close succession cannot be disiJoined, 
Kor dare we from one hour Judge that which comes behind.** 

Harold the Daurdlest, 

The information of Sauchie was all correct, save in that part which 
referred to the coronation of Margaret, which James intended should 
take place at the same time as his own, not in the little episcopal 
ci^ of Dunblane, but in the capital city of Edinburgh, amid all the 
splendour with which he could invest it ; and already the Lord High 
Ireasurer, Sir William Knollis, better known as Lord St. John of 
Jerusalem, being Preceptor of the Scottish Knights of Rhodes, the 
Lord Chancellor, the Secretary of State, and the Lords of the Privy 
Council, were making the necessary arrangements for the great cere- 
monial at Holyrood. 

The king's mfluence, united to Barton's acknowledged worth and 
landed possessions, operated so far on Lord Drummond, as to make 
him sullenly acquiesce in the mamage of Euphemia to one whose 
betrothal could not, in a Catholic age, be broken without incurring 
the penalty of sin ; and, in the same spirit, he permitted aiTange- 
ments to be made for Sir David Falconer, whom D^ames called " the 
gentlest and the bravest knight at court," wedding Sybilla ; mean- 
while the old lord consoled himself for thus stooping to the royal 
Mil by reflecting that he still had two other daughters growing up 

Beatrice and Elizabeth — who should be forced bongre mal^e to 
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marry the fint eligible earls upon whom he could lay the hands of a 
&ther-iD-law. 

The king's train was received with all honour by the Baron Bailie 
of Dunblane, and Sir Edmund Hay of Melginch, the chamberlain of 
the diocese, who marshalled them to the palace of the good old bishop, 
James Chisholm, whose name must not be confounded with that of 
his successor, William Chisholm, a base and irreverend prelate, who 
robbed the see of its revenues to maintain his children, and desecrated 
the episcopal palace by scenes of licentiousness. 

This palace stood to the southward of the magnificent cathedral, 
on the edge of the declivity which slopes down towards the river 
Allan. It was surrounded by thick old copsewood and by striking and 
picturesque scenery; but it nas loug since fallen into shapeless ruin, 
and now only a few vestiges of its lower apartments can be traced. 

The four lovers were so happy that we shall not presume to intrude 
upon them, or attempt to transfer to paper any description of their 
joy, but wUl leave them to their quiet and dreamy rambles, arm in 
arm, or hand in hand, in that deep and finely wooded glen below 
Dunblane, where the precipices overhang the Allan, and the windings 
of the dell give so many lovely glimpses of foliaged scenery ; and to 
their sport of shootine at the butts with feathered arrows, in the 
smooth park without the old cathedral walls, where many himdred 
years of careful pasturage and mowing had made the green grass 
as smooth as velvet ; for now it was never brushed by other feet 
than those of the gliding deer or the lighter-footed hares and rabbits; 
and there the young kin^, and even the kind bishop, with some of 
the prebends, drew the bow to please the three beautiful Drum- 
monds ; and Margaret, with her blonde hair and sweet blue eyes, 
was voted the best shot of them all — ^for James and his two favourite 
subjects were too gallant to beat her shooting, and the most 
reverend fiftther, by Divine permission Bishop of Dunblane, was 
somewhat too stout and pursy to draw a shaft uke her. 

They were all happy, and pure joy beamed in their eyes; it 
glowed in their young nearts and mantled in their cheeks. 

Two alone were grave ; viz., old Lord Drummond, because he was 

somewhat perplexed, or felt that he cut rather a foolish figure, and 

was about to have for sons-in-law two men on whom James dared 

not yet bestow nobility for fear of raising the anger of older 

patentees ; and on the young king*s brow a cloud was resting, for on 

the morrow he was to receive from the Bishop's hand " the sackcloth 

shiii and iron belt," which he was to wear as the self-imposed penance 

of filial disobedience ; 

*** Wliile for bis royal father's soul, 
The chanters sung, the bells did toll ;** 

and kindly and consolingly the white-haired bishop sought to soothe 
the sorrow and disperse the gloom which the young monarch strove 
in vain to overcome. 



Coutcl it 1)6 tliat A mysteriotld ptesentimdnt of a|>pro&c1iitig 6vil 
was hovering in his heart P In Scotland, we often hear of such fore^ 
bodinss stilT 

Oh the day following the intended sentence of excomtnmiication, 
Margaret was to behold one sister wedded to ^bert Barton and 
dnotner to David Falconer ; atid on that day the Yetloto Frigatfi 
aiid her consorts would startle the broad blue Firth that rolls before 
Dundee by a loud and iherty salvo from their brass culverins and 
iron arquebusses a croc. 

Already had each beautiful bride playfully tried the espousal ring 
—the emblem of etet-nity — upon her ptetty finger — ^that third finger 
of the left hand from which, accordin|^ to ail old sUpetstition, there 
i*ah one mysterious fibre directly to the heart j and now we may 
inform our fair readers, whoih such iteths may interest, thkt the said 
rings were i^ot the plain lioop^ tifeed in our owti day, but each was 
massive and chased, inscrlbea by tt holy legend, and having on it 
two ruby hearts, surmounted by a little crdwn of diatuohds, foi* such 
was the fashioU in the oldeU timei. 

And now, as the day oh which the sisters trere to receive commu- 
nion at mass in the cathedral, dawhed in sunny glory and splendour^ 
lighting up the painted lattices, the grey walls, and g^reeh Woods of 
the old episcopal palace, and tinting with its bi'ightesthues the rapid 
waters of the Allah, the old bishop patted their silken tresses, ahd 
called them his " good children," as they knelt to receive his mortiing 
blessing in the aining-hall, reminding them with d smile, that 
" happy was the bride whom the sun shone on, and that ke hoped 
the god of day would hot rise less brightly on the niotrow." 

And tbey all smiled to each other timidly and fondly, for, alas ! 
they little knew that for some of them to-morrow wad — etetnity. 

Margaret, the Queen of Scotland— for such indeed was she how- 
was to receive the communion with her sisters; but Barton and 
Falconer having, we may suppose, obtained it but recently, or for 
some other reason now unknown, did not share it with them, which 
will account for their escaping the perilous web which English guile 
and Scottish treason were weaving around them alL 



CHAPTER LXIX 

*HB illtJrtGttT TBTST. 

" And, as they say, 
Lamentingg heard i* the air; strange scream of death ; 
And prophesying, with accents terrible, 
Of dire combustion and confused events, 
1Sew hatbhed to the woM time." — Macbeth, 

True to his appointment, about twelve O'clock, " that hour o'nicht's 
black arch the keystane," on the night before the important day of 
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t!ie tliree soletilmiies, wlien the pap&l dispenssltiofi was to lie reacl« 
an exoommimieation td be pronouiiced, and that Iron tielt) so famous 
in the Hstory of Jaines IV., to be consecrated and bestowed — Hew 
Borthwick, the ffell sph-it, the evil j^enius of Margaret Dtummond— 
or rather, the Vile skve and tool of villains niore subtle than himself 
»- appeared at the ancient bridge of Dunblane; the same which 
is mentioned in the introduction to this work as being the erectioii 
cff the Bishop Findlay Dermach, in the jrear 1406. 

The stillness of midnight reigned in and around that diiiiinutivd 
ciithedral city. As HeW Borthwick, the bUtctot of natilre, loitered 
on the old tiiid barrow bridge t^hich spans the Allan, and lingered 
imder the gloom of some enormous aider or boor-tree^ that grew out 
of the rocks and threw their shadotv* oil the path, soine sttauge ideas 
began to hover in his mind. 

Save the rush of the river over Its rockj bed| the rustle of the 
autumn leaves in the eoppice, of the bay of a sheep-dog on the 
distant mnirlands, there was no sound iii the air ; but there came 
many an imaginaiy one to the ears of Bdrthwick. At one time he 
thought a wUd cry Went past him on the wind ; it another, he was 
certain that voices were liElmentiiig amoiig the (JopseWood by the tiver 
sidg. 

He listened breathlessly ! 

AH was still, save the beating of his own keart. 

Was conscience beginning to b^ stirred at last within that arid, 
cruel, and stony breast, ot were these ideas the Inere result of the dark 
and midnight hour; the place, the time, and the solemn and awful 
superstitions incident to tne ^e and the nation F 

Swiu^ng hi^h aloft in the bedutiful square tower of carved stotie- 
work, me cathedral bell tolled the hour of twelve. The first 
sonorous note, as it rolled away upon the trembling air, made Borth- 
wick's coward heart leap within him ; and he listened to each stroke 
in breathless agony, as a wretch might listetl to his death-knell, and 
when the last and twelfth had boomed away upon the darkened sky, 
he breathed more freely, but the perspiration hung in drops upon 
his clammy brow, for that bell had roused old memories in his heart, 
and called back the days that were gone, as an old fkmiliar voice or 
song might do. 

" Tush !" he muttered } " let me hot be now white-hearted and a 
fool, when the last die has been cast In this infernal game — the last 
scene prepared in this tremendous draina. Twelve has struck, but 
there is no appearance of them yet !" 

Faint and flickering lights shot over the tall and many-coloured 
windows of the cathedral, and played between the slender tracery of 
their shafted mullions, or died away in the recesses of the church. 
Those were the tapers of monks who had received a penance of mid- 
night prayers to say at certain tombs ot shrihes ; and our lurkcr 
tememDcred the tim« Whi9n he too— but lie tunied 6ix his beel, and 
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Birove to forget those better days and that embittering memorj. 
** Would the tryst had been anywhere but here !" 

Bays of light were streaming more brightly from the smaller but 
strongly grated windows of the bishop's palace, and they played on 
the brown foliage of the woods below, and on the rushing surface of 
the river in the dell. One by one these rays of light faded away ; 
at last darkness reigned in the mansioui and Borthwick shuddered, 
for he knew that Margaret Drummond and her sisters would then 
be a-bed. 

He was deadly pale ; and had any one passed him casually on that 
high and narrow bridge, his aspect, even at night, must assuredly 
have startled them. 

To him it was strange and almost irritating, that all the life he 
had p£U}sed, with many of its minuter and long-forgotten incidents, 
should now rise before him like a long unfolding scroll, strongly, 
darkly^ and fearfully, as it might do bemre one who is about to die; 
and a terrible tissue it was ! 

He recalled the awful name and fate of his parents, and the pro- 
mises he had made to the humane old priest who had saved him 
doubly, as he was wont to say, " like a brand from the burning," 
and tne vows he had made in youth, in that cathedral aisle, to spend 
a life of holiness, of usefulness, of purity, and of prayer, to atone for 
the real or traditional atrocities of Ewain Gavelrigg and his wife 
among the Sidlaw hills ; and how had he kept these vows P 

" Accursed be these thoughts !" sjdd he, as he walked to and fro, 
and bit his nether lip, as if to control the growing fear and bitterness 
of his heart. At that moment something struck his face, and he 
sprang aside in terror uncontrollable. 

« Pshaw !" said he, " abat P 

Everything was fraught with some old memory to him now, and 
he remembered the old story of its origin ta which he had often 
listened, as the monks sat round the refectory fire in the cold winter 
nights, when the Allan was sheeted with ice, and the blast of the 
snow-clad Grampians moaned in the leafless woods of Dunblane ; and 
the voice of his old patron came back to his ears in the accents of awe 
with which he used to tell the story : — of how, when a boy of seven 
years of age, the Saviour of mankind was at play in the streets of 
Jerusalem, with other little Jews, and in sport they fashioned variojus 
birds and animals of clay, and then the children quarrelled among 
themselves, each preferring his own workmanship,* and all united in 
laughing to scorn an uncouth bird made by the little hands of the 
golden-haired boy, the son of Mary, till the tears fell from his eyes ; 
and as they dropped upon the little image, lo ! it expanded its winga 
of clay and flew from hand to hand, and after fluttering over his 
head, soared into the air and became a veiitable hat. On beholding 
this, the children fled, and on relating the story to their parents, were 

them forbidden to play again with that bright-haired little boy. 
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whom they stigmatized as an emhryo sorcerer ; and Borthwick re- 
membered with mingled pitj and envy the good faith, the awe, and 
holy interest with which the old and silver-bearded priests bent their 
heads around the winter hearth, and listened to legends such as 
this ; for it was indeed an age " when old simplicity was in its prime." 

At last his reveries were interrupted by perceiving at the other 
end of the bridge two men on foot ; they had been there for some 
time conversing and regarding him, but unobserved by Borthwick, 
whose eyes and mind were turned inward, if we may say so ; and 
now by their height, bearing, and stealthy motions, he was convinced 
that they were no other than Sir James Shaw of Sauchie and Sir 
Patrick Gray of Kyneff. 

" Well met, fair sir," said the latter, with his usual courtlj sneer. 

" Good-morrow, Master Borthwick," added Shaw, whose incessant * 
intoxication was quite visible, even in the dark. 

Both were well armed in cuirasses, gorgets, and plate sleeves, with 
swords and daggers in their belts, and they bore on their heads 
French salades which completely concealed their faces, forming at the 
same time a defence wluch no sword could cleave or pole-axe 
break. 

" You have good tidings, I opine, sir," said. €rray. 

" Alas ! what leads you to infer so P" 

" Your keepine tryst so faithfully," said he, asain. 

" Is this trouolesome dame dbposed of P" asked his oompailiOD^ 
with a hiccup. 

" To-morrow will tell—" 

" To-morrow, and whv to-morrow P" demanded Shaw, angrily. 

" God*s death, fellow ! have we ridden a matter of seventy miles, 
from the Mauchline Tower to the Brig of Dunblane, only to hear 
this?" 

" Hear me, sirs, and be patient," said Borthwick, who, to their 
astonishment, seemed to be as crushed in spirit as he was pale in 
face and trembling in speech ; ** I have essayed a hundred modes of 
obtaining access to the Bishop's palace, that I might reach Dame 
Margaret's room, which is in the north-east comer thereof, for I know 
every nook and cranny of that house of old, as if it were my own." 

" And with what intent P" 

** To poison the holy water font, which I understand hangs at the 
head of her bed." 

" A rare idea," hiccupped Shaw^ " provided King Henry's powder 
be strong enough." 

"'Sheath, the young king likely dips his dainty fingers too 
therein, so that would only mar King Henry's matrimony for ever- 
well." 

" The king's pages and attendants, archers, esquires, and priests, 
thronged every avenue, so all attempts to reach the room were vain. 
By the way of the bishop's kitcbeoi I had lc»s hope ; for tho* 
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might do9p a flub lirondv enouffl) to poison % s^re, yet hoF ooii]d 
I M assured &t Pame Margam wonld eat of it p- ' 

"True; then by the Holy Father, we have eome but to hear of 
difficulties." 

*' And to learn that nothing has been done/' gnunbled Sir Jame0 
Shaw; " a pestilimt humbug r' 

" Patience, sirs, patience," sroaned Borthwick ; '' f^ing about 
the palace, I resolvM to try what could be achieved by the way ot 
the cathedral." 

" Hah !" said Gray, starting. 

" I know its avenues well — ** 

" Av, you were a monk, and snuffled Latin there for many a year 
•—well." 

"I beffm to breathe aga^i— so — " muttered Shaw. 

" I had heard with certainty that the three sisters were to receive 
the Blessed Sacrament there to-morrow from the hands of the bishop, 
with all solemnity — ^" 

Well, well, what then P** asked Gray^ impatiently. 
Yes, what then p" repeated the Laud of Saucuie, whose eyes 
were always closing. 

" I stole the vestments of the sacrist who hath char^ of the altar 
vessels, flowers, and ornaments, and whose duty it is to provide 
candles, bread, and wine £^ th§ commiinipn. Well I knew where old 
Father Duncan's cassock hung when the good man was a-bed ; and 
I knew the pocket too wherein he kept the key of the iron-doprpd 
niche containing the cruets of wine, besid^ the great altar. I donned 
the gown,! foun4 the key — ^ith eyes half blind, with ears that tingled, 
and a heart that trembled at Qvery &ncied sound, I glided throuigh 
the long aisle of yonder silent church, and sought the m'cne, 
nnchan^d as when 1 saw it last, some sixteen years ago ! I opened 
it — ^soffly— rslowly — ^fearftdjy, and the cruets or win^ were before me 
— ^to-night, sirs — only to-mght^yea only an hour ago were they 
before me, in my hands — and — and — " 

" My God ! thou didst not poison the wine — ^the wine abput ip 
become — *' 

" Hush, oh hush, in pijhr now $ I poisoned one of them at least." 

" Horror I" exclaimed way of Kyneff ; '* I foresaw not this. I 
would have cared little abput the poisoning of ^ome vulgar wine-pot, 
suppose that all Dunblane had died o' the dose ; but the Communion 
—the Holy Eucharist — " 

'* I poisoned UP* groaned Borthwick, while his teeth chattered) 
** and to-morrow will solve a gr^d pnd ^wful my^stery." 

" And eain me an earldom, said ^haw. 

Gray placed a hand upon nis mouth. 

There was a pause during which the three wretches ga^ed upon 
•ach other in silence ; for it would require a Catholic, and more 
especially a Scottish Catholic of that age, to feel the full effect of th^ 
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flitlling awe and ^^ead the act of this apostate priest pvod^ced upon 
himself and his two companions. £ven their hearts quailed and 
trembled at it} for though the infamous and ui\just conduct pf the 
popes to Scotland, in early times and during the Cioisades, made the 
people yalue lightly the bulls of theTaticau — so lightly, indeed, that 
more thaa one papal legate, natheless his ijurp}e cope and scarlet 
etockings, has been assaulted, stripped, and driven across the English 
frontier, with the natiop in arms, and the country flaming at his 
heels 2 still the influence pf reli^us sentiment, whatever its phase, 
was, as it has ever been, strong in the hearts of the Scots ; but now 
with Shaw and Gray it was mingled with an overpowering supersti- 
tion, and venerationfor ancient, incomprehensible^ and mysteripus 
rites. 

" A holy horror curdled all their blood ;" and thu^ for some minutes 
none of them spoke. 

*' This sacrilege is awful I" said Sir Patrick. 

" But the Holy Eucharist will not poison," said Shaw, whom the 
oommunicatlGn liad completely sobered; " so thou hast, perhaps, but 
fooled thyself as well as us, Master Borthwick." 

" What is this, Laird of Saucbie," asked Porthwick with gloomy 
fury; ''art thou so dull as to think spp was there not William 
Oomyn, the Lord ^igh Chancellor of Scotland, in the days of King 
Malcolm IV. — ^a consecrated bishop top— who was poisoned by the 
wine of the Eucharist, and fell stone de^d, in rochets copis, and stple, 
on the steps of the altar p'- 

Another long pause ensued, during which 0ray whispered to 
Shaw,— 

" We must now close this fellow's mouth for ever ; a dagger 
stroke, and over the bridge with him. Be ready when I say, ' JiCt us 
part, Sir Hew.* " 

" May the blessii^g, or ipvocation, render this poison, if not altq* 
geUier null in effect, at least less fatal than death P" 

On this important point, Borthwick dared not reply, and they 
^uld hear his teeth (flattering. 

** Where is there a leech P" asked the ex-governor of Stirling. 

" There is none nearer than Perth, — at least npne that I wot of." 

" How, Ninian the barber-chirurgeon in the Speygate ?" 

" The same ; and he is too far off to be available," said Borthwick. 

" He is the only one on the south side of Tay, except the High- 
land seers and crones," said Shaw, loosening his dagger in its sheath 
of velvet. 

" Ahi"GOlitinaedGray, conversing iP the assumed tone of ease, to 
throw their intended victim off his guaid; "did he not nearly slay 
the Lord Angus by piercing him too deep with his phlebotemus P 

" Missing the vein and cutting the artery, — ^a very fool." 

" For which, if he had failed to stop it, the Master of Ai)gus would 
luve hong hm Qyer hi9 ow^ utair-headt He kpoweth the signs auf 
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stars/* oontinned this cold-blooded ruffian, looking caslially, as it 
were, over the bridge to measure the height by his cold and stem 
eye ; " but who save asses employ him, Imwter JBorthwick P" 

" Ob, many," continued Shaw, laughing, as they drew nearer their 
victim ; " htisbands, to have doses for scolding wives, and expectant 
heirs whose purses are empty, for old and doting uncles ; in short, 
anyone who wishes to be nd of anyone else ; for he enjoys pretty 
much the reputation of your friend the apothecary at — ^how name 
you the place — oh yes, Bucklersbuiy, in London, ha f ha ! is it not so. 
Master Borthwick P" 

He made no reply, for tbeir ghastly merriment chilled bim. 

" Such a leech will not do for the daughters of the Lord Drum- 
mond," resumed Shaw ; " but the ni^ht wears apace." 

" Let us part then, Sir Sew /" said Gray, and at the same moment 
both their daggers clashed together in the breast of Borthwick, wbose 
hot blood spirted horribly through his pyne doublet, over the hilt-s, 
and over their fingers. 

The first blows failed to kill him, and be sank heavily against the 
parapet of the bridge. 

" Mercy," he sighed ; " mercy— God — ^mercy 1" 

'* Such mercy as thou gavest King James," replied the villains as 
an apology to themselves, while they buried their poniards again 
and ^gain in his heart, with a heavy and awful souncL 

" "Tis but an act of self-defence, tills !" said Gray. 

" True — ^true — of course it is — ^he might have destroyed us, else," 
added Shaw, in a breathless voice. 

" He is gone now — so over with him !" replied the other. 

Lifting the heavy, and yet warm body of the regicide, they shot it 
over the steep bridge into the rapid stream below, where it fell with 
a loud splash. As it was swept down the current, they sprang upon 
their horses, which were haltered under the boortrees. 

" Now, Sir James, away for Kyneff or Caterline !" cried Gray, as 
they dashed through the dark streets of Dunblane, and at full speed 
took the road towards that great and fertile plain which lies between 
the northern bank of the Tay and the base of the Sidlaw hills, and 
is known so well in song as the Carse of Gt>wrie. 



CHAPTER LXX* 

THE IBOK BELT. 

** I love ! and love hath given me sweet thoughts, to God akin ; 
And oped a living paradise, tny heart of hearts within ; 
Oh I from this Eden of my life, God keep the serpent, Sin." 

GebaiiD Hasset. 

Pontifical high mass was performed with unusual splendour ia 
the cathedral churoh of Duoblane. On this occasioDi the biahc^ 
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preceded by hin cro8Q-bearer» and the banner of tbe diocese^ borne 
\>y Sir Edward Hay of Melginch, by all the prebends of the cathedral, 
with choristers and singing-boys, passed in procession through the 
centre aisle to the altar, having on his head a mitre blazing with 
jewels, gorfi;eons robes on his shoulders, and wearing scarlet gloves 
on his hanas, which bore the identical crook by one touch of which 
Saint Blane restored sight to the blind, and lue to the dead heir of 
Appilby, as we may stiSl see recorded in the fifty-seventh folio of the 
Breviary of Aberdeen* 

The king was on a royal seat, surrounded by the lords and Iadie» 
of the court and household, and many of the great officers of state; 
the Captain of his Guards, Lord Drummond, falconer. Barton, and 
many more, all richly dressed in the gaudy costumes of the time« 
when fancy and fashion ran riot amon^ silk and satin, velvet and 
miniver, feathers, jewels, and lace. Bright steel cuirasses, cloth of 
gold, satin doublets and velvet mantles, with the silver stars and 
green ribands of the Thistle, or the escallops of St. Michael, and 
the crosses of many a foreign Order of knighthood, made the group 
around the yotmg monarch alike gay and splendid. 

The entire population of the little city and of the adjacent district 
crowded the triple aisles of the magnificent church ; and on groups 
of these, all of them attired in varying colours, and various fashions—* 
for Dunblane approaches the Highland border — ^long hazy flakes of 
light fell inward from the three tall lance-headed compartments of 
the great western window, in which were a thousand prismatic tints, 
as martyred saints, crowned kings, and pallid Virgins stood amid 
pious scrolls and gaudy flowers, green foliage and bright armorial 
bearings, all woven in the brUliant glass, filling up the double 
mullions and erotesquel^r twisted tracery. 

This beautiml church is less richly decorated than many others in 
Scotland ; its mouldings and clustored capitals are without flowering ; 
yet from the loftiness of its windows, and the general symmetry of 
its pr^Dortions, this effort of the architectural taste and piety of 
King David I. is full of grandeur and dignity. From its walls 
hung the banners and scutcheons of the once powerful Earls of 
Stratheam, with the sword of Malise, who fought at the Battle of 
the Standiurd ; and the helmet of Sir Maurice of Stratheam, who 
was slain at tiie Battle of Durham ; there, too, hung the trophies of 
the Lords of Strathallan, and the Drummonds^ of Drummond. 
BeneaUi the pavement, which was lettered with epitajjhs, and rich 
with graven orasses, their bones were reposing, cored in lead, deep 
in the gothic vaults below ; and there their effigies may yet be seen, 
with smeld on arm, with sword at side, and hands upraised as in prayer* 

The light stole through the windows with a chastened effect, and 
so many tapers burned upon the great altar, that with all its gilding 
it seemed a pyramid of name ; and in front of it were the floating 
garments oi the bishop and his attendant priests, with the thin 

US 
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wliitd smoke of the oensen rising amonff them $ while the full^loBed 
organ, with iU trumpet sound, and ilie harmony of a hundred voices, 
all melodiously attuned, rolled along the high-arched roofs, and went 
at onoe to the depth of every soul and the inmost chords of every 
heart— calling, as it were, to prayer and to enthusiasm, the whole 
being of every listener. 

On the altar lay two hridal wreaths, and a peculiar belt of iron. 

The wreaths were^those to be worn on the morrow bv Euphemia 
and Sybilla Drummond; the iron belt was to be the life>long 
penance of King James. 

In the lower aisles, " a dim religious light" brooded over all ; and 
!n the solemnity of devotion, every knee and every head were bowed, 
Imd, outwardly at least, all was hushed and humole meekness. 
, Before the carved oak rail of the sanctuary knelt the three sisters. 
With their bright hair confined in golden cauls, and their faces bowed 
before the venerable bishop — an oM man, whose days went back to 
those of the Regent Murdoo Stuarti and the wars of James I. with 
Alaster of the Isles. 

Mass was performed with great solemnity $ and though few Ca- 
tholics — perhaps none— will believe what ensued, or that blessed 
wine would poison, yet we have it on record, that a Scotsman, who 
was Bishop of Durham in 1153, was destroyed by the wine of the 
Eucharist, m which a deadly drug had been placed by his enemies, 
some English priests. 

From the prelate's hand the three fated sisters received the commu- 
nion, of which he had himself partaken, impregnated, as it was, with 
A poison as deadly as ever human science or human villany prepared. 

" Corpus Domini nostri" <&c. (&c., prayed the poor bishop, with 
reverence, and eyes half-closed as he signed the cross in blessing over 
their fair foreheads, and placed between the lips of each the wafer 
which he had dipped in the poisoned winoi and of which he had 
himself partaken f 

The poor girls, with their white hands crossed upon their fluttering 
breasts, and their young hearts, full of pious Joy, returned to the 
crimson canopied stall, over which their father's feudal banner, with 
the three bars, wavy, hung beside the royal standard, with the lion, 
gules, and there again thev knelt in prayer beside the youth&l kins. 

When mass was over, the bishop ascended the altar, still robed m 
f\ill pontificals, with his mitre on his head, and resigning his crook to 
an assistant priest who waited on the steps, he opened the famouA 
letter of. Dispensation* 

" The Most Holy Father in Christ our Lord, Innocent the Eighth, 
by Divine Providence, servus servomm Dei, to his dearly beloved 
brother William, also by Divine mercy. Bishop of Dunblane, and to 
all others, &c. &c., wisheth health and benediction in the Lord." 
. Beginning thus, he read, in pure and sonorous Latin, the Papal 
authority, removing the guilt and sin committed, and absolving, to- 
•oAvmg, and annullmg the ties of blood between James, by the grace 
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of God» King of the Soots, mid his cousin, the Lad v Margaret Drnm- 
mond ; and thus, by the apostolical power confided to the Hol^ Set>i 
removing every hindrance and impediment to their lawful marriage ( 
" dated at Bome, on the festival of Ck>rpu8 Christi, and of our Pon* 
tificate then fourth year." 

The bishop closed the letter which he had brought from such a 
distance, and which had involved him in so many personal perils* 
and then resumed his glittering crozier from its buffer. 

Then Margaret, whose small white hand the youn^ king had pressed 
repeatedly, and whose agitated heart had beat wildlv, felt as if a 
mountain had been lifted off it ; for fondly, fully, ana devoutly she 
believed in the annulment it announced, and the authority fVom 
which it came ; and her soft blue eyes beamed under her velvet hood 
and gold-fringed caul with the most beautiful joy, and with the 
purest and holiest of rapture as they met those of the young king) 
her husband — ^ay, her husband now, without secrecy, or fear, or sin. 

"Margaret — mv own beloved Margaret!" he whispered, and 
tremblingly kissed her brow, an act of respect and tenderness which 
stirred the hearts of all the people. 

Honest Barton was spelling away industriously at his missal, eou^^ 
tent, as he thought, and said inwardly, " that Euphemia was along* 
side of him, and that, on the morrow, with a &ir wind and a friar'a 
blessing, they would cast anchor together in smooth ridii^> and iA 
the sunny haven of matrimony ;" but Falconer and Svbula knelt 
hand in hand behind the high oak-screen, and deeply thanked Qod 
and the good young king, who had brought to this happy and most 
unexpected issue the lonc^ hushed secret of their ardent hearts. 

Would that we could leave them thus; but the ways of fitte, and 
the course of unforeseen events, are inexorable. 

James lY. now received from the Bishop's hand the penance- 
girdle — ^that Iron Belt — to which he added every year a link) to b6 
worn in memory of his father's fall, and which he never laid aside 
either by day or by night, until the morning of the fatal ninth of 
September, 1513, thirty-five years after ; andl on that daif he perished 
at Flodden, with ten thousand Scottish hearts as brave as his own 1 

Now old Duncan, the sacristan, supplied innumerable torches and 
tapers to the people, giving one to every man, woman, and child. 
The whole church oeoome filled with li^ht--*a blaie, a flood of flame^ 
till the eyes ached, and the beautiful hues of St* Paulinus seeme^ 
to be realized in the old aisles of Dunblane ; 

"With crowded lamps ere these bright altan crowned, 
And waxen tapen shed perfhine around, 
From fragrant wicks beams calm theaoentedrafi 
To gladden night, and brighten radiant daf . 
Meridian splendoan thiu light np the night, 
And day itMlf, illam*d with sacred light, 
Wears a new glory, borrowed from those rays. 
That stream from countless lampa in ai«ver'«idin| Massi'* 

. a s i 
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But this anasnal^ glory chilled the hearts of the vast congregation 
who filled that great cathedral church ; for now the hishop prepared 
to pass upon the murderers of the late king and their al}ettoi*s, th^ 
heaviest ralminations of the Vatican : and in that age, when church- 
men imited spiritual with temporal power, everything in nature, from 
the king on his throne to a caterpillar on the leat of a tree, were 
)iable to anathema. To men, its sentence was armed with a thou- 
sand teiTors. The ex-communicated person was shut out, cut off, as 
it were, from all social life j his servants, his wife — even his dearest 
children, dare not come near him, or relievo his most urgent wants 
by a crumb of bread or a drop of water; for he had forfeited all 
claims on humanity, all natural rights and legal privileges. 

Any man might slay him, and under this inhuman law, even his 
body was denied proper burial ; in some sequestered or hated, at 
least, imconsecrated spot, it was flung aside, and covered up with 
stones ; and now the bells of Dimblane began to toll a solemn peal, 
and the inmost hearts of all the people, surrounded as they were by 
that blaze of light, became appalled, as the bishop, in a loud but 
melancholy voice, poured forth against the regicides the sentence of 
Pope Innocent VIII. : " In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti, 
et oenedictee nostrse Dominse Sanctissimse Marise, atque virtute 
imgelonim archangelorumque, <&c., a sancte matris Ecclesio) grtemio 
segregamus ac perpetuse maledictionis ttnathemate condemnamus V* 

The three sisters felt a sleep stealing over their humid eyes and 
hushing their beating hearts, as they nestled close together, as if 
in terror of the spiritual thunder that rang over their heads in a 
language they could not comprehend ; but, perhaps, it was excess of 
Jiappiness at their own position — or, perhaps, the blaze of light 
oppressed them, for they were silent, motionless, and still. 

Timidly they cast a furtive glance at their father. Lord Drummond, 
AS he stood near them, sheathed in the same armour he had worn at 
the Battle of Sauchieburn, with a wax taper clutched like a lance in 
his gauntleted hand; unsubdued by the terrible anathema, the 
proud noble heard it with constitutional indifference, or concealed 
his inwai'd fear under an outward smile of scorn. 

But his daughters felt sick and faint. 

Margaret closed her eyes and drooped her head upon the shoulder 
of Eu]memia, whose hand was now clasped by Sybilla. 

As the bishop concluded, he extinguished his taper, and every one 
in the church followed his example, — ^the prebendaries and others 
treading their torches vigorously imderfoot, and Lord Drum- 
mond crushed his under his armed heel with as much animus tis Sir 
Andrew Wood niight have done ; while the bells continued to toll 
the knell of the doomed souls, at long and solemn intervals, in the 
towers of the cathedral, the interior of which seemed to become 
suddenly dark and gloomy, for the day without had overcast, and 
dense au<;^mn clouds, charged with mist and rain, came rolling from 

Crrampians across the lowering^ sky. 
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A cbill-^a horror of the scene, this solemn cursing ynih. hell 
hook and candle — had fallen upon the people, who were stealing softly 
and hastily away ; while the poor old bishop, exhausted hy the long 
service and its exciting nature, and more than all by the poison he 
had imbibed, tottered into the arms of Sir Walter Drummond, the 
dean, and wsus borne out by a side door, with all the air of a dying 
man. 

The three sisters, as if absorbed in prayer, were Btill leaning 
forward against the oak rail, and kneelin? on the velvet cushions ; 
they remained thus very long after all the congregation had dis- 
persed ; and loth to disturb them, their happy lovers lingered in the 
aisle with the king and his attendants, till Lord Drummond lost all 
patience, and roughly summoned them. 

" Effie — ^Maggie— by my soul, ye have gone to sleep, I think—* 
come, arouse ye there !" he exclaimed. 

Then the young king went softly over and touched Margaret on 
the shoulder. 

She did not stir; neither did she seem to feel him. 

" Sybilla — ^Euphemia !" said he. 

But there was no answer. 

For those three kneeling figures were stone dead I 



CHAPTER LXXL 



CONCLUSION. 



*■ I never liked the landsman Iffe, the earth Is aye the same 
Gie me the ocean for my dower, my vessel for my hame. 
When life's last sun gangs feebly doon, and death comes to the doOTr** 
When a' the world's a dream to as, we'll go to sea no moret 
Ko more — ^well go to sea no more !** — Scottish Song. 

LoBD Dbummond lived to see one of his daughters become a 
countess, and the other in a fair way to wear a coronet ; for little 
Ijady Beatrix grew a beautiful woman, and in after years became 
the Countess of James Earl of Arran, commander of the Scots in the 
Prench and Danish wars ; while Elizabeth was wedded to the war- 
like Master of Angus, who fell at Flodden, with two hundred knights 
and gentlemen, fdl of the great and gallant Douglas* name; and 
could the proud old lord have had a vision of her descendants, hio 
ambitious heart would have swelled with joy, for her grand-daughter, 
Margaret, became the mother of Henry, Kin^ of Scotland, from 
whom the kings of Britain, France, Spain, Prussia, and the emperors 
of Grermany, are descended. 

Aft;er the horrible catastrophe which closed our last chapter, we at 
fii'st intended to have said no more; but as this narrative has paxtaken 
Siuch more of the character of a veritable history than a romimce, a 
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1. Concerning Lady Margaret Dmmmond, a long and interesting note will be 
found in Ty tier's admirable Hittory of Scotland, vol. iv. The king became 
deeply attached to her at an early period. In liis first Parliament she was 
TOted an alloirance for dresses. Douglas, in his Peerage^ stated that she wai 
poisoned in 1501 ; * great mystery,** says Mr. Tytler, " hangs over the deatk 
of this royal favonrite." 

In Moreri's Dictionary^ it is stated that John, first Lord Dmmmond, " had 
ibur daughters, one of whom, named Margaret, was so much beloved by 
James IV., that he wished to marry her; but as they were connected by blood, 
and a dispensation from the Pope was required, the impatient monarch con- 
cluded a private marriage, from which clandestine union sprang a daughter, 
who became the wife of the Earl of Huntly. The dispensation having arrived, 
the king determined to celebrate his nuptials publicly ; but the Jealousy of 
fome of the nobles against the house of Drummond, suggested to them the 
cruel project of taking off Margaret by poison, in order that her family might 
not enjoy the glory of giving two queens to Scotland. 

'* Certain it is, that Margaret Drummond, with Enphemia and the Lady 
6ybilla, her sisters, died suddenly at the same time, with symptoms exciting a 
strong suspicion of poison, which it was thought had been administered to them 
at breakfast Sir Walter Drummond, Lord Clerk Begister, their paternal 
ancle, was at the time, Dean of Dunblane, a circumstance which seems to have 
led to their interment there, the family having lately removed from Stobhall, 
their original seat, on the banks of the Tay, to Drummond Castle, where pro- 
1i>ably they had no place of internment.** 

James IV. appears never to have forgotten her, for down to the end of his 
life, arc entries in the Treasurer's accounts of the payments made to the two 
priests Who sung masses for her soul in Dunblane. 

2. Concerning the story told by the boatswain in Chapter X., I may men- 
tion, that in Ogilby's 4frica^ a gigantic folio work, published in ** the White 
Fryers, London, 1670,** ydW be found a curious description of the Guanchos, 
and their mode of preserving the dead, which agrees entirely with the descrip- 
tion thereof given by the shipmate of our admiral. The idea of the chalked 
ship sailing o^the wall is not original, for I remember once hearing a soldier 
tell some such story to his comrades as they sat round a guard-room fire, on a 
cold winter night in North America. 

8. I may remark, that though I hare rather anticipated the time of Sir 
Andrew Wood's two battles, for the purposes of my own story, I have striven 
in the details of them, t:nd ever3rwherc else, to adhere closely to history, to 
character, and to costume, &c., and to those who are curious in the matter, 
much information concerning the admiral will be found in TaiVs Magazine for 
April and May, 1852. " He was," says Tytler, " an enterprising and opulent 
merchant, a brave warrior, and skilful naval commander, an able flnancialiat. 
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intimately acquainted with the management of commercial transactions, and 
a stalwart feudal baron.** He died about the year 1540, and left several ions, 
one of whom became a senator of the College of Justice. There Is still re- 
maining a circular tower of the castellated dwelling erected by the brave 
old admiral. A tablet, bearing an inscription to his memory, and an ex- 
tract from his charter, was inserted in the mouldering wall by the late 
General Durham ; on the summit of the ruin was one of the iron thirty-two 
pounders recovered from the wreck of the Royal George ^ which pointed towards 
the sandy shore and beautiful bay of Largo, and formed a characteristic 
monument to the stout old captain of the Tellow Caravel, 

llie cannon is now placed in front of the modem mansion-house, but the 
white marble slab yet remains above the door of the old one, and is inscribed 
«s follows :— 

*• This Tablet was placed by 

General James Durham, of Largo, 

In the year m.dccc.xxxii. 

To remind posterity that 

These are the remains of the Boyal Residence, 

Granted with the lands of Largo, by 

JAMES THE THIBD 

To Hit Admiral Sir Andrew Wood, 

Who repaired and strengthened the Fortalice 

By the hands of Englishmen captured by him. 

This donation from his grateAil Sovereign 

Was the well merited reward 

Of his brave and generous conduct. 

In sQCoessfhlly defending. 

At his own private expense, 

The seas and shores of Scotland 

From the otherwise unconquered Xavy of England; 

Or, as his charter bears : 

' Propter scrvicia tam per terram quam per mare, 

in pace et in gnerra, gratuiter impensa.* '* 

Sir Alexander Durham of Largo, Lord Lyon King-at-Arms, acquired the 
estate of Largo Anno Dom. 1659. 
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